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PREFACE

Musil did not finish The Man Without Qual-
ities, although he often said he intended to.
There is no way of telling from either the
parts published in his lifetime or his
posthumous papers how he would have done
so, or indeed whether he could have done so
to his own satisfaction. This is becauseof the
novelÕs rigorously experimental structure,
consisting of an Òopen architectureÓ that
could be developed in many directions from
any given point. The novel does contain co-
herent individual threads and incidents, but
Musil firmly rejected the idea of a plotted
narrative whole. Therefore, while the drafts
of the twenty chapters in Part 1 of ÒFrom the
Posthumous PapersÓ carry on from where
ÒInto the Millennium Óleft off, the material in



Part 2 is not preliminary to a final version in
the usual sense,but consists rather of notes,
sketches, and drafts that Musil was keeping
in suspension for possible use in some form
at some place in the ultimate text, a version
he never decided upon and that must forever
remain the object of tantalizing speculation.

We have a fortuitous, if unhappy,
benchmark for this posthumous material:
When Musil had to leave Vienna in 1938, he
took with him into exile in Switzerland ma-
terial that he considered most useful for his
further work on The Man Without Qualities.
Everything left behind in Vienna was des-
troyed during the war. (A further loss was
suffered when two of Musil Õs surviving note-
books were stolen from an editors car in Italy
in 1970, before they could be transcribed.)

The extent to which Musil regarded this
novel as experimental was extraordinary. He
had begun work on it in earnest in 1924 and
was most reluctant when the urging of
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publishers and worsening external condi-
tions forced him to publish parts of it in 1931
and 1933(pages1-1130in this edition). From
his point of view, the entire text oughtto have
remained ÒopenÓfrom the beginning until it
had all been written and he could then revise
the text as a whole. He complained that par-
tial publication removed those parts of the
novel from the possibility of further altera-
tion, as well as distorting the shape (again, a
never defined, ÒopenÓshape) he had in mind
for the whole work. As it was, in 1938, in less
than robust health and apparently appre-
hensive that he would again be forced into
premature publication, he withdrew the first
twenty chapters that appear in ÒFrom the
Posthumous PapersÓwhen they were already
set in galleys, in order to rework them still
further. Thesechapters were intended not to
conclude the novel but to continue ÒInto the
Millennium. Ó like Goethe, Musil had a
strange sense of having infinite time
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stretching out before him in which to com-
plete his task. One is tempted to see in his
solitary and stubborn pursuit of his ideal
more than a little of Kafka Õs Hunger Artist.

Musi lÕs purpose in writing The Man
Without Qualities was a moral one. He had
set out to explore possibilities for the right
life in a culture that had lost both its center
and its bearings but could not tear itself
away from its outworn forms and habits of
thought, even while they were dissolving.
Musil equated ethics and aesthetics,and was
convinced that a union of Òprecision and
soul,Óthe languageand discoveriesof science
with oneÕs inner life of perceptions and feel-
ings, could be, and must be, achieved. He
meant this novel to be experienced as a mor-
al lever to move the world, as Emerson and
Nietzsche intended their writing to be exper-
ienced, in such a way that (in RilkeÕs words)
Òyou must change your life.ÓMusil Õs anguish
becomes palpable as he pursues this search
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for the right life using the tools of scientific
skepticism, while remaining all too aware of
the apparently inherent limitations of human
societies and, especially, of human nature.
Fortunately, this anguish is leavened by a
sparkling wit of language and situation, as
when a character is described as wearing Òa
wig of split hairs. Ó

The search for the right life leads to an
increasing inwardness in the novel. Musil in-
tended to have Ulrich and Agathe somehow
rejoin the world after the failure of their at-
tempt to achieve a unio mystica, but as the
reader will see,this was left completely up in
the air among a welter of conflicting possibil-
ities. Much of the material in Part 2 consists
of startlingly dramatic or even melodramatic
nuclei that Musil weighed using at some
point. He frequently inserts identical or
slightly varied material in different places,
obviously to try it out in alternative contexts,
but without committing himself. Always an
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analytical thinker and a methodical worker,
Musil used an elaborate and cryptic system
of referencing and cross-referencing codes
and notations, some of them still un-
deciphered, to remind himself of the many
interconnections. These markings are ubi-
quitous, indicating how thoroughly the dif-
ferent parts of the work were simultaneously
present in his mind. These codes are to be
found in the German edition but have been
suppressed here in the interest of readability.

Among the experiments Musil tries out,
for example, are the possibilities of Ulrich
having sexual relations, sometimes aggress-
ive and perverse, with his sister, Agathe, his
cousin Diotima, and Clarisse,his friend Wal-
ters wife. Moosbrugger, the sex murderer
who haunts the entire novel, is somehow
freed by Clarisse in one version, while
UlrichÕs attempt to free him himself, together
with some hired criminals, fails in another.
Moosbrugger is executed, and Hans Sepp
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commits suicide (under a train in one place,
by gunshot in another). Ulrich Õs escape to
the idyllic Italian island is now with Agathe,
now with Clarisse; the idyll fails with Agathe,
fails with Clarisse. Clarisse looms much lar-
ger in thesedrafts than in the main text; here
the stages of her growing insanity are care-
fully detailed. Ulrich appears crueler, more
morally indolent, as his successive failures
are recorded. (Musil should not be identified
with Ulrich; as is made quite clear here, in
his role asnarrator Musil is usually critical of
Ulrich.) These posthumous papers also shed
a great deal of light on Musil Õs concept of
mysticism and the ÒOther Condition. Ó

Musil had suffered a stroke in 1936,and
the tone of Part 1 of ÒFrom the Posthumous
Papers,Ówritten after that, is markedly dif-
ferent from the earlier sections of the novel;
quieter, strikingly inward, more difficult, the
writing often of a rare beauty. In the selec-
tion of drafts, notes, and sketchespresented
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in Part 2, which cover the span of time
between 1920 and 1942, Musil makes clear
how the faults of his characters are intended
to mirror the larger faults of the age; as he
says, these figures live on an arc without be-
ing able to close the circle. As the agecomes
unglued and spirals toward war, so do the
characters spiral more clearly toward failure,
helplessness, madness, and suicide, even as
they press forward in their firm belief in a
better future, if only they could find the key.
The Man Without Qualities is not a pessim-
istic work.

The contents of ÒFrom the Posthumous
PapersÓhave riot been previously translated
into English. Much of what is presented here
becameavailable in German for the first time
only with the publication of the 1978German
edition of Musil Õs collected works. This new
German edition is not definitive, but it com-
pletely supersedes the edition of the 1950s
on which the first, incomplete, English
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translation was based. The guiding principle
in selecting the material for translation in
ÒFrom the Posthumous PapersÓ was to
present to the English-speaking public in
readable form the major narrative portions
of the posthumous material in the 1978 Ger-
man edition, as well as selections that illu-
minate Musil Õs methods of thinking and
working. Scholarly completeness could not
be the goal in any case,since the 1978 Ger-
man edition offers only a major selection
from the extant posthumous papers, togeth-
er with some scholarly apparatus. There ex-
ists in manuscript even more material relat-
ing to The Man Without Qualities than is in
the German edition: The various Musil re-
search centers finished the painstaking pro-
cess of transcribing these papers only in
1990, and this transcription, 34 megabytesof
data (not all of it relating to the novel), has
been made available in German on a CD-
ROM disk. Omitted in what follows, aside
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from the cross-referencing codes, are (1)
longer repetitive variations of chapters or
sections in which the changes are
slightÑMusil was an obsessiverewriter and
polisher; and (2) many brief notes, jottings,
and indications that are too sketchy to be in-
formative except to the specialist.

Except for the galley drafts of the first
twenty chapters, this material is for the most
part not polished or Òwritten upÓ in final
form; some of it is quite sketchy, some
merely jotted notes. Over the years, Musil
changed the names of some of his characters
and switched others, and this can be confus-
ing. The essenceof the characters, however,
seems to have been fixed from the early
stages, so these name changes are purely
verbal. Ulrich was originally called ÒAnders,Ó
then called ÒAchillesÓ; the names, but not the
characters, of Lindner and Meingast were re-
versed. ClarisseÕs brother is called Siegmund
in the main text, Siegfried and Wotan here.
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In the interest of readability the names, with
one or two obvious exceptions, have been
changed to be consistent with those used
previously in the novel and are spelled
outÑMusil usually refers to them by their
initialsÑas are most of the numerous other
abbreviations. Given the fragmentary nature
of the texts in Part 2, and for the sake of
readability, elisions have not been indicated;
with very minor exceptions they are between
selections, not within selections. Items
between slashes or in parentheses are
Musi lÕs; material in square brackets is mine.
Double and triple ellipsis points in the text
reproduce those in the German edition.

The only major departure from the 1978
German edition in how this material appears
has to do with the ordering of the contents of
Part 2. The German edition presents this ma-
terial in reverse chronology, beginning with
what Musil was working on at his death and
proceeding backward to the earliest sketches.
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It seemedto me that since Musil was think-
ing about this material experimentally and
not chronologically, such an ordering is not
necessarily indicated, especially in the ab-
sence of the authors ultimate intentions
about the work as a whole.

A further problem was that in chronolo-
gical order, whether forward or backward,
the random mixture of elements in Part 2 of
ÒFrom the Posthumous PapersÓ would put
off the general reader, for whom this edition
is intended. That would be unfortunate,
since these pages contain some of Musil Õs
most powerful and evocative writing. Re-
arranging the contents of Part 2 according to
character groupings, narrative sections, and
Musil Õs notes about the novel makes this ma-
terial much more accessible, and given the
authorÕs experimental attitude toward these
fragments this rearrangement seemsnot un-
reasonable.Readerswho wish to seethis ma-
terial presented in roughly chronological
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reverse orderÑsome of it can be dated only
approximatelyÑshould consult the German
edition.

The original choice of material to in-
clude here was made in extensive consulta-
tion with Professor Philip Payne of the
University of Lancaster, England, to whom I
would like to expressmy appreciation. I owe
a profound debt of gratitude to Professor
Adolf Frise, editor of the German edition, for
his constant friendly encouragement and ad-
vice. Without his work, and without the un-
flagging patience and skill with which he and
the various Musil research teams in Vienna,
Klagenfurt, Saarbriicken, and Reading de-
ciphered Musil Õs difficult manuscripts, no
Musil edition would have been possible. And
without the determination, persistence, fine
German, and ear and eye for quality of Carol
Janeway, Sophie Wilkins Õs and my editor at
Knopf, this translation would never have
come to fruition.
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PART 1

Musil had given chapters 39 through 58

to the printer. He revised them in galley

proofs in 1937-1938,then withdrew them

to work on them further. They were in-

tended to continue ÒInto the Millennium, Ó

of 1932-1933, but not conclude it.



39

AFTER THE ENCOUNTER

As the man who had entered AgatheÕs life at
the poetÕs grave, Professor August Lindner,
climbed down toward the valley, what he saw
opening before him were visions of salvation.

If she had looked around at him after
they parted she would have been struck by
the manÕs ramrod-stiff walk dancing down
the stony path, for it was a peculiarly cheer-
ful, assertive, and yet nervous walk. Lindner
carried his hat in one hand and occasionally
passed the other hand through his hair, so
free and happy did he feel.

ÒHow few people,Óhe said to himself,
Òhave a truly empathic soul!ÓHe depicted to



himself a soul able to immerse itself com-
pletely in a fellow human being, feeling his
inmost sorrows and lowering itself to his in-
nermost weaknesses.ÒWhat a prospect!Óhe
exclaimed to himself. ÒWhat a miraculous
proximity of divine mercy, what consolation,
and what a day for celebration!ÓBut then he
recalled how few people were even able to
listen attentively to their fellow creatures; for
he was one of those right-minded people
who descend from the unimportant to the
trivial without noticing the difference. ÒHow
rarely, for instance, is the question ÔHow are
you?Õmeant seriously,Ó he thought. ÒYou
need only answer in detail how you really
feel, and soon enough you find yourself look-
ing into a bored and distracted face!Ó

Well, he had not been guilty of this er-
ror! According to his principles the particu-
lar and indispensable doctrine of health for
the strong was to protect the weak; without
such a benevolent, self-imposed limitation,
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the strong were all too easily susceptible to
brutality; and culture, too, needed its acts of
charity against the dangers inherent within
itself. ÒWhoever tries to tell us what univer-
sal educationÕis supposedto be,Óhe affirmed
for himself through inner exclamation,
mightily refreshed by a sudden lightning bolt
loosed against his fellow pedagogue
Hagauer, Òshould truly first be advised: ex-
perience what another person feels like!
Knowing through empathy means a thou-
sand times more than knowing through
books!ÓHe was evidently giving vent to an
old difference of opinion, aimed on the one
hand at the liberal concept of education and
on the other at the wife of his professional
brother, for Lindner Õs glassesgazed around
like two shields of a doubly potent warrior.
He had been self-conscious in AgatheÕs pres-
ence, but if she were to see him now he
would have seemedto her like a commander,
but a commander of troops that were by no
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means frivolous. For a truly manly soul is
ready to assist, and it is ready to assist be-
cause it is manly. He raised the question
whether he had acted correctly toward the
lovely woman, and answered himself: ÒIt
would be a mistake if the proud demand for
subordination to the law were to be left to
those who are too weak for it; and it would
be a depressing prospect if only mindless
pedants were permitted to be the shapers
and protectors of manners and morals; that
is why the obligation is imposed upon the vi-
tal and strong to require discipline and limits
from their instincts of energy and health:
they must support the weak, shake up the
thoughtless, and rein in the licentious! ÓHe
had the impression he had done so.

As the pious soul of the Salvation Army
employs military uniform and customs, so
had Lindner taken certain soldierly ways of
thinking into his service; indeed, he did not
even flinch from concessionsto the Òman of
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powerÓNietzsche, who was for middle-class
minds of that time still a stumbling block,
but for Lindner a whetstone as well. He was
accustomed to say of Nietzsche that it could
not be maintained that he was a bad person,
but his doctrines were surely exaggerated
and ill equipped for life, the reason for this
being that he rejected empathy; for Nietz-
schehad not recognized the marvelous coun-
terbalancing gift of the weak person, which
was to make the strong person gentle. And
opposing to this his own experience, he
thought with joyful purpose: ÒTruly great
people do not pay homage to a sterile cult of
the self, but call forth in others the feeling of
their sublimity by bending down to them and
indeed, if it comes to that, sacrificing them-
selvesfor them!ÓSure of victory and with an
expression of amicable censure that was
meant to encouragethem, he looked into the
eyesof a pair of young lovers who, intricately
intertwined, were coming up toward him.
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But it was a quite ordinary couple, and the
young idler who formed its male component
squeezedhis eyelids shut as he responded to
this look of Lindner Õs, abruptly stuck out his
tongue, and said: ÒNyaa!Ó Lindner, unpre-
pared for this mockery and vulgar menace,
was taken aback; but he acted as if he did not
notice. He loved action, and his glance
sought a policeman, who ought to have been
in the vicinity to guarantee honors public
safety; but as he did so his foot struck a
stone, and the sudden stumbling motion
scaredoff a swarm of sparrows that had been
regaling themselvesat GodÕs table over a pile
of horse manure. The explosion of wings was
like a warning shot, and he was just able at
the last moment, before falling ignomini-
ously, to hop over the double obstacle with a
balletically disguised jump. He did not look
back, and after a while was quite satisfied
with himself. ÒOne must be hard as a dia-
mond and tender as a mother! Óhe thought,

24/1856



using an old precept from the seventeenth
century.

Since he also esteemed the virtue of
modesty, at no other time would he have as-
serted anything like this in regard to himself;
but there was something in Agathe that so
excited his blood! Then again, it formed the
negative pole of his emotions that this di-
vinely tender female whom he had found in
tears, as the angel had found the maiden in
the dewÉ oh, he did not want to be presump-
tuous, and yet how presumptuous yielding to
the spirit of poetry doesmake one! And so he
continued in a more restrained manner: that
this wretched woman was on the point of
breaking an oath placed in the hands of
GodÑfor that is how he regarded her desire
for a divorce. Unfortunately, he had not
made this forcefully clear when they had
stood face-to-faceÑGod, what nearness
again in these words!Ñunfortunately, he had
not presented this idea with sufficient
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firmness; he merely remembered having
spoken to her in general about loose morals
and ways of protecting oneself against them.
Besides, the name of God had certainly not
passed his lips, unless as a rhetorical flour-
ish; and the spontaneity, the dispassionate,
one might even say the irreverent, serious-
ness with which Agathe had asked him
whether he believed in God offended him
even now as he remembered it. For the truly
pious soul does not permit himself to simply
follow a whim and think of God with crude
directness. Indeed, the moment Lindner
thought of this unreasonable question he
despised Agathe as if he had stepped on a
snake. He resolved that if he should ever be
in the situation of repeating his admonitions
to her, he would follow only the dictates of
that powerful logic which is in keeping with
earthly matters and which has been placed
on earth for that purpose, becausenot every
ill-bred person can be permitted to ask God
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to trouble Himself on behalf of his long-es-
tablished confusions; and so he began to
make use of this logic straightaway, and
many expressions occurred to him that it
would be appropriate to use to a person who
has stumbled. For instance, that marriage is
not a private affair but a public institution;
that it has the sublime mission of evolving
feelings of responsibility and empathy, and
the task (which hardens a people) of exer-
cising mankind in the bearing of difficult
burdens; perhaps indeed, although it could
only be adduced with the greatest tact, that
precisely by lasting over a fairly long period
of time, marriage constituted the best pro-
tection against the excessesof desire. He had
an image of the human being, perhaps not
wrongly, asa sack full of devils that had to be
kept firmly tied shut, and he saw unshakable
principles as the tie.

How this dutiful man, whose corporeal
part could not be said to project in any
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direction but height, had acquired the con-
viction that one had to rein oneself in at
every step was indeed a riddle, which could
only be solved, though then quite easily,
when one knew its benefit. When he had
reached the foot of the hill a procession of
soldiers crossedhis path, and he looked with
tender compassion at the sweaty young men,
who had shoved their caps back on their
heads,and with facesdulled from exhaustion
looked like a procession of dusty caterpillars.
At the sight of these soldiers, his horror at
the frivolity with which Agathe had dealt
with the problem of divorce was dreamily
softened by a joyful feeling that such a thing
should be happening to his free-thinking col-
league Hagauer; and this stirring in any
event served to remind him again of how in-
dispensable it was to mistrust human nature.
He therefore resolved to make ruthlessly
plain to AgatheÑshould the occasion actu-
ally, and through no fault of his own,
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ariseÑthat selfish energies could in the last
analysis have only a destructive effect, and
that she should subordinate her personal
despair, however great it might be, to moral
insight, and that the true basic touchstone of
life is living together.

But whether the occasion was once
again to offer itself was evidently just the
point toward which Lindner Õs mental powers
were so excitedly urging him. ÒThere are
many people with noble qualities, which are
just not yet gathered into an unshakable con-
viction, Óhe thought of saying to Agathe; but
how should he do so if he did not see her
again; and yet the thought that she might
pay him a visit offended all his ideas about
tender and chaste femininity. ÒIt simply has
to be put before her as strongly as possible,
and immediately! Óhe resolved, and because
he had arrived at this resolution he also no
longer doubted that she really would appear.
He strongly admonished himself to selflessly
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work through with her the reasonsshewould
advance to excuse her behavior before he
went on to convince her of her errors. With
unwavering patience he would strike her to
the heart, and after he had imagined that to
himself too, a noble feeling of fraternal at-
tention and solicitude came over his own
heart, a consecration as between brother and
sister, which, he noted, was to rest entirely
on those relations that the sexes maintain
with each other. ÒHardly any men,Óhe cried
out, edified, Òhave the slightest notion how
deep a need noble feminine natures have for
the noble man, who simply deals with the
human being in the woman without being
immediately distracted by her exaggerated
desire to please him sexually!ÓThese ideas
must have given him wings, for he had no
idea how he had got to the terminus of the
trolley line, but suddenly there he was; and
before getting in he took off his glassesin or-
der to wipe them free of the condensation
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with which his heated inner processes had
coated them. Then he swung himself into a
corner, glanced around in the empty car, got
his fare ready, looked into the conductors
face, and felt himself entirely at his post,
ready to begin the return journey in that ad-
mirable communal institution called the mu-
nicipal trolley. He discharged the fatigue of
his walk with a contented yawn, in order to
stiffen himself for new duties, and summed
up the astonishing digressions to which he
had surrendered himself in the sentence:
ÒForgetting oneself is the healthiest thing a
human being can do!Ó
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40

THE DO-GOODER

Against the unpredictable stirrings of a pas-
sionate heart there is only one reliable rem-
edy: strict and absolutely unremitting plan-
ning; and it was to this, which he had ac-
quired early, that Lindner owed the suc-
cessesof his life as well as the belief that he
was by nature a man of strong passions and
hard to discipline. He got up early in the
morning, at the same hour summer and
winter, and at a washbasin on a small iron
table washed his face, neck, hands, and one
seventh of his bodyÑevery day a different
seventh, of courseÑafter which he rubbed
the rest with a wet towel, so that the bath,
that time-consuming and voluptuous



procedure, could be limited to one evening
every two weeks. There was in this a clever
victory over matter, and whoever has had oc-
casion to consider the inadequate washing
facilities and uncomfortable beds that fam-
ous people who have entered history have
had to endure will hardly be able to dismiss
the conjecture that there must be a connec-
tion between iron beds and iron people, even
if we ought not exaggerateit, since otherwise
we might soon be sleeping on beds of nails.
Sohere, moreover, was an additional task for
reflection, and after Lindner had washed
himself in the glow of stimulating examples
he also took advantage of drying himself off
to do a few exercisesby skillful manipulation
of his towel, but only in moderation. It is,
after all, a fateful mistake to base health on
the animal part of oneÕs person; it is, rather,
intellectual and moral nobility that produce
the bodyÕs capacity for resistance; and even if
this does not always apply to the individual,
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it most certainly applies on a larger scale,for
the power of a people is the consequenceof
the proper spirit, and not the other way
around. Therefore Lindner had also be-
stowed upon his rubbings-down a special
and careful training, which avoided all the
uncouth grabbing that constitutes the usual
male idolatry but on the contrary involved
the whole personality, by combining the
movements of his body with uplifting inner
tasks. He especially abhorred the perilous
worship of smartness that, coming from
abroad, was already hovering as an ideal be-
fore many in his fatherland; and distancing
himself from this was an integral part of his
morning exercises.He substituted for it, with
great care, a statesmanlike attitude in the
calisthenic application of his limbs, combin-
ing the tensing of his willpower with timely
yielding, the overcoming of pain with com-
monsense humanity, and if perchance, in a
concluding burst of courage, he jumped over
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an upside-down chair, he did so with as
much reserveas self-confidence. Such an un-
folding of the whole wealth of human talents
made his calisthenics, in the few years since
he had taken them up, true exercisesin vir-
tue for him.

That much can also be said in passing
against the bane of transitory self-assertion
that, under the slogan of body care, has
taken possession of the healthy idea of
sports, and there is even more to be said
against the peculiarly feminine form of this
bane, beauty care. Lindner flattered himself
that in this, too, he was one of the few who
knew how to properly apportion light and
shadow, and thus, ashe was ever ready to re-
move from the spirit of the times an unblem-
ished kernel, he also recognized the moral
obligation of appearing ashealthy and agree-
able as he possibly could. For his part, he
carefully groomed his beard and hair every
morning, kept his nails short and
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meticulously clean, put lotion on his skin
and a little protective ointment on the feet
that in the course of the day had to endure so
much: given all this, who would care to deny
that it is lavishing too much attention on the
body when a worldly woman spends her
whole day at it? But if it really could not be
otherwiseÑhe gladly approached women
tenderly, because among them might be
wives of very wealthy menÑthan that
bathwaters and facials, ointments and packs,
ingenious treatments of hands and feet, mas-
seursand friseurs, succeedone another in al-
most unbroken sequence,he advocated as a
counterweight to such one-sided care of the
body the concept of inner beauty careÑinner
care, for shortÑwhich he had formulated in a
public speech.May cleanliness thus serve as
an example to remind us of inner purity;
rubbing with ointment, of obligations toward
the soul; hand massage,of that fate by which
we are bound; and pedicure, that even in

36/1856



that which is more deeply concealed we
should offer a fair aspect. Thus he trans-
ferred his image to women, but left it to them
to adapt the details to the needs of their sex.

Of course it might have happened that
someone who was unprepared for the sight
Lindner offered during his health and beauty
worship and, even more, while he was wash-
ing and drying himself, might have been
moved to laughter: for seen merely as phys-
ical gestures, his movements evoked the im-
age of a multifariously turning and twisting
swanÕs neck, which, moreover, consisted not
of curves but of the sharp element of knees
and elbows; the shortsighted eyes, freed
from their spectacles,looked with a martyred
expression into the distance, as if their gaze
had been snipped off close to the eye, and
beneath his beard his soft lips pouted with
the pain of exertion. But whoever under-
stood how to see spiritually might well ex-
perience the spectacle of seeing inner and
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outer forces begetting each other in ripely
considered counterpoint; and if Lindner was
thinking meanwhile of those poor women
who spend hours in their bathrooms and
dressing rooms and solipsistically inflame
their imaginations through a cult of the
body, he could seldom refrain from reflecting
on how much good it would do them if they
could once watch him. Harmless and pure,
they welcome the modern care of the body
and go along with it becausein their ignor-
ance they do not suspect that such exagger-
ated attention devoted to their animal part
might all too easily awaken in it claims that
could destroy life unless strictly reined in!

Indeed, Lindner transformed absolutely
everything he came in contact with into a
moral imperative; and whether he was in
clothes or not, every hour of the day until he
entered dreamless sleepwas filled with some
momentous content for which that hour had
been permanentl y reserved. He slept for
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seven hours; his teaching obligations, which
the Ministry had limited in consideration of
his well-regarded writing activity, claimed
three to five hours a day, in which was in-
cluded the lecture on pedagogyhe held twice
weekly at the university; five consecutive
hoursÑalmost twenty thousand in a dec-
ade!Ñwere reserved for reading; two and a
half served for the setting down on paper of
his own articles, which flowed without pause
like a clear spring from the inner rocks of his
personality; mealtimes claimed an hour
every day; an hour was dedicated to a walk
and simultaneously to the elucidation of ma-
jor questions of life and profession, while an-
other wasdedicated to the traveling back and
forth determined by his profession and con-
secrated also to what Lindner called his
Òli ttle musings,Óconcentrating the mind on
the content of an activity that had recently
transpired or that was to come; while other
fragments of time were reserved, in part
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permanently, in part alternating within the
framework of the week, for dressing and un-
dressing, gymnastics, letters, household af-
fairs, official business, and profitable social-
izing. And it was only natural that this plan-
ning of his life not only was carried out along
its more general disciplinary lines but also
involved all sorts of particular anomalies,
such as Sunday with its nondaily obligations,
the longer cross-country hike that took place
every two weeks, or the bathtub soak, and it
was natural, too, for the plan to contain the
doubling of daily activities that there has not
yet been room to mention, to which be-
longed, by way of example, Lindners associ-
ation with his son at mealtimes, or the char-
acter training involved in patiently sur-
mounting unforeseen difficulties while get-
ting dressed at speed.

Such calisthenics for the character are
not only possible but also extremely useful,
and Lindner had a spontaneous preference
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for them. ÒIn the small things I do right I see
an image of all the big things that are done
right in the world Ócould already be read in
Goethe, and in this sense a mealtime can
serveas well as a task set by fate as the place
for the fostering of self-control and for the
victory over covetousness;indeed, in the res-
istance of a collar button, inaccessible to all
reflection, the mind that probes more deeply
could even learn how to handle children.
Lindner of course did not by any means re-
gard Goethe as a model in everything; but
what exquisite humility had he not derived
from driving a nail into a wall with hammer
blows, undertaking to mend a torn glove
himself, or repair a bell that was out of or-
der: if in doing these things he smashed his
fingers or stuck himself, the resulting pain
was outweighed, if not immediately then
after a few horrible seconds,by joy at the in-
dustrious spirit of mankind that resides even
in such trifling dexterities and their
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acquisition, although the cultivated person
today imagines himself (to his general disad-
vantage) as aboveall that. He felt with pleas-
ure the Goethean spirit resurrected in him,
and enjoyed it all the more in that thanks to
the methods of a more advanced age he also
felt superior to the great classic master s
practical dilettantism and his occasional de-
light in discreet dexterity. Lindner was in
fact free of idolatry of the old writer, who had
lived in a world that was only halfway en-
lightened and therefore overestimated the
Enlightenment, and he took Goethe as a
model more in charming small things than in
serious and great things, quite apart from the
seductive Ministers notorious sensuality.

His admiration was therefore carefully
meted out. There had nevertheless been
evident in it for some time a remarkable
peevishnessthat often stimulated Lindner to
reflection. He had always believed that his
view of what was heroic was more proper
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than GoetheÕs. Lindner did not think much
of Scaevolaswho stick their hands in the fire,
Lucretias who run themselves through, or
Judiths who chop the heads off the oppress-
ors of their honorÑthemes that Goethe
would have found meaningful anytime, al-
though he had never treated them; indeed,
Lindner was convinced, in spite of the au-
thority of the classics, that those men and
women, who had committed crimes for their
personal convictions, would nowadays be-
long not on a pedestal but rather in the
courtroom. To their inclination to inflict
severebodily injury he opposed an Òinternal-
ized and socialÓ concept of courage. In
thought and discourse he even went so far as
to place a duly pondered entry on the subject
into his classbook, or the responsible reflec-
tion on how his housekeeper was to be
blamed for precipitate eagerness,becausein
that state one should not be permitted to fol-
low oneÕs own passions only, but also had to
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take the other personÕs motives into account.
And when he said such things he had the im-
pression of looking back, in the well-fitting
plain clothes of a later century, on the bom-
bastic moral costume of an earlier one.

He was by no means oblivious to the
aura of absurdity that hovered around such
examples, but he called it the laughter of the
spiritual rabble, and he had two solid reas-
ons for this. First, not only did he maintain
that every occasion could be equally well ex-
ploited for the strengthening or weakening of
human nature, but it seemedto him that oc-
casionsof the smaller kind were better suited
for strengthening it than the large ones,
since the human inclination to arrogance
and vanity is involuntarily encouragedby the
shining exercise of virtue, while its incon-
spicuous everydayexerciseconsists simply of
pure, unsalted virtue. And second, systemat-
ic management of the peopleÕs moral good
(an expression Lindner loved, along with the
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military expression Òbreeding and discip-
line,Ó with its overtones of both peasantry
and being fresh from the factory) would also
not despise the Òsmall occasions,Ó for the
reason that the godless belief advanced by
Òliberals and FreemasonsÓthat great human
accomplishments arise so to speak out of
nothing, even if it is called Genius, was
already at that time going out of fashion. The
sharpened focus of public attention had
already caused the Òhero,Ó whom earlier
times had made into a phenomenon of ar-
rogance, to be recognized as a tireless toiler
over details who prepares himself to be a dis-
coverer through unremitting diligence in
learning, as an athlete who must handle his
body as cautiously as an opera singer his
voice, and who as political rejuvenator of the
people must always repeat the same thing at
countless meetings. And of this Goethe, who
all his life had remained a comfortable
citizen-aristocrat, had had no idea, while he,
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Lindner, saw it coming! So it was compre-
hensible, too, that Lindner thought he was
protecting GoetheÕs better part against the
ephemeral part when he preferred the con-
siderate and companionable, which Goethe
had possessedin such gratifying measure, to
the tragic Goethe; it might also be argued
that it did not happen without reflection
when, for no other reason than that he was a
pedant, he considered himself a person
threatened by dangerous passions.

Truly, it shortly afterward became one
of the most popular human possibilities to
subject oneself to a Òregimen,Ówhich may be
applied with the same successto overweight
as it is to politics and intellectual life. In a re-
gimen, patience, obedience, regularity,
equanimity, and other highly respectable
qualities become the major components of
the individual in his private, personal capa-
city, while everything that is unbridled, viol-
ent, addictive, and dangerous, which he, as a
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crazy romantic, cannot dispense with either,
has its admirable center in the Òregimen.Ó
Apparently this remarkable inclination to
submit oneself to a regimen, or lead a fa-
tiguing, unpleasant, and sorry life according
to the prescription of a doctor, athletic
coach, or some other tyrant (although one
could just aswell ignore it with the samefail-
ure rate), is a result of the movement toward
the worker-warrior-anthill state toward
which the world is moving: but here lay the
boundary that Lindner was not able to cross,
nor could he see that far, because his Go-
ethean heritage blocked it.

To be sure, his piety was not of a sort
that could not have been reconciled to this
movement; he did leave the divine to God,
and undiluted saintliness to the saints; but
he could not grasp the thought of renouncing
his personality, and there hovered before
him as an ideal for the world a community of
fully responsible moral personalities, which
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as GodÕs civil army would certainly have to
struggle against the inconstancy of baser
nature and make everyday life a shrine, but
would also decorate this shrine with the
masterpieces of art and science. Had
someone counted Lindner Õs division of the
day, it would have struck him that whatever
the version, it added up to only twenty-three
hours; sixty minutes of a full day were lack-
ing, and of thesesixty minutes, forty were in-
variably set aside for conversation and kindly
investigation into the striving and nature of
other people, as part of which he also coun-
ted visits to art exhibitions, concerts, and en-
tertainments. He hated these events. Almost
every time, their content affronted his mind;
as he saw it, it was the infamous over-
wrought nerves of the age that were letting
off steam in these overblown and aimless
constructions, with their superfluous stimu-
lants and genuine suffering, with their insati-
ability and inconstancy, their inquisitiveness
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and unavoidable moral decay. He even
smiled dis-concertedly into his scanty beard
when on such occasions he saw Òordinary
men and womenÓ idolize culture with
flushed cheeks. They did not know that the
life force is enhanced by being circum-
scribed, not by being fragmented. They all
suffered from the fear of not having time for
everything, not knowing that having time
means nothing more than not having any
time for everything. Lindner had realized
that the bad nerves did not come from work
and its pressure, which in our age are
blamed for them, but that on the contrary
they came from culture and humanitarian-
ism, from breaks in routine, the interruption
of work, the free minutes in which the indi-
vidual would like to live for himself and seek
out something he can regard as beautiful, or
fun, or important: theseare the moments out
of which the miasmas of impatience, unhap-
piness, and meaninglessnessarise. This was
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what he felt, and if he had had his wayÑthat
is, according to the visions he had at such
momentsÑhe would sweepaway all these art
workshops with an iron broom, and festivals
of labor and edification, tightly tied to daily
activity, would take the place of such so-
called spiritual events; it really would require
no more than excising from an entire age
those few minutes a day that owed their
pathological existenceto a falsely understood
liberality. But beyond making a few allu-
sions, he had never summoned up the decis-
iveness to stand up for this seriously and in
public.

Lindner suddenly looked up, for during
these dreamy thoughts he had still been rid-
ing in the trolley; he felt irritated and de-
pressed, as one does from being irresolute
and blocked, and for a moment he had the
confused impression that he had been think-
ing about Agathe the entire time. Shewas ac-
corded the additional honor that an
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annoyance that had begun innocently as
pleasure in Goethe now fused with her, al-
though no reason for this could be discerned.
From habit, Lindner now admonished him-
self. ÒDedicate part of your isolation to quiet
reflection about your fellowman, especially if
you should not be in accord with him; per-
haps you will then learn to better understand
and utilize what repels you, and will know
how to be indulgent toward his weaknesses
and encourage his virtue, which may simply
be overawed,Óhe whispered with mute lips.
This was one of the formulas he had coined
against the dubious activities of so-called
culture and in which he usually found the
composure to bear them; but this did not
happen, and this time it was apparently not
righteousness that was missing. He pulled
out his watch, which confirmed that he had
accorded Agathe more time than was allot-
ted. But he would not have been able to do so
if in his daily schedule there had not been
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those twenty leftover minutes set aside for
unavoidable slippage. He discovered that
this Loss Account, this emergency supply of
time, whose precious drops were the oil that
lubricated his daily works, even on this un-
usual day, would still hold ten spare minutes
when he walked into his house. Did this
cause his courage to grow? Another of his
bits of wisdom occurred to him, for the
second time this day: ÒThe more unshakable
your patience becomes,Ó said Lindner to
Lindner, Òthe more surely you will strike
your opponent to the heart!ÓAnd to strike to
the heart was a pleasurable sensation, which
also corresponded to the heroic in his
nature; that those so struck never strike back
was of no importance.
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41

BROTHER AND SISTER THE NEXT
MORNING

Ulrich and his sister came to speak of this
man once more when they saw each other
again the morning after AgatheÕs sudden dis-
appearancefrom their cousinÕs party. On the
previous day Ulrich had left the excited and
quarrelsome gathering soon after she had,
but had not got around to asking her why she
had up and left him; for she had locked her-
self in, and was either already sleeping or
purposely ignoring the listener with his soft
inquiry as to whether she was still awake.
Thus the day she had met the curious
stranger had closed just as capriciously as it
had begun. Nor was any information to be



had from her this morning. She herself did
not know what her real feelings were. When
she thought of her husbandÕs letter, which
had forced its way to her and which she had
not been able to bring herself to read again,
although from time to time she noticed it ly-
ing beside her, it seemed to her incredible
that not even a day had passedsince she had
received it; so often had her condition
changed in the meantime. Sometimes she
thought the letter deserved the horror tag
Òghosts from the pastÓ; still, it really
frightened her, too. And at times it aroused
in her merely a slight uneaseof the kind that
can be aroused by the unexpected sight of a
clock that has stopped; at other times, she
was plunged into futile brooding that the
world from which this letter camewas claim-
ing to be the real world for her. That which
inwardly did not so much as touch her sur-
rounded her outwardly in an invisible web
that was not yet broken. She involuntarily
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compared this with the things that had
happened between her and her brother since
the arrival of this letter. Above all they had
been conversations, and despite the fact that
one of them had even brought her to think of
suicide, its contents had been forgotten,
though they were evidently still ready to
reawaken, and not surmounted. So it really
did not matter much what the subject of a
conversation was, and pondering her heart-
stopping present life against the letter, she
had the impression of a profound, constant,
incomparable, but powerless movement.
From all this she felt this morning partly ex-
hausted and disillusioned, and partly tender
and restless, like a fever patient after his
temperature has gone down.

In this state of animated helplessness
she said suddenly: ÒTo empathize in such a
way that one truly experiences another per-
sonÕs mood must be indescribably difficult! Ó
To her surprise, Ulrich replied immediately:
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ÒThere are people who imagine they can do
it.Ó He said this ill-humoredly and offens-
ively, having only half understood her. Her
words caused something to move aside and
make room for an annoyance that had been
left behind the day before, although he ought
to find it contemptible. And so this conversa-
tion came to an end for the time being.

The morning had brought a day of rain
and confined brother and sister to their
house. The leavesof the trees in front of the
windows glistened desolately, like wet lino-
leum; the roadway behind the gaps in the fo-
liage was as shiny as a rubber boot. The eyes
could hardly get a hold on the wet view.
Agathe was sorry for her remark, and no
longer knew why shehad made it. Shesighed
and began again: ÒToday the world reminds
me of our nursery.ÓShe was alluding to the
bare upper rooms in their father s house and
the astonishing reunion they had both celeb-
rated with them. That might be farfetched;
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but she added: ÒIt Õs a personÕs first sadness,
surrounded by his toys, that always keeps
coming back!Ó After the recent stretch of
good weather, expectations had automatic-
ally been directed toward a lovely day, and
this filled the mind with frustrated desire
and impatient melancholy. Ulrich, too, now
looked out the window. Behind the gray,
streaming wall of water, will-o Õ-the-wisps of
outings never taken, open green, and an end-
less world beckoned; and perhaps, too, the
ghost of a desire to be alone once more and
free again to move in any direction, the sweet
pain of which is the story of the Passion and
also the Resurrection of love. He turned to
his sister with something of this still in the
expression on his face, and asked her almost
vehemently: ÒIÕm surely not one of those
people who can respond empathically to
others?Ó

ÒNo, you really arenÕt!Óshe responded,
and smiled at him.
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ÒBut just what such people presume,Ó
he went on, for it was only now that he un-
derstood how seriously her words had been
meant, Ònamely, that people can suffer to-
gether, is as impossible for them as it is for
anyone else. At most they have a nursing
skill in guessing what someone in need likes
to hearÑÓ

ÒIn which case they must know what
would help him, ÓAgathe objected.

ÒNot at all!ÓUlrich asserted more stub-
bornly. ÒApparently the only comfort they
give is by talking: whoever talks a lot dis-
charges another personÕs sorrow drop by
drop, the way rain discharges the electricity
in a cloud. ThatÕs die well-known alleviation
of every grief through talking! Ó

Agathe was silent.

ÒPeople like your new friend, Ó Ulrich
now said provocatively, Òperhaps work the
way many cough remedies do: they donÕt get
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rid of the sore throat but soothe its irritation,
and then it often heals by itself!Ó

In any other situation he could have ex-
pected his sisters assent, but Agathe, who
since yesterday had been in a peculiar frame
of mind becauseof her sudden weaknessfor
a man whose worth Ulrich doubted, smiled
unyieldingly and played with her fingers. Ul-
rich jumped up and said urgently: ÒBut I
know him, even if only fleetingly; IÕve heard
him speak several times!Ó

ÒYou even called him a Vacuous fool,Ó
Agathe interjected.

ÒAnd why not?Ó Ulrich defended it.
ÒPeople like him know less than anyone
about how to empathize with another per-
son! They donÕt even know what it means.
They simply donÕt feel the difficulty, the ter-
rible equivocation, of this demand! Ó

Agathe then asked: ÒWhy do you think
the demand is equivocal?Ó
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Now Ulrich was silent. He even lit a ci-
garette to underline that he was not going to
answer; they had, after all, talked about it
enough yesterday. Agathe knew this too. She
did not want to provoke any new explana-
tions. Theseexplanations were asenchanting
and as devastating as looking at the sky when
it forms gray, pink, and yellow cities of
marble cloud. She thought, ÒHow fine it
would be if he would only say: 1 want to love
you as myself, and I can love you that way
better than any other woman because you
are my sister!ÕÒ But because he was not
about to say it, she took a small pair of scis-
sors and carefully cut off a thread that was
sticking out somewhere, as if this were at
that moment the only thing in the entire
world that deservedher full attention. Ulrich
observed this with the same attention. She
was at this instant more seductively present
to all his sensesthan ever, and he guessed
something of what she was hiding, even if
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not everything. For she meanwhile had had
time to resolve: if Ulrich could forget that
she herself was laughing at the stranger who
presumed he could be of help here, he was
not going to find it out from her now.
Moreover, she had a happy presentiment
about Lindner. She did not know him. But
that he had offered his assistance selflessly
and wholeheartedly must have inspired con-
fidence in her, for a joyous melody of the
heart, a hard trumpet blast of will, confid-
ence, and pride, which were in salutary op-
position to her own state, now seemedto be
playing for her and refreshing her beyond all
the comedy of the situation. ÒNo matter how
great difficulties may be, they mean nothing
if one seriously wills oneself to deal with
them!Óshe thought, and was unexpectedly
overcome by remorse, so that she now broke
the silence in something of the way a flower
is broken off so that two headscan bend over
it, and added as a second question to her
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first: ÒDo you still remember that you always
said that love thy neighbor is as different
from an obligation as a cloudburst of bliss is
from a drop of satisfaction?Ó

She was astonished at the vehemence
with which Ulrich answered her: ÒIÕm not
unaware of the irony of my situation. Since
yesterday, and apparently always, I have
done nothing but raise an army of reasons
why this love for oneÕs neighbor is no joy but
a terribly magnificent, half-impossible task!
So nothing could be more understandable
than that youÕre seeking protection with a
person who has no idea about any of this,
and in your position I Õd do the same!Ó

ÒBut itÕs not true at all that IÕm doing
that! ÓAgathe replied curtly.

Ulrich could not keep himself from
throwing her a glance that held as much
gratitude as mistrust. ÒIt Õs hardly worth the
bother of talking about,Óhe assured her. ÒI
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really didn Õt want to either.ÓHe hesitated a
moment and then went on: ÒBut look, if you
do have to love someone else the way you
love yourself, however much you love him it
really remains a self-deceiving lie, because
you simply canÕt feel along with him how his
head or his finger hurts. It is absolutely un-
bearable that one really canÕt be part of a
person one loves, and itÕs an absolutely
simple thing. ThatÕs the way the world is or-
ganized. We wear our animal skin with the
hair inside and cannot shake it out. And this
horror within the tenderness, this nightmare
of coming to a standstill in getting close to
one another, is something that the people
who are conventionally correct, the letÕs be
preciseÕpeople, never experience. What they
call their empathy is actually a substitute for
it, which they use to make sure they didn Õt
miss anything!Ó

Agathe forgot that she had just said
something that was as close to a lie as a non-
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lie. Shesaw illuminated in Ulrich Õs words the
disillusion over the vision of sharing in each
other, before which the usual proofs of love,
goodness,and sympathy lost their meaning;
and she understood that this was the reason
he spoke of the world more often than of
himself, for if it was to be more than idle
dreaming, one must remove oneself along
with reality like a door from its hinges. At
this moment she was far away from the man
with the sparsebeard and timid severity who
wanted to do her good. But she couldnÕt say
it. She merely looked at Ulrich and then
looked away, without speaking. Then she did
something or other, then they looked at each
other again. After the shortest time the si-
lence gave the impression of having lasted
for hours.

The dream of being two people and one:
in truth the effect of this fabrication was at
many moments not unlike that of a dream
that has stepped outside the boundaries of
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night, and now it was hovering in such a
state of feeling between faith and denial, in
which reason had nothing more to say. It was
precisely the bodyÕs unalterable constitution
by which feeling was referred back to reality.
These bodies, since they loved each other,
displayed their existencebefore the inquiring
gaze,for surprises and delights that renewed
themselves like a peacockÕs tail sweeping
back and forth in currents of desire; but as
soon as oneÕs glance no longer lingered on
the hundred eyes of the spectacle that love
offers to love, but attempted to penetrate in-
to the thinking and feeling being behind it,
these bodies transformed themselves into
horrible prisons. One found oneself again
separated from the other, as so often before,
not knowing what to say, because for
everything that desire still had to say or re-
peat a far too remote, protective, covering
gesture was needed, for which there was no
solid foundation.
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And it was not long before the bodily
motions, too, involuntarily grew slower and
congealed.The rain beyond the windows was
still filling the air with its twitching curtain
of drops and the lullaby of sounds through
whose monotony the sky-high desolation
flowed downward. It seemed to Agathe that
her body had been alone for centuries, and
time flowed as if it were flowing with the wa-
ter from the sky. The light in the room now
was like that of a hollowed-out silver die.
Blue, sweetish scarves of smoke from heed-
lessly burning cigarettes coiled around the
two of them. She no longer knew whether
she was tender and sensitive to the core of
her being or impatient and out of sorts with
her brother, whose stamina she admired.
Shesought out his eyesand found them hov-
ering in this uncertain atmosphere like two
dead moons. At the same instant something
happened to her that seemed to come not
from her will but from outside: the surging
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water beyond the windows suddenly became
fleshy, like a fruit that has been sliced, and
its swelling softness pressed between herself
and Ulrich. Perhaps she was ashamed or
even hated herself a little for it, but a com-
pletely sensual wantonnessÑand not at all
only what one calls an unleashing of the
senses but also, and far more, a voluntary
and unconstrained draining of the senses
away from the worldÑbegan to gain control
over her; she was just able to anticipate it
and even hide it from Ulrich by telling him
with the speediestof all excusesthat she had
forgotten to take care of something, jumped
up, and left the room.
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42

UP JACOB ÕS LADDER INTO A
STRANGER ÕS DWELLING

Hardly had that been done when she re-
solved to look up the odd man who had
offered her his help, and immediately carried
out her resolution. She wanted to confess to
him that she no longer had any idea what to
do with herself. She had no clear picture of
him; a person one has seen through tears
that dried up in his company will not easily
appear to someone the way he actually is. So
on the way, she thought about him. She
thought she was thinking clearheadedly, but
actually it was fantasy. Shehastened through
the streets, bearing before her eyes the light
from her brothers room. It had not been a



proper kind of light at all, she considered;
she should rather say that all the objects in
the room had suddenly lost their composure,
or a kind of understanding that they must
certainly have otherwise had. But if it were
the casethat it was only she herself who had
lost her composure, or her understanding, it
would not have been limited just to her, for
there had also been awakened in the objects
a liberation that was astir with miracles.
ÒThe next moment it would have peeled us
out of our clothes like a silver knife, without
our having moved a finger!Óshe thought.

She gradually let herself be calmed by
the rain, whoseharmless gray water bounced
off her hat and down her coat, and her
thoughts became more measured. This was
perhaps helped, too, by the simple clothes
she had hastily thrown on, for they directed
her memory back to schoolgirl walks without
an umbrella, and to guiltless states. As she
walked she even thought unexpectedly of an
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innocent summer she had spent with a girl-
friend and the friend Õs parents on a small is-
land in the north: there, between the harsh
splendors of seaand sky, she had discovered
a seabirdsÕnesting place, a hollow filled with
white, soft bird feathers. And now she knew:
the man to whom she was being drawn re-
minded her of this nesting place. The idea
cheered her. At that time, to be sure, in view
of the strict sincerity that is part of youthÕs
need for experience, she would have hardly
let it pass that at the thought of the softness
and whiteness she would be abandoning her-
self to an unearthly shudder, as illogically,
indeed as youthfully and immaturely, as she
was now allowing to happen with such as-
siduity. This shudder was for Professor Lind-
ner; but the unearthly was also for him.

The intimation, amounting to certainty,
that everything that happened to her was
connected as in a fairy tale with something
hidden was familiar to her from all the
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agitated periods of her life; she sensedit as a
nearness,felt it behind her, and was inclined
to wait for the hour of the miracle, when she
would have nothing to do but close her eyes
and lean back. But Ulrich did not see any
help in unearthly dreaminess, and his atten-
tion seemedclaimed mostly by transforming,
with infinite slowness, unearthly content in-
to an earthly one. In this Agathe recognized
the reason why she had now left him for the
third time within twenty-four hours, fleeing
in the confused expectation of something
that she had to take into her keeping and al-
low to rest from the afflictions, or perhaps
just from the impatience, of her passions.
But then as soon as she calmed down she
was herself again, standing by his side and
seeing in what he was teaching her all the
possibilities for healing; and even now this
lasted for a while. But as the memory of what
had ÒalmostÓhappened at homeÑand yet not
happened!Ñreasserted itself more vividly,
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she was again profoundly at a loss. First she
wanted to convince herself that the infinite
realm of the unimaginable would have come
to their aid if they had stuck it out for anoth-
er instant; then she reproached herself that
she had not waited to seewhat Ulrich would
do; finally, however, she dreamed that the
truest thing would have been simply to yield
to love and make room for a place for over-
taxed nature to rest on the dizzying JacobÕs
ladder they were climbing. But hardly had
shemade this concessionthan she thought of
herself as one of those incompetent fairytale
creatures who cannot restrain themselves,
and in their womanly weaknessprematurely
break silence or some other oath, causing
everything to collapse amid thunderclaps.

If her expectation now directed itself
again toward the man who was to help her
find counsel, he not only enjoyed the great
advantage bestowed on order, certainty,
kindly strictness, and composed behavior by

72/1856



an undisciplined and desperatemode of con-
duct, but this stranger also had the particular
quality of speaking about God with certainty
and without feeling, as if he visited GodÕs
house daily and could announce that
everything there that was mere passion and
imagining was despised. So what might be
awaiting her at Lindner Õs? While she was
asking herself this she set her feet more
firmly on the ground as she walked, and
breathed in the coldness of the rain so that
she would become quite clearheaded; and
then it started to seemhighly probable to her
that Ulrich, even though he judged Lindner
one-sidedly, still judged him more correctly
than she did, for before her conversations
with Ulrich, when her impression of Lindner
was still vivid, she herself had thought quite
scornfully of this good man. Shewas amazed
at her feet, which were taking her to him
anyway, and she even took a bus going in the
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same direction so she would get there
sooner.

Shaken about among people who were
like rough, wet pieces of laundry, she found
it hard to hold on to her inner fantasy com-
pletely, but with an exasperated expression
on her face she persevered, and protected it
from being torn to shreds. She wanted to
bring it whole to Lindner. She even dis-
paraged it. Her whole relation to God, if that
name was to be applied to such adventurous-
ness at all, was limited to a twilight that
opened up before her every time life became
too oppressive and repulsive or, which was
new, too beautiful. Then sheran into it, seek-
ing. That was all she could honestly say
about it. And it had never led to anything, as
she told herself with a sigh. But she noticed
that she was now really curious about how
her unknown man would extricate himself
from this affair that was being confided to
him, so to speak,as GodÕs representative; for
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such a purpose, after all, some omniscience
must have rubbed off on him from the great
Inaccessible One, because she had mean-
while firmly resolved, squeezedbetween all
kinds of people, on no account to deliver a
complete confession to him right away. But
as she got out she discovered in herself, re-
markably enough, the deeply concealedcon-
viction that this time it would be different
from before, and that she had also made up
her mind to bring this whole incomprehens-
ible fantasy out of the twilight and into the
light on her own. Perhaps she would have
quickly extinguished this overblown expres-
sion again if it had entered her consciousness
at all; but all that was present there was not a
word, but merely a surprised feeling that
whirled her blood around as if it were fire.

The man toward whom such passionate
emotions and fantasies were en route was
meanwhile sitting in the company of his son,
Peter, at lunch, which he still ate, following a
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good rule of former times, at the actual hour
of noon. There was no luxury in his sur-
roundings, or, as it would be better to say in
the German tongue, no excess[Oberfluss, literally,

ÒoverflowÓ]; for the German word reveals the
sensethat the alien word obscures.ÒLuxury Ó
also has the meaning of the superfluous and
dispensable that idle wealth might accumu-
late; Òexcess,Óon the other hand, is not so
much superfluousÑto which extent it is syn-
onymous with luxuryÑas it is overflowing,
thus signifying a padding of existence that
gently swells beyond its frame, or that sur-
plus easeand magnanimity of European life
which is lacking only for the extremely poor.
Lindner discriminated between these two
senses of luxury, and just as luxury in the
first sensewas absent from his home, it was
present in the second. One already had this
peculiar impression, although it could not be
said where it came from, when the entry
door opened and revealed the moderately
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large foyer. If one then looked around, none
of the arrangements created to serve man-
kind through useful invention was lacking:
an umbrella stand, soldered from sheet met-
al and painted with enamel, took care of um-
brellas. A runner with a coarse weave re-
moved from shoes the dirt that the mud
brush might not have caught. Two clothes
brushes hung in a pouch on the wall, and the
stand for hanging up outer garments was not
missing either. A bulb illuminated the space;
even a mirror was present, and all these
utensils were lovingly maintained and
promptly replaced when they were damaged.
But the lamp had the lowest wattage by
which one could just barely make things out;
the clothes stand had only three hooks; the
mirror encompassed only four fifths of an
adult face; and the thickness as well as the
quality of the carpet was just great enough
that one could feel the floor through it
without sinking into softness: even if it was
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futile to describe the spirit of the place
through such details, one only needed to
enter to feel overcome by a peculiar general
atmosphere that was not strict and not lax,
not prosperous and not poor, not spiced and
not bland, but just something like a positive
produced by two negatives,which might best
be expressedin the term Òabsenceof prodig-
ality.Ó This by no means excluded, upon
oneÕs entering the inner rooms, a feeling for
beauty, or indeed of coziness, which was
everywhere in evidence. Choice prints hung
framed on the walls; the window beside
Lindners desk was adorned with a colorful
showpiece of glass representing a knight
who, with a prim gesture, was liberating a
maiden from a dragon; and in the choice of
several painted vases that held lovely paper
flowers, in the provision of an ashtray by the
nonsmoker, as well as in the many trifling
details through which, as it were, a ray of
sunshine falls into the serious circle of duty
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represented by the preservation and care of a
household, Lindner had gladly allowed a lib-
eral taste to prevail. Still, the twelve-edged
severity of the roomÕs shape emerged every-
where as a reminder of the hardness of life,
which one should not forget even in amenity;
and wherever something stemming from
earlier times that was undisciplined in a fem-
inine way managed to break through this
unityÑa little cross-stitch table scarf, a pil-
low with roses, or the petticoat of a lamp-
shadeÑthe unity was strong enough to pre-
vent the voluptuous element from being ex-
cessively obtrusive. Nevertheless, on this
day, and not for the first time since the day
before, Lindner appeared at mealtime nearly
a quarter of an hour late. The table was set;
the plates, three high at eachplace, looked at
him with the frank glance of reproach; the
little glass knife rests, from which knife,
spoon, and fork stared like barrels from gun
carriages, and the rolled-up napkins in their
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rings, were deployed like an army left in the
lurch by its general. Lindner had hastily
stuffed the mail, which he usually opened be-
fore the meal, in his pocket, and with a bad
conscience hastened into the dining room,
not knowing in his confusion what he was
meeting with thereÑit might well have been
something like mistrust, since at the same
moment, from the other side, and just as
hastily as he, his son, Peter, entered as if he
had only been waiting for his father to come
in.
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43

THE DO-GOODER AND THE DO-NO-
GOODER; BUT AGATHE TOO

Peter was a quite presentable fellow of about
seventeen, in whom Lindners precipitous
height had been infused and curtailed by a
broadened body; he came up only as far as
his fatherÕs shoulders, but his head, which
was like a large, squarish-round bowling
ball, sat on a neck of taut flesh whose cir-
cumference would have served for one of
PapaÕs thighs. Peter had tarried on the soccer
field instead of in school and had on the way
home unfortunately got into conversation
with a girl, from whom his manly beauty had
wrung a half-promise to seehim again: thus
late, he had secretly slunk into the house and



to the door of the dining room, uncertain to
the last minute how he was going to excuse
himself; but to his surprise he had heard no
one in the room, had rushed in, and, just on
the point of assuming the bored expression
of long waiting, was extremely embarrassed
when he collided with his father. His red face
flushed with still redder spots, and he imme-
diately let loose an enormous flood of words,
casting sidelong glances at his father when
he thought he wasnÕt noticing, while looking
him fearlessly in the eye when he felt his
fatherÕs eyeson him. This was calculated be-
havior, and often called upon: its purpose
was to fulfill the mission of arousing the im-
pression of a young man who was vacant and
slack to the point of idiocy and who would be
capableof anything with the one exception of
hiding something. But if that wasnÕt enough,
Peter did not recoil from letting slip, appar-
ently inadvertently, words disrespectful of
his father or otherwise displeasing to him,
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which then had the effect of lightning rods
attracting electricity and diverting it from
dangerous paths. For Peter feared his father
the way hell fears heaven, with the awe of
stewing flesh upon which the spirit gazes
down. He loved soccer, but even there he
preferred to watch it with an expert expres-
sion and make portentous comments than to
strain himself by playing. He wanted to be-
come a pilot and achieve heroic feats
someday; he did not, however, imagine this
as a goal to be worked toward but as a per-
sonal disposition, like creatures whose nat-
ural attribute it is that they will one day be
able to fly. Nor did it influence him that his
lack of inclination for work was in contradic-
tion to the teachings of school: this son of a
well-known pedagogue was not in the least
interested in being respectedby his teachers;
it was enough for him to be physically the
strongest in his class,and if one of his fellow
pupils seemed to him too clever, he was
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ready to restore the balance of the relation-
ship by a punch in the nose or stomach. As
we know, one can lead a respected existence
this way; but his behavior had the one disad-
vantage that he could not use it at home
against his father; indeed, that his father
should find out as little about it as possible.
For faced with this spiritual authority that
had brought him up and held him in gentle
embrace, PeterÕs vehemence collapsed into
wailing attempts at rebellion, which Lindner
senior called the pitiable cries of the desires.
Intimately exposed since childhood to the
best principles, Peter had a hard time deny-
ing their truth to himself and was able to sat-
isfy his honor and valor only with the cun-
ning of an Indian in avoiding open verbal
warfare. He too, of course, used lots of words
in order to adapt to his opponent, but he
never descended to the need to speak the
truth, which in his view was unmanly and
garrulous.
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So this time, too, his assurances and
grimaces bubbled forth at once, but they met
with no reaction from his master. Professor
Lindner had hastily made the sign of the
cross over the soup and begun to eat, silent
and rushed. At times, his eye rested briefly
and distractedly on the part in his sonÕs hair.
On this day the part had been drawn through
the thick, reddish-brown hair with comb,
water, and a good deal of pomade, like a
narrow-gauge railroad track through a re-
luctantly yielding forest thicket. Whenever
Peter felt his fatherÕs glance resting on it he
lowered his head so as to cover with his chin
the red, screamingly beautiful tie with which
his tutor was not yet acquainted. For an in-
stant later the eye could gently widen upon
making such a discovery and the mouth fol-
low it, and words would emerge about Òsub-
jection to the slogans of clowns and fopsÓor
Òsocial toadiness and servile vanity,Ówhich
offended Peter. But this time nothing
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happened, and it was only a while later,
when the plates were being changed, that
Lindner said kindly and vaguelyÑit was not
even at all certain whether he was referring
to the tie or whether his admonition was
brought about by some unconsciously per-
ceived sightÑ ÓPeople who still have to
struggle a lot with their vanity should avoid
anything striking in their outward
appearance.Ó

Peter took advantage of his fatherÕs un-
expected absentmindedness of character to
produce a story about a poor grade he was
chivalrously supposed to have received be-
cause,tested after a fellow pupil, he had de-
liberately made himself look unprepared in
order not to outshine his comrade by demon-
strating the incredible demands that were
simply beyond the grasp of weaker pupils.

Professor Lindner merely shook his
head at this.
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But when the middle course had been
taken away and dessert cameon the table, he
began cautiously and ruminatively: ÒLook,
itÕs precisely in those years when the appet-
ites are greatest that one can win the most
momentous victories over oneself, not for in-
stance by starving oneself in an unhealthy
way but through occasionally renouncing a
favorite dish after one has eaten enough.Ó

Peter was silent and showed no under-
standing of this, but his head was again
vividly suffused with red up to his ears.

ÒIt would be wrong,Óhis father contin-
ued, troubled, Òif I wanted to punish you for
this poor grade, becauseaside from the fact
that you are lying childishly, you demon-
strate such a lack of the concept of moral
honor that one must first make the soil
tillable in order for the punishment to have
an effect on it. So IÕm not asking anything of
you except that you understand this yourself,
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and IÕm sure that then youÕll punish
yourself!Ó

This was the moment for Peter to point
animatedly to his weak health and also to the
overwork that could have caused his recent
failures in school and that rendered it im-
possible for him to steel his character by re-
nouncing dessert.

ÒThe French philosopher Comte,ÓPro-
fessor Lindner replied calmly, Òwas accus-
tomed after dining, without particular in-
ducement, to chew on a crust of dry bread in-
stead of dessert, just to remember those who
do not have even dry bread. It is an admir-
able trait, which reminds us that every exer-
cise of abstemiousness and plainness has
profound social significance!Ó

Peter had long had a most unfavorable
impression of philosophy, but now his father
added literature to his bad associations by
continuing: ÒThe writer Tolstoy, too, says
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that abstemiousness is the first step toward
freedom. Man has many slavish desires, and
in order for the struggle against all of them
to be successful, one must begin with the
most elemental: the craving for food, idle-
ness,and sensualdesires.ÓProfessor Lindner
was accustomed to pronounce any of these
three terms, which occurred often in his ad-
monitions, as impersonally as the others;
and long before Peter had been able to con-
nect anything specific with the expression
Òsensual desiresÓhe had already been intro-
duced to the struggle against them, alongside
the struggles against idleness and the craving
for food, without thinking about them any
more than his father, who had no need to
think further about them becausehe was cer-
tain that basic instruction in these struggles
begins with self-determination. In this fash-
ion it came about that on a day when Peter
did not yet know sensual longing in its most
desired form but was already slinking about
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its skirts, he was surprised for the first time
by a sudden feeling of angry revulsion
against the loveless connection between it
and idleness and the craving for food that his
father was accustomed to make; he was not
allowed to come straight out with this but
had to lie, and cried: ÒIÕm a plain and simple
person and canÕt compare myself with
writers and philosophers!ÓÑwhereby, in
spite of his agitation, he did not choose his
words without reflection.

His tutor did not respond.

ÒIÕm hungry! Ó Peter added, still more
passionately.

Lindner put on a pained and scornful
smile.

ÒIll die if I donÕt get enough to eat!Ó
Peter was almost blubbering.

ÒThe first response of the individual to
all interventions and attacks from without
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occurs through the instrument of the voice!Ó
his father instructed him.

And the Òpitiable cries of the desires,Ó
as Lindner called them, died away. On this
particularly manly day Peter did not want to
cry, but the necessityof developing the spirit
for voluble verbal defensewas a terrible bur-
den to him. He could not think of anything
more at all to say, and at this moment he
even hated the lie becauseone had to speak
in order to use it. Eagernessfor murder al-
ternated in his eyeswith howls of complaint.
When it had got to this point, Professor
Lindner said to him kindly: ÒYou must im-
poseon yourself serious exercisesin being si-
lent, so that it is not the carelessand ignor-
ant person in you who speaksbut the reflect-
ive and well-brought-up one, who utters
words that bring joy and firmness!Ó And
then, with a friendly expression, he lapsed
into reflection. ÒI have no better advice, if
one wants to make others goodÓÑhe finally
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revealed to his son the conclusion he had
come toÑ Óthan to be good oneself; Matthias
Claudius says too: ÔI canÕt think of any other
way except by being oneself the way one
wants children to beÕ!ÓAnd with these words
Professor Lindner amiably but decisively
pushed away the dessert, although it was his
favoriteÑrice pudding with sugar and
chocolateÑwithout touching it, through such
loving inexorability forcing his son, who was
gnashing his teeth, to do the same.

At this moment the housekeeper came
in to report that Agathe was there. August
Lindner straightened up in confusion. ÒSo
she did come!Óa horribly distinct mute voice
said to him. He was prepared to feel indig-
nant, but he was also ready to feel a fraternal
gentlenessthat combined in sympathetic un-
derstanding with a delicate sense of moral
action, and these two countercurrents, with
an enormous train of principles, staged a
wild chasethrough his entire body before he
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was able to utter the simple command to
show the lady into the living room. ÒYou wait
for me here!Óhe said to Peter severely, and
hastily left. But Peter had noticed something
unusual about his fatherÕs behavior, he just
didn Õt know what; in any event, it gave him
so much rash courage that after the latters
departure, and a brief hesitation, he scooped
into his mouth a spoonful of the chocolate
that was standing ready to be sprinkled, then
a spoonful of sugar, and finally a big spoon-
ful of pudding, chocolate, and sugar, a pro-
cedure he repeated several times before
smoothing out all the dishes to cover his
tracks. And Agathe sat for a while alone in
the strange house and waited for Professor
Lindner; for he was pacing back and forth in
another room, collecting his thoughts before
going to encounter the lovely and perilous fe-
male. She looked around and suddenly felt
anxious, as if she had lost her way climbing
among the branches of a dream tree and had
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to fear not being able to escapein one piece
from its world of contorted wood and myriad
leaves. A profusion of details confused her,
and in the paltry taste they evinced there was
a repellent acerbity intertwined in the most
remarkable way with an opposite quality, for
which, in her agitation, she could not imme-
diately find words. The repulsion was per-
haps reminiscent of the frozen stiffness of
chalk drawings, but the room also looked as
if it might smell in a grandmotherly, cloying
way of medicines and ointments; and old-
fashioned and unmanly ghosts, fixated with
unpleasant maliciousness upon human suf-
fering, were hovering within its walls. Agathe
sniffed. And although the air held nothing
more than her imaginings, she gradually
found herself being led further and further
backward by her feelings, until she re-
membered the rather anxious Òsmell of heav-
en,Ó that aroma of incense half aired and
emptied of its spices which clung to the
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scarves of the habits her teachers had once
worn when she was a girl being brought up
together with little friends in a pious convent
school without at all succumbing to piety
herself. For as edifying as this odor may be
for people who associateit with what is right,
its effect on the hearts of growing, worldly-
oriented, and resistant girls consisted in a
vivid memory of smells of protest, just as
ideas and first experiences were associated
with a manÕs mustache or with his energetic
cheeks, pungent with cologne and dusted
with talc. God knows, even that odor does
not deliver what it promises! And as Agathe
sat on one of Lindners renunciative up-
holstered chairs and waited, the empty smell
of the world closed inescapably about her
with the empty smell of heaven like two hol-
low hemispheres, and an intimation came
over her that she was about to make up for a
negligently endured class in the school of
life.
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She knew now where she was. Afraid
yet ready, she tried to adapt to these sur-
roundings and think of the teachings from
which she had perhaps let herself be diverted
too soon. But her heart reared up at this do-
cility like a horse that refuses to respond to
encouragement, and began to run wild with
terror, as happens in the presenceof feelings
that would like to warn the understanding
but canÕt find any words. Nevertheless, after
a while she tried again, and in support
thought of her father, who had been a liberal
man and had always exhibited a somewhat
superficial Enlightenment style and yet, in
total contradiction, had made up his mind to
send her to a convent school for her educa-
tion. Shewas inclined to regard this asa kind
of conciliatory sacrifice, an attempt, pro-
pelled by a secret insecurity, to do for once
the opposite of what one thinks is oneÕs firm
conviction: and because she felt a kinship
with any kind of inconsistency, the situation
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into which she had got herself seemedto her
for an instant like a daughters secret, uncon-
scious act of repetition. But even this second,
voluntarily encouraged shudder of piety did
not last; apparently she had definitively lost
her ability to anchor her animated imagin-
ings in a creed when shehad been placed un-
der that all-too-clerical care: for all she had
to do was inspect her present surroundings
again, and with that cruel instinct youth has
for the distance separating the infinitude of a
teaching from the finiteness of the teacher,
which indeed easily leads one to deduce the
master from the servant, the sight of the
home surrounding her, in which she had im-
prisoned herself and settl ed full of expecta-
tion, suddenly and irresistibly impelled her
to laughter.

Yet sheunconsciously dug her nails into
the wood of the chair, for she was ashamed
of her lack of resolution. What she most
wanted to do was suddenly and as quickly as
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possible fling into the face of this unknown
man everything that was oppressing her, if
he would only finally deign to show himself:
The criminal trafficking with her fatherÕs
willÑabsolutely unpardonable, if one re-
garded it undefiantly. HagauerÕs letters, dis-
torting her image as horribly as a bad mirror
without her being quite able to deny the like-
ness. Then, too, that she wanted to destroy
this husband without actually killing him;
that she had indeed once married him, but
not really, only blinded by self-contempt.
There were in her life nothing but unusual
incompletions; and finally, bringing
everything together, she would also have to
talk about the presentiment that hovered
between herself and Ulrich, and this she
could never betray, under any circum-
stances!She felt as churlish as a child who is
constantly expected to perform a task that is
too difficult. Why was the light she some-
times glimpsed always immediately
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extinguished again, like a lantern bobbing
through a vast darkness, its gleam altern-
ately swallowed up and exposed? She was
robbed of all resolution, and superfluously
remembered that Ulrich had once said that
whoever seeksthis light has to crossan abyss
that has no bottom and no bridge. Did he
himself, therefore, in his inmost soul, not be-
lieve in the possibility of what it was they
were seeking together? This was what she
was thinking, and although she did not really
dare to doubt, she still felt herself deeply
shaken. So no one could help her except the
abyss itself! This abyss was God: oh, what
did she know! With aversion and contempt
she examined the tiny bridge that was sup-
posed to lead across, the humility of the
room, the pictures hung piously on the walls,
everything feigning a confidential relation-
ship with Him. Shewas just as close to abas-
ing herself asshewas to turning away in hor-
ror. What she would probably most have
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liked to do was run away once more; but
when she remembered that she always ran
away she thought of Ulrich again and seemed
to herself Òa terrible coward.ÓThe silence at
home had been like the calm before a storm,
and the pressure of what was approaching
had catapulted her here. This was the way
she saw it now, not without quite suppress-
ing a smile; and it was also natural that
something else Ulrich had said should occur
to her, for he had said at some time or other:
ÒA person never finds himself a total coward,
becauseif something frightens him he runs
just far enough away to consider himself a
hero again!ÓAnd so here she sat!
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44

A MIGHTY DISCUSSION

At this moment Lindner entered, having
made up his mind to sayasmuch ashis visit-
or would; but once they found themselves
face-to-face, things turned out differently.
Agathe immediately went on the verbal at-
tack, which to her surprise turned out to be
far more ordinary than what led up to it
would have indicated.

ÒYou will of course recall that I asked
you to explain some things to me,Ó she
began. ÒNow IÕm here. I still remember quite
well what you said against my getting a di-
vorce. Perhaps IÕve understood it even better
since!Ó



They were sitting at a large round table,
separated from eachother by the entire span
of its diameter. In relation to her final mo-
ments alone Agathe first felt herself, at the
very beginning of this encounter, deep under
water, but then on solid ground; she laid out
the word ÒdivorceÓlike a bait, although her
curiosity to learn Lindners opinion was
genuine too.

And Lindner actually answered at al-
most the same instant: ÒI know quite well
why you are asking me for this explanation.
People will have been murmuring to you
your whole life long that a belief in the
supra-human, and obeying commandments
that have their origin in this belief, belong to
the Middle Ages! You have discovered that
such fairy tales have been disposed of by sci-
ence! But are you certain thatÕs really the
way it is?Ó

Agathe noticed to her astonishment
that at every third word or so, his lips puffed
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out like two assailants beneath his scanty
beard. She gave no answer.

ÒHave you thought about it?ÓLindner
continued severely. ÒDo you know the vast
number of problems it involves? It Õs clear
you donÕt! But you have a magnificent way of
dismissing this with a wave of your hand,
and you apparently donÕt even realize that
youÕre simply acting under the influence of
an external compulsion!Ó

He had plunged into danger. It was not
clear what murmurers he had in mind. He
felt himself carried away. His speech was a
long tunnel he had bored right through a
mountain in order to fall upon an idea, Òlies
of freethinking men,Ó which was sparkling
on the other side in a cocksure light. He was
not thinking of either Ulrich or Hagauer but
meant both of them, meant everyone. ÒAnd
even if you had thought about itÓÑhe ex-
claimed in an assertively rising voiceÑ Òand
were to be convinced of these mistaken
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doctrines that the body is nothing but a sys-
tem of dead corpuscles, and the soul an in-
terplay of glands, and society a ragbag of
mechano-economic laws; and even if that
were correctÑwhich it is far from beingÑI
would still deny that such a way of thinking
knows anything about the truth of life! For
what calls itself science doesnÕt have the
slightest qualification to explicate by extern-
als what lives within a human being as spir-
itual inner certainty. LifeÕs truth is a know-
ledge with no beginning, and the facts of true
life are not communicated by rational proof:
whoever lives and suffers has them within
himself as the secret power of higher claims
and as the living explanation of his self!Ó

Lindner had stood up. His eyes
sparkled like two preachers in the high pulpit
formed by his long legs. He looked down on
Agathe omnipotently.

ÒWhy is he talking so much right
away?Óshe thought. ÒAnd what does he have
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against Ulrich? He hardly knows him, and
yet he speaksagainst him openly.ÓThen her
feminine experience in the arousal of feel-
ings told her more quickly and certainly than
reflection would have done that Lindner was
speaking this way only because,in some ri-
diculous fashion, he was jealous. She looked
up at him with an enchanting smile.

He stood before her tall, waveringly
supple, and armed, and seemedto her like a
bellicose giant grasshopper from some past
geologic age. ÒGood heavens!Óshe thought.
ÒNow IÕm going to say something that will
annoy him all over again, and heÕll chase
after me again with his Where am I? What
game am I playing?Ó It confused her that
Lindner irritated her to the point of laughter
and yet that she was not able to shrug off
some of his individual expressions, like
Òknowledge with no beginningÓor Òliving ex-
planation Ó; such strange terms at present,
but secretly famili ar to her, as if she had
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always used them herself without being able
to remember ever having heard them before.
She thought: ÒIt Õs gruesome, but heÕs already
planted some of his words in my heart like
children! Ó

Lindner was aware of having made an
impression on her, and this satisfaction con-
ciliated him somewhat. He saw before him a
young woman in whom agitation seemed to
alternate precariously with feigned indiffer-
ence, even boldness; since he took himself
for a scrupulous expert on the female soul,
he did not allow himself to be put off by this,
knowing as he did that in beautiful women
there was an inordinately great temptation to
be arrogant and vain. He could hardly ever
observe a beautiful face without an admix-
ture of pity. People so marked were, he was
convinced, almost always martyrs to their
shining outward aspect,which seducedthem
to self-conceit and its dragging train of
cold-heartedness and superficiality. Still, it
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can also happen that a soul dwells behind a
beautiful countenance,and how often has in-
security not taken refuge behind arrogance,
or despair beneath frivolity! Often, indeed,
this is true of particularly noble people, who
are merely lacking the support of proper and
unshakable convictions. And now Lindner
was gradually and completely overcome once
more with how the successful person has to
put himself in the frame of mind of the
slighted one; and as he did this he became
aware that the form of AgatheÕs face and
body possessedthat delightful reposeunique
to the great and noble; evenher knee seemed
to him, in the folds of its covering envelope,
like the knee of Niobe. He was astonished
that this specific image should force itself on
him, since so far as he knew there was noth-
ing in the least appropriate about it; but ap-
parently the nobility of his moral pain had
unilaterally come together in this image with
the suspiciousness many children have, for
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he felt no less attracted than alarmed. He
now noticed her breast too, which was
breathing in small, rapid waves. He felt hot
and bothered, and if his knowledge of the
world had not come to his aid again he would
evenhave felt at a loss; but at this moment of
greatest captiousness it whispered to him
that this bosom must enclosesomething un-
spoken, and that according to all he knew,
this secret might well be connected with the
divorce from his colleagueHagauer; and this
savedhim from embarrassing foolishness by
instantaneously offering the possibility of de-
siring the revelation of this secret instead of
the bosom. He desired this with all his
might, while the union of sin with the chival-
ric slaying of the dragon of sin hovered be-
fore his eyesin glowing colors, much as they
glowed in the stained glass in his study.

Agathe interrupted this rumination
with a question she addressed to him in a
temperate, even restrained tone, after she
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had regained her composure. ÒYou claimed
that I was acting on insinuations, on external
compulsion; what did you mean by that?Ó

Disconcerted, Lindner raised the glance
that had been resting on her heart to her
eyes. This had never happened to him be-
fore: he could no longer remember the last
thing he had said. He had seenin this young
woman a victim of the free-minded spirit
that was confusing the age,and in his victori-
ous joy had forgotten it.

Agathe repeated her question slightly
differently: ÒI confided to you that I want a
divorce from Professor Hagauer, and you
replied that I was acting under insinuating
influences. It might be useful to me to find
out what you understand by them. I repeat,
none of the customary reasons is entirely
apt; even my aversion has not been insur-
mountable, as the standards of the world go.
I am merely convinced that they may not be
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surmounted but are to be immeasurably
enlarged!Ó

ÒBy whom?Ó

ÒThatÕs just the problem youÕre sup-
posed to help me solve.ÓShe again looked at
him with a gentle smile that was a kind of
horribly deep dŽcolletŽand that exposedher
inner bosom as if it were covered by a mere
wisp of black lace.

Lindner involuntarily protected his eyes
from the sight with a motion of his hand
feigning some adjustment to his glasses.The
truth was that courageplayed the sametimid
role in his view of the world as it did in the
feelings he harbored toward Agathe. He was
one of those people who have recognized
that it greatly facilitates the victory of humil-
ity if one first flattens arrogance with a blow
of oneÕs fist, and his learned nature bade him
fear no arrogance so bitterly as that of open-
minded science,which reproaches faith with
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being unscientific. Had someone told him
that the saints, with their empty and be-
seeching raised hands, were outmoded and
in todays world would have to be portrayed
grasping sabers, pistols, or even newer in-
struments in their fists, he would no doubt
have been appalled; but he did not want to
see the arms of knowledge withheld from
faith. This was almost entirely an error, but
he was not alone in committing it; and that
was why he had assailed Agathe with words
that would have merited an honorable place
in his writingsÑand presumably didÑ but
were out of place directed to the woman who
was confiding in him. Since he now saw sit-
ting modestly and reflectively before him the
emissary of quarters of the world hostile to
him, delivered into his hands by a benevol-
ent or demonic fate, he felt this himself and
was embarrassed how to respond. ÒAh!Óhe
said, as generally and disparagingly as pos-
sible, and accidentally hitting not far from
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the mark: ÒI meant the spirit that runs
everything today and makes young people
afraid they might look stupid, even un-
scientific, if they donÕt go along with every
modem superstition. How should I know
what slogans are in their minds: ÔLive life to
the full! ÕÔSay yes to life! ÕÔCultivate your per-
sonality! ÕÔFreedom of thought and art! ÕIn
any case,everything but the commandments
of simple and eternal morality. Ó

The happy intensification Òstupid, even
unscientific Ógladdened him with its subtlety
and reinvigorated his combative spirit. ÒYou
will be surprised,Ó he continued, Òthat in
conversing with you I am placing such em-
phasis on science,without knowing whether
you have occupied yourself with it a little or a
lotÑ Ó

ÒNot at all!Ó Agathe interrupted him.
ÒIÕm just an ignorant woman.ÓShe emphas-
ized it and seemedto be pleasedwith it, per-
haps with a kind of non-sanctimoniousness.
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ÒBut itÕs the world you move in! ÓLind-
ner corrected her emphatically. ÒAnd wheth-
er itÕs freedom in values or freedom in sci-
ence,they both expressthe samething: spirit
that has been detached from morality.Ó

Agathe again felt these words as sober
shadows that were, however, cast by
something still darker in their vicinity. She
was not minded to conceal her disappoint-
ment, but revealed it with a laugh: ÒLast
time, you advised me not to think about my-
self, and now youÕre the one who is talking
about me incessantl y,Óshemockingly offered
for the man standing before her to think
about.

He repeated: ÒYouÕre afraid of seeming
old-fashioned to yourself! Ó

Something in AgatheÕs eyes twitched
angrily. ÒYou leave me speechless:this cer-
tainly doesnÕt apply to me!Ó

113/1856



ÒAnd I say to you: ÔYou have been
bought dear; do not become the servants of
man!ÕÒThe way he said this, which was in
total contrast to his entire physical appear-
ance, like a too-heavy blossom on a weak
stem, made Agathe brighten. She asked ur-
gently and almost coarsely: ÒSo what should
I do? I was hoping you would give me a def-
inite answer!Ó

Lindner swallowed and turned gloomy
with earnestness.ÒDo what is your duty! Ó

ÒI donÕt know what my duty is! Ó

ÒThen you must seek duties out!Ó

ÒI donÕt know what duties are!Ó

Lindner smiled grimly. ÒThere we have
it! ThatÕs the liberation of the personality! Ó
he exclaimed. ÒVain reflection! You can seeit
in yourself: when a person is free he is un-
happy! When a person is free heÕs a
phantom! Ó he added, raising his voice
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somewhat more, out of embarrassment. But
then he lowered it again, and concluded with
conviction: ÒDuty is what mankind in proper
self-awareness has erected against its own
weakness. Duty is one and the same truth
that all great personalities have acknow-
ledged or pointed to. Duty is the work of the
experience of centuries and the result of the
visionary glance of the blessed. But what
even the simplest person knows with preci-
sion in his inmost being, if only he lives an
upright life, is duty too! Ó

ÒThat was a hymn with quivering
candles!ÓAgathe noted appreciatively.

It was disagreeable that Lindner, too,
felt that he had sung falsely. He ought to
have said something else but didn Õt trust
himself to recognize in what the deviation
from the genuine voice of his heart con-
sisted. He merely allowed himself the
thought that this young creature must be
deeply disappointed by her husband, since
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she was raging so impuden tl y and bitterly
against herself, and that in spite of all the
censure she provoked, she would have been
worthy of a stronger man; but he had the im-
pression that a far more dangerous idea was
on the point of succeeding this one. Agathe,
meanwhile, slowly and very decisively shook
her head; and with the spontaneous assur-
ancewith which an excited person is seduced
by another into doing something that unbal-
ances an already precarious situation com-
pletely, she continued: ÒBut weÕre talking
about my divorce! And why arenÕt you saying
anything more about God today? Why donÕt
you simply say to me: ÔGod orders you to stay
with Professor Hagauer!ÕI canÕt honestly
imagine that He would command such a
thing! Ó

Lindner shrugged his tall shoulders in-
dignantly; indeed, as they rose he himself ac-
tually seemed to hover in the air. ÒI have
never said a word to you about it; youÕre the

116/1856



only one who has tried to!Ó He defended
himself gruffly. ÒAnd for the rest, donÕt be-
lieve for a minute that God bothers Himself
with the tiny egoistic antics of our emotions!
ThatÕs what His law is for, which we must
follow! Or doesnÕt that seem heroic enough
for you, since people today are always look-
ing for whatÕs personalÕ? Well, in that case
IÕll set a higher heroism against your claims:
heroic submission!Ó

Every word of this carried significantly
more weight than a layperson really ought to
permit himself, were it only in his thoughts;
Agathe, in return, could only go on smiling in
the face of such coarsederision if she did not
want to be forced to stand up and break off
the visit; and shesmiled, of course,with such
assured adroitness that Lindner felt himself
goaded into ever-greater confusion. He be-
came aware that his inspirations were omin-
ously rising and increasingly reinforcing a
glowing intoxication that was robbing him of
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reflection and resounded with the will to
break the obstinate mind and perhaps save
the soul he saw facing him. ÒOur duty is
painful! Óhe exclaimed. ÒOur duty may be re-
pulsive and disgusting! DonÕt think I have
any intention of becoming your husbandÕs
lawyer, or that my nature is to stand by his
side. But you must obey the law, becauseit is
the only thing that bestows lasting peaceon
us and protects us from ourselves!Ó

Agathe now laughed at him; she had
guessedat the weapon, stemming from her
divorce, that these effects put in her hand,
and she turned the knife in the wound. ÒI un-
derstand so little about all that,Óshe said.
ÒBut may I honestly confessan impression I
have? When youÕre angry you get a little
slippery! Ó

ÒOh, come on!ÓLindner retorted. He re-
coiled, his one desire not to concede such a
thing at any price. He raised his voice de-
fensively and entreated the sinning phantom
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sitting before him: ÒThe spirit must not sub-
mit itself to the flesh and all its charms and
horrors! Not even in the form of disgust! And
I say to you: Even though you might find it
painful to control the reluctance of the flesh,
as the school of marriage has apparently
askedof you, you are not simply permitted to
run away from it. For there lives in man a de-
sire for liberation, and we can no more be
the slaves of our fleshly disgust than the
slavesof our lust! This is obviously what you
wanted to hear, since otherwise you would
not have come to me!Óhe concluded, no less
grandiloquently than spitefully. He stood
towering before Agathe; the strands of his
beard moved around his lips. He had never
spoken such words to a woman before, with
the exception of his own deceasedwife, and
his feelings toward her had been different.
But now these feelings were intermingled
with desire, as if he were swinging a whip in
his fist to chastise the whole earth; yet they
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were simultaneously timid, as if he were be-
ing lofted like an escapedhat on the crest of
the tornado of the sermon of repentance that
had taken hold of him.

ÒThere you go again, saying such re-
markable things!ÓAgathe noted without pas-
sion, intending to shut off his insolence with
a few dry words; but then she measured the
enormous crash looming up before him and
preferred to humble herself gently by hold-
ing back, so she continued, in a voice that
had apparently suddenly been darkened by
repentance: ÒI came only because I wanted
you to lead me.Ó

Lindner went on swinging his whip of
words with confused zeal; he had some sense
that Agathe was deliberately leading him on,
but he could not find a way out, and entrus-
ted himself to the future. ÒTo be chained to a
man for a lifetime without feeling any phys-
ical attraction is certainly a heavy sentence,Ó
he exclaimed. ÒBut hasnÕt one brought this
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on oneself, especially if the partner is un-
worthy, by not having paid enough attention
to the signs of the inner life? There are many
women who allow themselves to be deluded
by external circumstances, and who knows if
one is not being punished in order to be
shaken up?Ó Suddenly his voice cracked.
Agathe had been accompanying his words
with assenting nods of her head; but imagin-
ing Hagauer as a bewitching seducerwas too
much for her, and her merry eyesbetrayed it.
Lindner, driven crazy by this, blared in fal-
setto: ÒTor he that spares the rod hates his
child, but whosoever loves it chastises it!ÕÒ

His victim Õs resistance had now trans-
formed this philosopher of life, dwelling in
his lofty watchtower, into a poet of chastise-
ment and the exciting conditions that went
with it. He was intoxicated by a feeling he
did not recognize, which emanated from an
inner fusion of the moral reprimand with
which he was goading his visitor and a
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provocation of all his manliness, a fusion
that one might symboli cally characterize, as
he himself now saw, as lustful.

But the Òarrogant conquering female,Ó
who was finally to have been driven from the
empty vanity of her worldly beauty to des-
pair, matter-of-factly picked up on his
threats about the rod and quietly asked:
ÒWho is going to punish me? Whom are you
thinking of? Are you thinking of God? Ó

But it was unthinkable to say such a
thing! Lindner suddenly lost his courage.His
scalp prickled with sweat. It was absolutely
impossible that the name of God should be
uttered in such a context. His glance, exten-
ded like a two-tined fork, slowly withdrew
from Agathe. Agathe felt it. ÒSo he canÕt do it
either! Óshe thought. She felt a reckless de-
sire to go on tugging at this man until she
heard from his mouth what he did not want
to yield to her. But for now it was enough:
the conversation had reached its outer limit.
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Agathe understood that it had only been a
passionate rhetorical subterfuge, heated to
the point where it became transparent, and
all to avoid mentioning the decisive point.
Besides, Lindner, too, now knew that
everything he had said, indeed everything
that had got him worked up, even the excess
itself, was only the product of his fear of ex-
cesses;the most dissolute aspectof which he
considered to be the approach with the pry-
ing tools of mind and feeling to what ought
to remain veiled in lofty abstractions, toward
which this excessiveyoung woman was obvi-
ously pushing him. He now named this to
himself as Òan offense against die decencyof
faith. Ó For in these moments the blood
drained back out of Lindner Õs head and re-
sumed its normal course; he awoke like a
person who finds himself standing naked far
from his front door, and remembered that he
could not send Agathe away without consola-
tion and instruction. Breathing deeply, he
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stood back from her, stroked his beard, and
said reproachfully: ÒYou have a restless and
over-imaginative nature! Ó

ÒAnd you have a peculiar idea of gal-
lantry! ÓAgathe responded coolly, for she had
no desire to go on any longer.

Lindner found it necessaryto repair his
standing by saying something more: ÒYou
should learn in the school of reality to take
your subjectivity mercilessly in hand, for
whoever is incapable of it will be overtaken
by imagination and fantasy, and dragged to
the groundÉ! ÓHe paused, for this strange
woman was still drawing the voice from his
breast quite against his will. ÒWoe to him
who abandons morality; he is abandoning
reality! Óhe added softly.

Agathe shrugged her shoulders. ÒI hope
next time you will come to us!Óshe proposed.

ÒTo that I must respond: Never!ÓLind-
ner protested, suddenly and now totally
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down to earth. ÔTour brother and I have dif-
ferences of opinion about life that make it
preferable for us to avoid contact,Óhe added
as excuse.

ÒSo IÕm the one who will have to come
studiously to the school of reality,ÓAgathe
replied quietly.

ÒNo!ÓLindner insisted, but then in a re-
markable fashion, almost menacingly, he
blocked her path; for with those words she
had got up to go. ÒThat cannot be! You can-
not put me in the ambiguous position toward
my colleagueHagauer of receiving your visits
without his knowledge! Ó

ÒAre you always as passionate as you
are today?ÓAgathe askedmockingly, thereby
forcing him to make way for her. She now
felt, at the end, spiritless but strengthened.
The fear Lindner had betrayed drew her to-
ward actions alien to her true condition; but
while the demands her brother made
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demoralized her easily, this man gave her
back the freedom to animate her inner self
however she wanted, and it comforted her to
confuse him.

ÒDid I perhaps compromise myself a
little? ÓLindner asked himself after she had
left. He stiffened his shoulders and marched
up and down the room a few times. Finally
he decided to continue seeingher, containing
his malaise, which was quite pronounced, in
the soldierly words: ÒOne must set oneself to
remain gallant in the face of every
embarrassment!Ó

When Agathe got up to leave, Peter had
slipped hurriedly away from the keyhole,
where he had been listening, not without as-
tonishment, to what his father had been up
to with the Òbig goose.Ó
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45

BEGINNING OF A SERIES OF
WONDROUS EXPERIENCES

Shortly after this visit there was a repetition
of the ÒimpossibleÓthat was already hovering
almost physically around Agathe and Ulrich,
and it truly came to passwithout anything at
all actually happening.

Brother and sister were changing to go
out for the evening. There was no one in the
house to help Agathe aside from Ulrich; they
had started late and had thus been in the
greatest haste for a quarter of an hour, when
a short pause intervened. Piece by piece,
nearly all the ornaments of war a woman
puts on for such occasions were strewn on
the chair backsand surfacesof the room, and



Agathe was in the act of bending over her
foot with all the concentration that pulling
on a thin silk stocking demands. Ulrich was
standing at her back. He saw her head, her
neck, her shoulders, and this nearly naked
back; her body was curved over her raised
knee, slightly to one side, and the tension of
this processrounded three folds on her neck,
which shot slender and merry through her
clear skin like three arrows: the charming
physicality of this painting, born of the mo-
mentarily spreading stillness, seemed to
have lost its frame and passed so abruptly
and directly into Ulrich Õs body that he moved
from the spot and, neither with the involun-
tariness of a banner being unfurled by the
wind nor exactly with deliberate reflection,
crept closer on tiptoe, surprised the bent-
over figure, and with gentle ferocity bit into
one of these arrows, while his arm closed
tightly around his sister. Then Ulrich Õs teeth
just as cautiously released his overpowered
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victim; his right hand had grabbed her knee,
and while with his left arm he pressed her
body to his, he pulled her upright with him
on upward-bounding tendons. Agathe cried
out in fright.

Up to this point everything had taken
place as playfully and jokingly as much that
had gone on before, and even if it was tinged
with the colors of love, it was only with the
actually shy intention of concealing loveÕs
unwonted dangerous nature beneath such
cheerfully intimate dress. But when Agathe
got over her fright, and felt herself not so
much flying through the air as rather resting
in it, suddenly liberated into weightlessness
and directed instead by the gentle force of
the gradually decelerating motion, it brought
about one of those accidents beyond human
control, in which she seemed to herself
strangely soothed, indeed carried away from
all earthly unrest; with a movement chan-
ging the balance of her body that she could
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never have repeated, she also brushed away
the last silken thread of compulsion, turned
in falling to her brother, continued, so to
speak, her rise as she fell, until she lay, sink-
ing down, as a cloud of happiness in his
arms. Ulrich bore her, gently pressing her
body to his, through the darkening room to
the window and placed her beside him in the
mellow light of the evening, which flowed
over her face like tears. Despite the energy
everything demanded, and the force Ulrich
had exercised on his sister, what they were
doing seemed to them remarkably remote
from energy and force; one might perhaps
have been able, again, to compare it with the
wondrous ardor of a painting, which for the
hand that invades the frame to grasp it is
nothing but a ridiculous painted surface. So,
too, they had nothing in mind beyond what
was taking place physically, which totally
filled their consciousness;and yet, alongside
its nature as a harmless, indeed, at the
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beginning, even coarse joke, which called all
their muscles into play, this physical action
possesseda second nature, which, with the
greatest tenderness, paralyzed their limbs
and at the same time ensnared them with an
inexpressible sensitivity. Questioningly they
flung their arms around each otherÕs
shoulders. The fraternal stature of their bod-
ies communicated itself to them as if they
were rising up from a single root. They
looked into each others eyes with as much
curiosity as if they were seeing such things
for the first time. And although they would
not have been able to articulate what had
really happened, since their part in it had
been too pressing, they still believed they
knew that they had just unexpectedly found
themselvesfor an instant in the midst of that
shared condition at whose border they had
long been hesitating, which they had already
described to each other so often but had so
far only gazed at from outside.
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If they tested it soberly (and surrepti-
tiously they both did), it signified hardly
more than a bewitching accident and ought
to have dissolved the next moment, or at
least with the return of activity, into nothing-
ness; and yet this did not happen. On the
contrary, they left the window, turned on the
lights, and resumed their preparations, only
soon to relinquish them again, and without
their having to say anything to each other,
Ulrich went to the telephone and informed
the house where they were expected that
they were not coming. He was already
dressed for the evening, but AgatheÕs gown
was still hanging unfastened around her
shoulders and she was just striving to impart
some well-bred order to her hair. The tech-
nical resonance of his voice in the instru-
ment and the connection to the world that
had been established had not sobered Ulrich
in the slightest: he sat down opposite his sis-
ter, who paused in what she was doing, and
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when their glances met, nothing was so cer-
tain as that the decision had been made and
all prohibitions were now a matter of indif-
ference to them. Their understanding an-
nounced itself to them with every breath; it
was a defiantly endured agreement to finally
redeem themselves from the ill humor of
longing, and it was an agreement so sweetly
suffered that the notions of making it a real-
ity nearly tore themselves loose from them
and united them already in imagination, as a
storm whips a veil of foam on ahead of the
waves:but a still greater desire bade them be
calm, and they were incapable of touching
each other again. They wanted to begin, but
the gestures of the flesh had become im-
possible for them, and they felt an ineffable
warning that had nothing to do with the
commandments of morality. It seemed that
from a more perfect, if still shadowy, union,
of which they had already had a foretaste as
in an ecstatic metaphor, a higher
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commandment had marked them out, a
higher intimation, curiosity, or expectation
had breathed upon them.

Brother and sister now remained per-
plexed and thoughtful, and after they had
calmed their feelings they hesitantl y beganto
speak.

Ulrich said, without thinking, the way
one talks into thin air: ÒYou are the moonÑÓ

Agathe understood.

Ulrich said: ÒYou have flown to the
moon and it has given you back to me
againÑÓ

Agathe said nothing: moon conversa-
tions so consume oneÕs whole heart.

Ulrich said: ÒIt Õs a figure of speech.We
were Ôbeside ourselves.ÕÔWe exchanged bod-
ies without even touching each otherÕare
metaphors too! But what does a metaphor
signify? A little something true with a good
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deal of exaggeration. And yet I was about to
swear, impossible as it may be, that the exag-
geration was quite small and the reality was
becoming quite large!Ó

He said no more. He was thinking:
ÔWhat reality am I talking about? Is there a
second one?Ó

If one here leaves the conversation
between brother and sister in order to follow
the possibilities of a comparison that had at
least some part in determining their talk, it
might well be said that this reality was truly
most closely related to the quixotically
altered reality of moonlit nights. But if one
does not comprehend this reality either, if
one seesin it merely an opportunity for some
ecstatic foolishness that by day were better
suppressed,then if one wanted to picture ac-
curately what was actually happening one
would have to summon up the totally incred-
ible idea that thereÕs a piece of earth where
all feelings really do change like magic as
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soon as the empty busyness of day plunges
into the all-experiencing corporeality of
night! Not only do external relationships
melt away and re-form in the whispering en-
closures of light and shadow, but the inner
relationships, too, move closer together in a
new way: the spoken word loses its self-will
and acquires fraternal will. All affirmations
expressonly a single surging experience.The
night embracesall contradictions in its shim-
mering maternal arms, and in its bosom no
word is false and no word true, but each is
that incomparable birth of the spirit out of
darkness that a person experiences in a new
thought. In this way, every processon moon-
lit nights partakes of the nature of the unre-
peatable. Of the nature of the intensified. Of
the nature of selfless generosity and a strip-
ping away of the self. Every imparting is a
parting without envy. Every giving a receiv-
ing. Every conception multifariously inter-
woven in the excitement of the night. To be
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this way is the only accessto the knowledge
of what is unfolding. For in these nights the
self holds nothing back; there is no condens-
ation of possession on the selfÕs surface,
hardly a memory; the intensified self radi-
ates into an unbounded selflessness. And
these nights are filled with the insane feeling
that something is about to happen that has
never happened before, indeed that the im-
poverished reason of day cannot even con-
ceive of. And it is not the mouth that pours
out its adoration but the body, which, from
head to foot, is stretched taut in exaltation
above the darkness of the earth and beneath
the light of the heavens, oscillating between
two stars. And the whispering with oneÕs
companion is full of a quite unknown sensu-
ality, which is not the sensuality of an indi-
vidual human being but of all that is earthly,
of all that penetrates perception and sensa-
tion, the suddenly revealed tenderness of the
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world that incessantl y touches all our senses
and is touched by them.

Ulrich had indeed never been aware in
himself of a particular preference for mouth-
ing adorations in the moonlight; but as one
ordinarily gulps life down without feeling,
one sometimes has, much later, its ghostl y
taste on oneÕs tongue: and in this way he
suddenly felt everything he had missed in
that effusiveness, all those nights he had
spent heedless and lonely before he had
known his sister, as silver poured over an
endless thicket, as moon flecks in the grass,
as laden apple trees, singing frost, and gilded
black waters. These were only details, which
did not coalesceand had never found an as-
sociation, but which now arose like the com-
mingled fragrance of many herbs from an in-
toxicating potion. And when he said this to
Agathe she felt it too.

Ulrich finally summed up everything he
had said with the assertion: ÒWhat made us
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turn to each other from the very beginning
can really be called a life of moonlit nights!Ó
And Agathe breathed a deep sigh of relief. It
did not matter what it meant; evidently it
meant: and why donÕt you know a magic
charm against its separating us at the last
moment? Shesighed so naturally and confid-
ingly that she was not even aware of it
herself.

And this again led to a movement that
inclined them toward each other and kept
them apart. Every strong excitement that
two people have shared to the end leavesbe-
hind in them the naked intimacy of exhaus-
tion; if even arguing does this, then it is in-
finitely more true of tender feelings that
ream out the very marrow to form a flute! So
Ulrich, touched, would have almost em-
braced Agathe when he heard her wordless
complaint, as enchanted as a lover on the
morning after the first tempests. His hand
was already touching her shoulder, which
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was still bare, and at this touch she started,
smiling; but in her eyesthere reappeared im-
mediately the unwished-for dissuasion.
Strange images now arose in his mind:
Agathe behind bars. Or fearfully motioning
to him from a growing distance, torn from
him by the sundering power of alien fists.
Then again he was not only the one who was
powerless and dismissed, but also the one
who did thisÉ.Perhaps these were the etern-
al images of the doubts of love, merely con-
sumed in the average life; then again, per-
haps not. He would have liked to speak to
her about this, but Agathe now looked away
from him and toward the open window, and
hesitantly stood up. The fever of love was in
their bodies, but their bodies dared no repe-
tition, and what was beyond the window,
whose drapes stood almost open, had stolen
away their imagination, without which the
flesh is only brutal or despondent. When
Agathe took the first steps in this direction,
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Ulrich, guessing her assent, turned out the
light in order to free their gazeinto the night.
The moon had come up behind the tops of
the spruce trees, whose greenly glimmering
black stood out phlegmatically against the
blue-gold heights and the palely twinkling
distance. Agathe resentfully inspected this
meaningful sliver of the world.

ÒSo nothing more than moonshine?Ó
she asked.

Ulrich looked at her without answering.
Her blond hair flamed in the semidarkness
against the whitish night, her lips were par-
ted by shadows, her beauty was painful and
irresistible.

But evidentl y he was standing there in
similar fashion before her gaze,with blue eye
sockets in his white face, for she went on:
ÒDo you know what you look like now? Like
Tierrot Lunairel, it calls for prudence!ÓShe
wanted to wrong him a little in her
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excitement, which almost made her weep.
Ages ago, all useless young people had ap-
peared to each other, painfully and peev-
ishly, in the pale mask of the lunarly lonely
Pierrot, powdered chalk-white except for the
drop-of-blood-red lips and abandoned by a
Columbine they had never possessed; this
trivialized rather considerably the love for
moonlit nights. But to his sisters initially
growing grief, Ulrich willingly joined in.
ÒEven ÔLaugh, clown, laughÕhas already sent
a chill of total recognition down the spines of
thousands of philistines when they hear it
sung,Óhe affirmed bitterly. But then he ad-
ded softly, whispering: ÒThis whole area of
feeling really is highly questionable! And yet
I would give all the memories of my life for
the way you look right now.ÓAgatheÕs hand
had found Ulrich Õs. Ulrich continued softly
and passionately: ÒTo our time, the bliss of
feeling means only the gluttony of feelings
and has profaned being swept away by the
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moon into a sentimental debauch. It does
not even begin to understand that this bliss
must be either an incomprehensible mental
disturbance or the fragment of another life! Ó

These wordsÑprecisely because they
were perhaps an exaggerationÑhad the faith,
and with it the wings, of adventure. ÒGood
night! ÓAgathe said unexpectedly, and took
them with her. She had released herself and
closed the drapes so hastily that the picture
of the two of them standing in the moonlight
disappeared as if at one blow; and before Ul-
rich could turn on the light she succeededin
finding her way out of the room.

And Ulrich gaveher yet more time. ÒTo-
night youÕll sleepas impatiently asbefore the
start of a great outing!Óhe called after her.

ÒI hope so too!Ówas what resounded by
way of an answer in the closing of the door.
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46

MOONBEAMS BY SUNLIGHT

When they saw each other again the next
morning it was, from a distance, the way one
stumbles on an out-of-the-ordinary picture
in an ordinary house, or even the way one
catchessight of an important outdoor sculp-
ture in the full haphazardness of nature: an
island of meaning unexpectedly materializes
in the senses,an elevation and condensing of
the spirit from the watery fens of existence!
But when they came up to each other they
were embarrassed,and all that was to be felt
in their glances, shading them with tender
warmth, was the exhaustion of the previous
night.



Who knows, besides, whether love
would be so admired if it did not cause fa-
tigue! When they became aware of the un-
pleasant aftereffects of the previous day s ex-
citement it made them happy again, as lovers
are proud of having almost died from desire.
Still, the joy they found in eachother was not
only such a feeling but also an arousal of the
eye.Colors and shapespresented themselves
as dissolved and unfathomable, and yet were
sharply displayed, like a bouquet of flowers
drifting on dark water: their boundaries were
more emphatically marked than usual, but in
a way that made it impossible to say whether
this lay in the clarity of their appearance or
in the underlying agitation. The impression
was as much part of the concise sphere of
perception and attention as it was of the im-
precise sphere of emotion; and this is just
what caused this impression to hover
between the internal and the external, the
way a held breath hovers between inhalation
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and exhalation, and made it hard to discern,
in peculiar opposition to its strength, wheth-
er it was part of the physical world or merely
owed its origin to the heightening of inner
empathy. Nor did either of them wish to
make this distinction, for a kind of shame of
reason held them back; and through the
longish period that followed it also still
forced them to keep their distance from each
other, although their sensitivity was lasting
and might well give rise to the belief that
suddenly the course of the boundaries
between them, as well as those between
them and the world, had changed slightly.

The weather had turned summery
again, and they spent a lot of time outdoors:
flowers and shrubs were blooming in the
garden. When Ulrich looked at a blos-
somÑwhich was not exactly an ingrained
habit of this once-impatient manÑhe now
sometimes found no end to contemplation
and, to say it all, no beginning either. If by
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chancehe could name it, it was a redemption
from the sea of infinity. Then the little
golden stars on a bare cane signified
Òforsythia,Óand those early leaves and um-
bels Òlilacs.ÓBut if he did not know the name
he would call the gardener over, for then this
old man would name an unknown name and
everything was all right again, and the prim-
ordial magic by which possessionof the cor-
rect name bestows protection from the un-
tamed wildness of things demonstrated its
calming power as it had ten thousand years
ago. Still, it could happen differently: Ulrich
could find himself abandoned and without a
helper as he confronted such a little twig or
flower, without even Agathe around to share
his ignorance: then it suddenly seemed to
him quite impossible to understand the
bright green of a young leaf, and the mysteri-
ously outlined fullness of the form of a tiny
flower cup became a circle of infinite diver-
sion that nothing could interrupt. In
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addition, it was hardly possible for a man
like him, unless he were lying to himself,
which on AgatheÕs account could not be al-
lowed to happen, to believe in an abashed
rendezvous with nature, whose whisperings
and upward glances, piety and mute music
making, are more the privilege of a special
simplicity which imagines that hardly has it
laid its head in the grass than God is already
tickling its neck, although it has nothing
against nature being bought and sold on the
fruit exchangeon weekdays.Ulrich despised
this cut-rate mysticism of the cheapestprice
and praise, whose constant preoccupation
with God is at bottom exceedingly immoral;
he preferred instead to continue abandoning
himself to the dizziness of finding the words
to characterize a color distinct enough to
reach out and take hold of, or to describe one
of the shapesthat had taken to speaking for
themselves with such mindless compelling-
ness. For in such a condition the word does
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not cut and the fruit remains on the branch,
although one thinks it already in oneÕs
mouth: that is probably the first mystery of
day-bright mysticism. And Ulrich tried to ex-
plain this to his sister, even if his ulterior
motive was that it should not, someday, dis-
appear like a delusion.

But as he did so, the passionate condi-
tion was succeededby another-Ñof a calmer,
indeed sometimes almost absentminded
conversationÑwhich came to permeate their
exchange and served each of them as a
screen from the other, although they both
saw through it completely. They usually lay
in the garden on two large deck chairs, which
they were constantly dragging around to fol-
low the sun; this early-summer sun was
shining for the millionth time on the magic it
works every year; and Ulrich said many
things that just happened to passthrough his
mind and rounded themselves off cautiously
like the moon, which was now quite pale and

149/1856



a little dirty, or like a soap bubble: and so it
happened, and quite soon, that he came
round to speaking of the confounded and
frequently cursed absurdity that all under-
standing presupposesa kind of superficiality,
a penchant for the surface, which is,
moreover, expressedin the root of the word
ÒcomprehendÓto lay hold of, and has to do
with primordial experienceshaving been un-
derstood not singly but one by the next and
thereby unavoidably connected with one an-
other more on the surface than in depth. He
then continued: ÒSo if I maintain that this
grass in front of us is green, it sounds quite
definite, but I havenÕt actually said much. In
truth no more than if IÕd told you that some
man passing by was a member of the Green
family. And for heavenÕs sake, thereÕs no end
of greens! It would be a lot better if I conten-
ted myself with recognizing that this grass is
grass-green, or even green like a lawn on
which it has just rained a little É .Ó He
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squinted languidly across the fresh plot of
grass illuminated by the sun and thought:
ÒAt least this is how you would probably de-
scribe it, since youÕre good at making visual
distinctions from judging dress materials.
But I, on the other hand, could perhaps
measure the color as well: I might guess it
had a wavelength of five hundred forty mil li-
onths of a millimeter; and then this green
would apparently be captured and nailed to a
specific point! But then it gets away from me
again, because this ground color also has
something material about it that canÕt be ex-
pressed in words of color at all, since itÕs dif-
ferent from the same green in silk or wool.
And now weÕre back at the profound discov-
ery that green grass is just grass green!Ó

Called as a witness, Agathe found it
quite understandable that one could not un-
derstand anything, and responded: ÒI sug-
gest you try looking at a mirror in the night:
itÕs dark, itÕs black, you seealmost nothing at
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all; and yet this nothing is something quite
distinctly different from the nothing of the
rest of the darkness. You sensethe glass, the
doubling of depth, some kind of remnant of
the ability to shimmerÑand yet you perceive
nothing at all! Ó

Ulrich laughed at his sisterÕs immediate
readiness to cut knowledgeÕs reputation
down to size; he was far from thinking that
concepts have no value, and knew quite well
what they accomplish, even if he did not act
accordingly. What he wanted to bring out
was the inability to get hold of individual ex-
periences, those experiencesthat for obvious
reasons one has to go through alone and
lonely, even when one is with another per-
son. He repeated: ÒThe self never grasps its
impressions and utterances singly, but al-
ways in context, in real or imagined, similar
or dissimilar, harmony with something else;
and so everything that has a name leans on
everything else in regular rows, as a link in
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large and incalculable unities, one relying on
another and all penetrated by a common ten-
sion. But for that reason,Óhe suddenly went
on, differently, Òif for some reason these as-
sociations fail and none of them addresses
the internal series of orders, one is immedi-
ately left again to face an indescribable and
inhuman creation, indeed a disavowed and
formless one.ÓWith this they were back at
their point of departure; but Agathe felt the
dark creation above it, the abyssthat was the
Òuniverse,Óthe God who was to help her!

Her brother said: ÒUnderstanding gives
way to irrepressible astonishment, and the
smallest experienceÑof this tiny blade of
grass, or the gentle sounds when your lips
over there utter a wordÑbecomes something
incomparable, lonely as the world, possessed
of an unfathomable selfishnessand radiating
a profound narcosisÉ !Ó

He fell silent, irresolutely twisting a
blade of grass in his hand, and at first
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listened with pleasure as Agathe, apparently
as unplagued by introspection as she was by
an intellectual education, restored some con-
creteness to the conversation. For she now
responded: ÒIf it werenÕt so damp, IÕd love to
lie on the grass! LetÕs go away! It would be so
nice to lie on a meadow and get back to
nature as simply as a discarded shoe!Ó

ÒBut all that means is being released
from all feelings,ÓUlrich objected. ÒAnd God
alone knows what would becomeof us if feel-
ings did not appear in swarms, these loves
and hates and sufferings and goodnesses
that give the illusion of being unique to every
individual. We would be bereft of all capacity
to think and act, becauseour soul was cre-
ated for whatever repeats itself over and
over, and not for

what lies outside the order of things Ò
He was oppressed, thought
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he had stumbled into emptiness, and
with an uneasy frown looked questioningly
at his sisterÕs face.

But AgatheÕs face was even clearer than
the air that enveloped it and played with her
hair, as she gavea response from memory. Ò
1 know not where I am, nor do I seekmyself,
nor do I want to know of it, nor will I have
tidings. I am as immersed in the flowing
spring of His love as if I were under the sur-
face of the seaand could not feel or seefrom
any side any thing except water.ÕÒ

ÒWhereÕs that from?ÓUlrich asked curi-
ously, and only then discovered that she was
holding in her hands a book she had taken
from his own library.

Agathe opened it for him and read
aloud, without answering: Ò1 have transcen-
ded all my faculties up to the dark power.
There I heard without sound, saw without
light. Then my heart becamebottomless, my
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soul loveless, my mind formless, and my
nature without being. ÕÓ

Ulrich now recognized the volume and
smiled, and only then did

Agathe say: ÒIt Õs one of your books.Ó
Then, closing the book, she concluded from
memory: ÒÔAre you yourself, or are you not?
I know nothing of this, I am unaware of it,
and I am unaware of myself. I am in love, but
I know not with whom; I am neither faithful
nor unfaithful. Therefore what am I? I am
even unaware of my love; my heart is at the
same time full of love and empty of love!ÕÒ

Even in ordinary circumstances her ex-
cellent memory did not easily rework its re-
collections into ideas but preserved them in
sensory isolation, the way one memorizes
poems; for which reason there was always in
her words an indescribable blending of body
and soul, no matter how unobtrusively she
uttered them. Ulrich called to mind the scene
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before his fatherÕs funeral, when she had
spoken the incredibly beautiful lines of
Shakespeareto him. ÒHow wild her nature is
compared to mine!Óhe thought. ÒI havenÕt let
myself say much today.ÓHe thought over the
explanation of Òday-bright mysticismÓ he
had given her: All things considered, it was
nothing more than his having conceded the
possibility of transitory deviations from the
accustomedand verified order of experience;
and looked at this way, her experienceswere
merely following a basic principle somewhat
richer in feelings than that of ordinary exper-
ience and resembled small middle-class chil-
dren who have stumbled into a troupe of act-
ors. So he had not dared say any more, al-
though for days every bit of space between
himself and his sister had been filled with
uncompleted happenings! And he slowly
began to concern himself with the problem
of whether there might not be more things
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that could be believed than he had admitted
to himself.

After the lively climax of their dialogue
he and Agathe had let themselves fall back
into their chairs, and the stillness of the
garden closed over their fading words. Inso-
far as it has been said that Ulrich had begun
to be preoccupied by a question, the correc-
tion must be made that many answers pre-
cede their questions, the way a person
hastening along precedeshis open, fluttering
coat. What preoccupied Ulrich was a surpris-
ing notion, one that did not require belief but
whose very appearance created astonish-
ment and the impression that such an inspir-
ation must never be allowed to be forgotten,
which, considering the claims it asserted,
was rather disquieting. Ulrich was accus-
tomed to thinking not so much godlessly as
God-free, which in the manner of science
means to leaveevery possible turning to God
to the emotions, because such a turning is
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not capable of furthering knowledge but can
only seduce it into the impracticable. And
even at this moment he did not in the least
doubt that the way of science was the only
correct way, since the most palpable suc-
cessesof the human spirit had managed to
come into being only since this spirit had got
out of GodÕs way. But the notion that had
come upon him said: ÒWhat if this selfsame
ungodliness turned out to be nothing but the
contemporary path to God? Every age has
had its own pathway of thought to Him, cor-
responding to the energiesof its most power-
ful minds; would it not also be our destiny,
the fate of an ageof clever and entrepreneur-
ial experience, to deny all dreams, legends,
and ingeniously reasoned notions only be-
cause we, at the pinnacle of exploring and
discovering the world, again turn to Him and
will begin to derive a relationship to Him
from a kind of experience that is just
beginning?Ó
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This conclusion was quite undemon-
strable, Ulrich knew that; indeed, to most
people it would appear as perverse, but that
did not bother him. He himself really ought
not to have thought it either: the scientific
procedureÑwhich he had just finished ex-
plaining as legitimateÑconsists, aside from
logic, in immersing the concepts it has
gained from the surface, from Òexperience,Ó
into the depths of phenomena and explain-
ing the phenomena by the concepts, the
depths by the surface; everything on earth is
laid waste and leveled in order to gain mas-
tery over it, and the objection came to mind
that one ought not extend this to the meta-
physical. But Ulrich now contested this ob-
jection: the desert is not an objection, it has
always been the birthplace of heavenly vis-
ions; and besides,prospects that have not yet
been attained cannot be predicted either!
But it escaped him that he perhaps found
himself in a second kind of opposition to
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himself, or had stumbled on a direction lead-
ing away from his own: Paul calls faith the
expectation of things hoped for and belief in
things not seen, a statement thought out to
the point of radiant clarity; and UlrichÕs op-
position to the Pauline statement, which is
one of the basic tenets of the educated per-
son, was among the strongest he bore in his
heart. Faith asa diminished form of knowing
was abhorrent to his being, it is always
Òagainst oneÕs better knowledgeÓ; on the oth-
er hand, it had been given to him to recog-
nize in the Òintimation Ôto the best of oneÕs
knowledgeÓa special condition and an area
in which exploring minds could roam. That
his opposition had now weakened was later
to cost him much effort, but for the moment
he did not even notice it, for he was preoccu-
pied and charmed by a swarm of incidental
considerations.

He singled out examples. life was be-
coming more and more homogeneous and
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impersonal. Something mechanical, stereo-
typical, statistical, and serial was insinuating
itself into every entertainment, excitement,
recreation, even into the passions. The life
will was spreading out and becoming shal-
low, like a river hesitating before its delta.
The will to art had already become more or
less suspicious, even to itself. It seemed as
though the age was beginning to devalue in-
dividual life without being able to make up
the loss through new collective achieve-
ments. This was the face it wore. And this
face, which was so hard to understand;
which he had once loved and had attempted
to remold in the muddy crater of a deeply
rumbling volcano, because he felt himself
young, like a thousand others; and from
which he had turned away like these thou-
sands becausehe could not gain control over
this horribly contorted sightÑthis face was
transfigured, becoming peaceful, deceptively
beautiful, and radiant, by a single thought!
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For what if it were God Himself who was de-
valuing the world? Would it not then again
suddenly acquire meaning and desire? And
would He not be forced to devalue it, if He
were to come closer to it by the tiniest step?
And would not perceiving even the anticipat-
ory shadow of this already be the one real ad-
venture? These considerations had the un-
reasonable consistency of a series of adven-
tures and were so exotic in Ulrich Õs head that
he thought he was dreaming. Now and then
he cast a cautiously reconnoitering glance at
his sister, as if apprehensive that she would
perceive what he was up to, and several
times he caught sight of her blond head like
light on light against the sky, and saw the air
that was toying with her hair also playing
with the clouds.

When that happened, she too, raising
herself up slightly, looked around in aston-
ishment. She tried to imagine how it would
be to be set free from all lifeÕs emotions.
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Even space, she thought, this always uni-
form, empty cube, now seemed changed. If
she kept her eyesclosed for a while and then
opened them again, so that the garden met
her glance untouched, as if it had just that
moment been created, she noticed as clearly
and disembodiedly as in a vision that the
course that bound her to her brother was
marked out among all the others: the garden
ÒstoodÓaround this line, and without any-
thing having changed about the trees, walks,
and other elements of the actual environ-
mentÑabout this she could easily reassure
herselfÑeverything had been related to this
connection to make an axis and was thereby
invisibly changed in a visible way. It may
sound paradoxical; but she could just as well
have said that the world was sweeter here;
perhaps, too, more sorrowful: what was re-
markable was that one thought one was see-
ing it with oneÕs eyes.There was, moreover,
something striking in the way all the
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surrounding shapesstood there eerily aban-
doned but also, in an eerily ravishing way,
full of life, so that they were like a gentle
death, or a passionateswoon, as if something
unnameable had just left them, and this lent
them a distinctly human sensuality and
openness. And as with this impression of
space,something similar had happened with
the feelings of time: that flowing ribbon, the
rolling staircase with its uncanny incidental
association with death, seemedat many mo-
ments to stand still and at many others to
flow on without any associationsat all. In the
spaceof one single outward instant it might
have disappeared into itself, without a trace
of whether it had stopped for an hour or a
minute.

Once, Ulrich surprised his sister during
these experiments, and probably had an ink-
ing of them, for he said softly, smiling:
ÒThere is a prophecy that a millennium is to
the gods no longer than a blink of the eye!Ó
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Then they both leaned back and continued
listening to the dream discourse of the
silence.

Agathe was thinking: ÒHaving brought
all this about is all his doing; and yet he
doubts every time he smiles!ÓBut the sun
was falling in a constant stream of warmth as
tenderly as a sleeping potion on his parted
lips. Agathe felt it falling on her own, and
knew herself at one with him. She tried to
put herself in his place and guess his
thoughts, which they had really decided they
would not do becauseit was something that
came from outside and not from their own
creative participation; but as a deviation it
was that much more secret.ÒHe doesnÕt want
this to become just another love story,Óshe
thought, and added: ÒThatÕs not my inclina-
tion either.ÓAnd immediately thereafter she
thought: ÒHe will love no other woman after
me, for this is no longer a love story; it is the
very last love story there can be!ÓAnd she
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added: ÒWe will be something like the Last
Mohicans of love!ÓAt the moment she was
also capableof this tone toward herself, for if
she summed things up quite honestly, this
enchanted garden in which she found herself
together with Ulrich was also, of course,
more desire than reality. She did not really
believe that the Millennium could have be-
gun, in spite of this name Ulrich had once
bestowed on it, which had the sound of
standing on solid ground. Sheeven felt quite
deserted by her powers of desire, and,
wherever her dreams might have sprung
from, she didn Õt know where it was, bitterly
sobered.Sheremembered that before Ulrich,
she really had more easily been able to ima-
gine a waking sleep, like the one in which her
soul was now rocking, which was able to con-
duct her behind life, into a wakefulness after
death, into the nearness of God, to powers
that came to fetch her, or merely alongside
life to a cessation of ideas and a transition
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into forests and meadows of imaginings: it
had never become clear what that was! So
now she made an effort to call up these old
representations. But all she could remember
was a hammock, stretched between two
enormous fingers and rocked with an infinite
patience; then a calm feeling of being
towered over, as if by high trees, between
which she felt raised up and removed from
sight; and finally a nothingness, which in
some incomprehensible way had a tangible
content: All these were probably transitory
images of suggestion and imagination in
which her longing had found solace.But had
they really been only passing and half
formed? To her astonishment, something
quite remarkable slowly began to occur to
Agathe. ÒTruly, Ó she thought, ÒitÕs as one
says:a light dawns! And it spreadsthe longer
it lasts!ÓFor what she had once imagined
seemed to be in almost everything that was
now standing around her, calm and
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enduring, as often as she dispatched her
glance to look! What she had imagined had
soundlessly entered the world. God, to be
sureÑdifferently from the way a literally
credulous person might have experienced
itÑstayed away from her adventure, but to
make up for this she was, in this adventure,
no longer alone: these were the only two
changes that distinguished the fulfillment
from the presentiment, and they were
changes in favor of earthly naturalness.
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47

WANDERINGS AMONG PEOPLE

In the time that followed they withdrew from
their circle of acquaintances, astonishing
them by turning down every invitation and
not allowing themselves to be contacted in
any way. They stayed at home a great deal,
and when they went out they avoided places
in which they might meet people of their so-
cial set, visiting places of entertainment and
small theaters where they felt secure from
such encounters; and whenever they left the
house they generally simply followed the
currents of the metropolis, which are an im-
ageof peopleÕs needsand, with the precision
of tide tables, pile them up in specific places
or suck them away, depending on the hour.



It amused them to participate in a style of
living that differed from their own and re-
lieved them for a time of responsibility for
their usual way of life. Never had the city in
which they lived seemed to them at once so
lovely and so strange. In their totality the
houses presented a grand picture, even if
singly or in particular they were not hand-
some at all; diluted by the heat, noise
streamed through the air like a river reach-
ing to the rooftops; in the strong light, atten-
uated by the depths of the streets, people
looked more passionate and mysterious than
they presumably deserved.Everything soun-
ded, looked, and smelled irreplaceable and
unforgettable, as if it were signaling how it
appeared to itself in all its momentariness;
and brother and sister not unwillingly accep-
ted this invitation to turn toward the world.

In doing so, they came upon an ex-
traordinary discord. The experiences that
they had not shared openly with each other

171/1856



separated them from other people; but the
same problematic passion, which they con-
tinued to feel undiminished and which had
come to grief not becauseof a taboo but be-
cause of some higher promise, had also
transported them to a state that shared a
similarity with the sultry intermissions of a
physical union. The desire that could not
find expression had again sunk back within
the body, filling it with a tenderness as in-
definable asone of the last daysof autumn or
first days of spring. It was, nonetheless, not
at all as if they loved every person they saw,
or everything that was going on: they merely
felt the lovely shadow of Òhow it would beÓ
falling on their hearts, and their hearts could
neither fully believe in the mild delusion nor
quite escapeits pull. It seemedthat through
their conversations and their continence,
through their expectation and its provisional
limits, they had become sensitive to the bar-
riers reality places before the emotions, and
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now perceived together the peculiarly
double-sided nature of life, which dampens
every higher aspiration with a lower one.
This two-sided nature combines a retreat
with every advance, a weakness with every
strength, and givesno one a right that it does
not take away from others, straightens out
no tangle without creating new disorder, and
evenappearsto evokethe sublime only in or-
der to mistake it, an hour later, for the stale
and trite. An absolutely indissoluble and pro-
foundly necessary connection apparently
combines all happy and cheerful human en-
deavors with the materialization of their op-
posites and makes life for intellectual people,
beyond all dissension, hard to bear.

The way the plus and minus sides of life
adhere to each other has been judged in
quite different ways. Pious misanthropists
see in it an effluence of earthly decrepitude,
bulldog types lifeÕs juiciest filet; the man in
the street feels as comfortable within this
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contradiction as he doesbetween his left and
right hands, and people who are proper say
that the world was not created in order to
correspond to human expectations but it is
the other way round: these ideas were cre-
ated in order to correspond to the world, and
why is it that they never bring it to pass in
the sphere of the just and the beautiful? As
mentioned, Ulrich was of the opinion that
this state of affairs served the production
and preservation of a middling condition of
life, which more or less leavesit up to chance
to mix human genius with human stupidity,
as this condition itself also emerges from
such a mixture; a long time ago he had ex-
pressed this by saying that the mind has no
mind, and just recently, at Diotima Õs soirŽe,
he had again talked about it at length as the
great confusion of the emotions. But whether
it had been recently or long ago, and no mat-
ter how obvious it might have been to con-
tinue the same thought, as soon as Ulrich
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began to do so he had the feeling that such
words were coming from his mouth a few
days too late. This time, he frequently found
himself lacking in desire to occupy himself
with things that did not directly concern
him, for his soul was prepared to submit to
the world with all its senses, however this
might turn out. His judgment was as good as
disconnected from this altogether. Even
whether something pleased him or not
hardly mattered, for everything simply
seized hold of him in a way that surpassed
his capacity for understanding. This was as
true for every general state of mind as for
every particular and individual one; indeed,
at times it was entirely without thought, and
corporeal; but when it had lasted awhile and
reached full measure, it became unpleasant
or seemed ridiculous to him, and he was
then ready, in a manner just asunfounded as
the one in which he had first submitted, to
retract that submission.
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And Agathe in her fashion was experi-
encing pretty much the samething. At times,
her consciencewas oppressed, and expected
or made for itself new oppressions from the
world she had left behind but that nonethe-
less proclaimed itself in all its power all
around her. In the manifold bustle that fills
day and night there was probably not a
single task in which she could participate
with all her heart, and her failure to venture
into anything should not be regarded with
the certainty of blame or disdain, or even
contempt. There was in this a remarkable
peace! It might perhaps be said, to alter a
proverb, that a bad conscience,as long as it
is bad enough, may almost provide a better
pillow on which to rest than a good one: the
incessant ancillary activity in which the mind
engageswith a view to acquiring a good indi-
vidual conscienceas the final outcome of all
the injustice in which it is embroiled is then
abolished, leaving behind in mind and
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emotions a hectic independence. A tender
loneliness, a sky-high arrogance, sometimes
poured their splendor over these holidays
from the world. Alongside oneÕs own feelings
the world could then appear clumsily
bloated, like a captive balloon circled by
swallows, or, mutatis mutandis, humbled to
a background as small as a forest at the peri-
phery of oneÕs field of vision. The offended
civic obligations echoed like a distant and
crudely intrusive noise; they were insignific-
ant, if not unreal. A monstrous order, which
is in the last analysis nothing but a mon-
strous absurdity: that was the world. And yet
every detail Agathe encountered also had the
tensed, high-wire-act nature of the once-
and-never-again, the nature of discovery,
which is magical and admits of no repetition;
and whenever she wanted to speak of this,
she did so in the awarenessthat no word can
be uttered twice without changing its
meaning.
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So the attitude of brother and sister to-
ward the world at this time was a not entirely
irreproachable expression of confident bene-
volence, containing its own brand of parallel
attraction and repulsion in a state of feeling
that hovered like a rainbow, instead of these
opposites combining in the stasis that cor-
responds to the self-confident state of every
day. And something else was connected with
this: in the days following that strange night,
the tone of their conversations changed too;
the echo of destiny faded, and the progres-
sion became freer and looser; indeed, it
sometimes volatilized in a playful fluttering
of words. Still, this did not indicate a tem-
porizing born of despondency as much as it
indicated an unregulated broadening of the
living foundations of their own adventure.
They sought support in observing the ordin-
ary ways in which life was carried on, and
were secretly convinced that the equilibrium
of this usual form of living was also a
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pretense. In this way it happened one day
that their conversation took a direction in
which, despite some fluctuation, it persisted.
Ulrich asked: ÔWhat does the commandment
ÔLove thy neighbor as thyself really mean?Ó

ÒLove the person farthest away like thy-
self is what it means!Ó Agathe responded
with the tenderest forbearance, to which her
brother had a right in questions of loving
oneÕs fellowmen.

But Ulrich was not satisfied. ÒAnd what
does it mean to say ÔLove what you do not
know? To love someone you donÕt know, al-
though you might well be convinced that
after you got acquainted you wouldnÕt like
each other? So, in the last analysis: to love
him although you know him?Ó he insisted
more explicitly.

ÒThatÕs clearly the situation most people
are in, but they donÕt let it bother them!Ó
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Agathe replied. ÒThey put doubt and confid-
ence inside each other!Ó

ÒThey foreseenothing more in the com-
mandment of love than the reasonable pro-
hibition against hurting eachother so long as
it serves no purpose,ÓUlrich offered.

But Agathe said that that would be the
insipid rule of thumb ÒWhat you donÕt want
someone to do to you, donÕt do to anyone
else,Óand it was impossible that the entire
purpose of this high-mindedly passionate,
cheerfully generous task could be to love a
stranger without even asking who he was!

ÒPerhaps the word loveÕhere is only an
expression that has taken far too great a
swing to overcome the obstacles?ÓUlrich re-
flected. But Agathe insisted that it really did
mean Òlove him! Óand Òwithout any particu-
lar reason,Óand that it was not to be haggled
over, so Ulrich yielded. ÒWhat it means is:
Love him in spite of what you know!Ó he
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objected. ÒAnd before you know him! Ó
Agathe repeated and underlined it once
again: ÒAt least, without knowing him! Ó

But she stopped abruptly and looked at
her brother, bewildered. ÒBut what is it you
really love in a person if you donÕt know him
at all?Óshe asked impatiently.

Thus the playful questions took on vari-
ous forms as they sped back and forth. But
Ulrich did not hasten to his sisterÕs aid. He
was of the opinion that to love something
means to prefer it over other things, and that
surely assumed a certain knowing.

ÒAlmost everybody loves himself best,
and knows himself least!ÓAgathe threw in.

ÒTrue love is independent of merit and
reward,Ó Ulrich confirmed, mimicking a
moralizing tone and shrugging his shoulders.

ÒSomethingÕs wrong here!Ó

ÒA lotÕs wrong!Óhe ventured.
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ÒAnd if you love everything? If youÕre
supposed to love the whole world, the way
you are today? What is it then that youÕre
loving? You would say: ÔNothing specialÕ!Ó
Agathe laughed.

ÒHavenÕt you noticed, too, that today itÕs
downright disturbing if you happen to meet
a person who is so beautiful that you have to
say something personal about it?Óhe asked
her.

ÒThen itÕs not a feeling about the real
world and the real person!Óshe said firmly.

ÒSo then we have to tackle the question
as to what part of this person itÕs true of, or
what metamorphosis and transformation of
the real person and the real world, ÓUlrich
said, softly but emphatically.

After a short pause, Agathe answered,
with a timid conscience:ÒPerhaps that is the
real person?ÓBut Ulrich hesitantly resisted
this, shaking his head.
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Shining through the content of this in-
quiring assertion there was, no doubt, a pro-
found obviousness.The breezesand delights
of these days were so tender and merry that
the impression arose spontaneously that
man and world must be showing themselves
as they really were: this transparency har-
bored a small, odd, supra-sensory shudder,
such as is glimpsed in the flowing transpar-
ency of a brook, a transparency that allows
the glance to see to the bottom but, when it
arrives there, wavering, makes the mysteri-
ous colored stones look like fish scales,and
beneath them what the glance had thought it
was experiencing is truly concealed, without
possibility of access.Agathe, surrounded by
sunshine, needed only to disengage her
glance a little to have the feeling of having
stumbled into a supernatural domain; for the
shortest interval she could easily imagine
that she had come in contact with a higher
truth and reality, or at least had come upon
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an aspect of existence where a little door be-
hind the earth mysteriously indicated the
way from the earthly garden into the beyond.
But when she again limited the range of her
glance to an ordinary span and let lifeÕs glare
stream in on her once more, she saw
whatever might actually happen to be there:
perhaps a little flag being waved to and fro
by a childÕs hand, merrily and without any
kind of puzzled thought; a police wagon with
prisoners, its black-green paint sparkling in
the light; or a man with a colorful cap con-
tentedly turning a pile of manure; or finally a
company of soldiers, whose shouldered rifles
were pointing their barrels at the sky. All this
seemed to have had poured over it
something related to love, and everyone also
seemed more ready to open themselves to
this feeling than usual: but to believe that the
empire of love was now really happening
would be just as difficult, Ulrich said, as
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imagining that at this moment no dog could
bite or no person do anything evil.

The same happened with all the other
attempts at explanation, which had in com-
mon with this one that they opposed some
land of person who was far off and true to
people who were everyday, earth-bound, and
bad and good, but at all events people as we
know them. Brother and sister examined
these ideal types one after the other, and
could not believe in any of them. There was
the feeling that on such festive days nature
brought forth in her creatures all their hid-
den goodness and beauty. Then there were
the more psychological explanations, that
people in this transparent, nuptial air did not
show themselves as different in some magic-
al way, but still displayed themselvesso as to
be as lovable as they would like to be and
saw themselves as being: sweating their
egotism and inward-turned indulgence, as it
were, out through their pores. And finally
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there is also the variation that people were
showing their goodwill; to be sure, this can-
not prevent them from doing evil, but
emerges miraculously and unscathed on
days like these from the evil will that usually
governs them, like Jonah from the belly of
the whale. But the most succinct explanation
one heard was that this is the immortal part
of man, which shimmers through the mortal
part. All these imputations had in common
that they located the real person in a part of
him that, among the insubstantial re-
mainder, does not come into play; and if the
promising contact with this real self was a
process clearly directed upward, there was
also a second, no less abundant group of ex-
planations, which directed this process just
as clearly downward: these were all those ac-
cording to which man is supposed to have
lost his natural innocence through intellectu-
al arrogance and all lands of misfortune
brought upon him by civilization. There are,
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therefore, two genuine people, who appear to
the mind with the greatest punctuality in the
same, constantly recurring situations, yet
both these typesÑthe one a divine super-
man, the other an animal-like infra-
manÑwere on opposite sides of the person
as he really is. Finally, Ulrich remarked
dryly: ÒThe only trait that remains as com-
mon, and also very characteristic, is that
even when he is being good, a person does
not seekthe true person in himself but takes
himself to be something else plus or
minus*! Ó

But here brother and sister had arrived
at a borderline caseof that love for another
that is so problematic and so gently entwines
everything within it, and Agathe sighed in
vexation, but not without charm. ÒThen all
that remains of all this is just a ÔmoodÕ!Óshe
said, disappointed. ÒThe sun is shining. You
get into a frame of mind! Ó
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Ulrich added to this: ÒThe social in-
stincts stretch themselves out in the sun like
mercury in the thermometer tube, at the ex-
pense of the egotistic instincts, which other-
wise hold them more or less in balance. Per-
haps nothing else.Ó

ÒSo an Ôunconscious cravingÕ like a
schoolgirlÕs or schoolboys!Ó Agathe contin-
ued. ÒThey would like to kiss the whole world
and have no idea why! So we canÕt say any
more than that either?Ó

They had suddenly becometired of feel-
ing; and it sometimes happened that in such
a conversation, dealing only with their capa-
city for feeling, they neglected to use it. Also,
because the surfeit of emotions that could
nowhere find an outl et actually hurt, they
sometimes got back at it with a little ingratit-
ude. But when they had both spoken in this
fashion, Agathe quickly looked sidelong at
her brother. ÒThat would,Óshe protested, Òbe
saying too little! Ó
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The moment shesaid this, they both felt
once more that they were not just relying on
some subjective fantasy but were facing an
invisible reality. Truth was hovering in the
mood inundating them, reality was under the
appearance, transformation of the world
gazed out of the world like a shadow! The
reality about which they felt so expectant
was, to be sure, remarkably lacking a nucleus
and only half comprehensible, and it was a
long-intimate half-truth, familiar and unful-
fillable, that wooed credibility: not an every-
day reality and truth for everyone, but a
secret one for lovers. Obviously, it was not
just caprice or delusion either, and its most
mysterious insinuation whispered: ÒJust
leave yourself to me without mistrust, and
youÕll discover the whole truth! ÓGiving an
account of this was so difficult because the
language of love is a secret language and in
its highest perfection is as silent as an
embrace.
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The thought Òsecret languageÓhad the
effect of making Agathe dimly recall that it
was written somewhere: ÒWhosoever abides
in love abides in God, and God in him. He
who has not love does not know God.ÓShe
did not know where.

Ulrich on the other hand, becauseshe
had said before that it was Òjust a mood,Ó
wasconsidering an idea assweetly temperate
as the sound of a flute. One had only to as-
sume that such a mood of being in love was
not always just a transitory special state but
was also, beyond its immediate occasion,
capable of enduring and spreading; in other
words, all you had to assumewas that a per-
son could be a lover alone and in accordance
with his enduring being, in exactly the same
way that he can be indifferent, and this
would lead him to a totally changed way of
life: indeed, presumably it would take him to
an entirely unfamiliar world that would be
present in his mind without his having to be
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considered mentally ill. This thought, that
everything could be made different by one
small step, indeed just by a movement that
the mind merely had to let happen, was ex-
tremely seductive. And suddenly Ulrich
asked his sister with curiosity: ÒWhat do you
think would happen if we were to stop one of
these people and say to him: ÔBrother, stay
with us! Õor ÔStop, O hastening soulÕ?Ó

ÒHe would look at us flabbergasted,Ó
Agathe replied.

ÒAnd then unobtrusively double his
pace, or call a policeman,ÓUlrich finished.

ÒHe would probably think heÕd fallen in
with good-natured madmen, ÓAgathe added.

ÒBut if we were to yell at him: ÔYou
criminal, you piece of nothing! Õhe probably
wouldnÕt consider us crazy,Ó Ulrich noted
with amusement, Òbut would merely take us
to be people who think differently, Õ or
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Ômembers of a different party,Õwho had
turned angry at him. Ó

Agathe frowned, smiling, and then they
both again gazed into the human current
that was pulling them along and flowing
against them. Together they felt again the
self-forgetfulness and power, the happiness
and goodness, the deep and elevated con-
straint, that predominate inside a vital hu-
man community, even if it is only the contin-
gent community of a busy street, so that one
doesnot believe that there could also be any-
thing bad or divisive; and their own senseof
existence, that sharply bounded and difficult
having-been-placed-here, that basic happi-
ness and basic hostility, stood in marvelous
contrast to this communal scene.They both
thought the same; but they also thought dif-
ferently, without its being obvious. They
guessed each otherÕs meaning; but some-
times they guessed wrongly. And gradually
an indolence, indeed a paralysis of thinking,
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emanated from this double-pearled juxta-
position on the oyster shell of the world, as
Ulrich called it rather scornfully, and they
then parried it by laughing at each other, or
about something.

But when this happened again Agathe
said: ÒIt always makes me so sad when weÕre
forced to laugh at ourselves; and I donÕt
know why I have to.Ó

Ulrich replied: ÒNothing is funnier than
opening oneÕs eyes to reality when theyÕre
still filled with the inner soul! Ó

But Agathe did not pick up on this; she
repeated: ÒEverything remains so uncertain.
It seemsto draw itself together and then ex-
tend itself again, without any shape. It per-
mits no activity, and the inactivity becomes
unbearable. I canÕt even say that I really love
these people, or that I love these real people,
as they are when we look at them. IÕm afraid
our own feelings are pretty unreal!Ó
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ÒBut these people respond to eachother
in exactly the same way!Ó Ulrich retorted.
ÒThey want to love each other, yet at the de-
cisive moment they think antipathy is more
natural and healthier! So itÕs the same for
everyone: We feel that real life has snapped
off a possible life!Ó

ÒBut then tell me,ÓAgathe retorted an-
grily, Òwhy love always needs a church or a
bed!Ó

ÒFor heavenÕs sakeÓÑUlrich soothed his
companion with a laughÑ ÓdonÕt speak so
openly!ÓHe touched her hand with his fin-
gertips and went on, joking mysteriously:
ÒAll these people can also be called in public
what you and I are in private: the unsepar-
ated but not united! Ó

It was not an assertion, merely a cajol-
ing constellation of words, a joke, a candid
little cloud of words; and they knew that feel-
ing oneself chosen was the cheapest of all
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magic formulas and quite adolescent. Never-
theless, Ulrich Õs fraternal words slowly rose
from the ground to a position above their
heads. Agathe, too, now whispered jokingly:
ÒSometimes you feel your breath blow back
from your veil still hot, like a pair of strange
lips: thatÕs how it sometimes seems to
meÑcall it illusion or realityÑthat IÕm you!Ó
was her response,and her gentle smile drew
silence closed like a curtain after it as it died
away.

In such back-and-forth fashion they
came to reproach the millions of loving
couples who in their serious desire for cer-
tainty ask themselves a hundred times a day
whether they really and truly love eachother,
and how long it can last: who, however, donÕt
have to fear conjuring up similar oddities.

195/1856



48

LOVE BLINDS. OR DIFFICULTIES
WHERE

THEY ARE NOT LOOKED FOR

Another of these world-oriented discussions
went like this: ÒThen how would things stand
when a love occurs between two so-called
persons of different gentler, which is as fam-
ous as it is gladly experienced?ÓUlrich objec-
ted. ÒYou probably are really partly in love
with the person you think you Õre loving.Ó

ÒBut what youÕre mostl y doing is simply
making a puppet of him! ÓAgathe interjected
resentfully.

ÒIn any event, what he says and thinks
in the process also has its charm!Ó



ÒAs long as you love him! Becauseyou
love him! But not the other way round! If
youÕve once understood how the other per-
son means it, itÕs not only anger thatÕs dis-
armed, as one always says, but for the most
part love as well!Ó

Again it was Agathe who gave this pas-
sionate answer. Ulrich smiled. She must
have banged her head pretty hard against
this wall more than once.

ÒBut at first you can like the other per-
sonÕs opinions, thatÕs often involved in the
beginning: the well-known marvelous Ôagree-
ing about everythingÕ; later, of course, you no
longer understand it at all,Óhe said placat-
ingly, and asked: ÒBut deeds?Does love de-
pend on deeds?Ó

ÒOnly insofar as they embody a personÕs
sentiments. Or turn the imagination into a
sort of monument! Ó
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ÒBut didn Õt we just decide it wasnÕt so
much a matter of sentiments?Ó Ulrich re-
called teasingly.

ÒIt doesnÕt depend on anything at all!Ó
Agathe cried. ÒNot on what the other person
is, not on what he thinks, not on what he
wants, and not on what he does! There are
times when you despise a person but love
him all the same. And there are times when
you love a personand have the secret feeling
that this person with the beard (or breasts),
whom you think youÕve known for a long
time andÉ treasure, and who talks about
himself incessantly, is really only visiting
love. You could leave aside his sentiments
and merits, you could change his destiny,
you could give him a new beard or different
legsÑyou could leave aside almost the whole
person, and still love him! As far as you hap-
pen to love him at all,Óshe added, mitigating
her statement.
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Her voice had a deep ring, with a rest-
less glitter buried in its depths like a flame.
She sat down guiltily, having involuntarily
jumped up from her chair in her zeal.

Ulrich summed up the result in bal-
anced fashion: ÒBoth contradictions are al-
ways present and form a team of four horses:
you love a person becauseyou know him and
becauseyou donÕt know him; and you know
him because you love him and donÕt know
him because you love him. And sometimes
that grows strong enough to become quite
palpable. Those are the well-known mo-
ments when Venus gazesthrough Apollo and
Apollo through Venus at an empty scare-
crow, and each is mightily surprised at hav-
ing seen something there before. If, further-
more, love is stronger than astonishment, it
comes to a struggle between them, and
sometimes out of this struggle love
emergesÑeven if it is despairing, exhausted,
and mortally woundedÑas the victor. But if
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love is not that strong, it leads to a battle
between the people involved, to insults in-
tended to make up for having been played
for a simpleton É to terrible incursions of
reality É to utter degradationÉ .ÓHe had par-
ticipated in this stormy weather of love often
enough to be at ease describing it.

Agathe interrupted him. ÒBut I find that
thesemarital and extramarital affairs of hon-
or are usually greatly overrated!Ó she
objected.

ÒLove as a whole is overrated! The ma-
niac who in his delusion pulls a knife and
stabs some innocent person who just hap-
pens to be standing in for his hallucina-
tionÑin love heÕs the normal one!Ó Ulrich
said, and laughed.

Agathe, too, smiled as she looked at
him.

Ulrich becameserious. ÒIt Õs odd enough
to have to think that there really are no two
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people who can agree spontaneously,
without their opinions and convictions being
more or less powerfully influenced,Ó he
noted thoughtfully, and for a while this gave
the conversation a somewhat different turn.

Brother and sister were sitting in Ul-
richÕs room, on either side of the long, darkly
shining desk of heavy wood, whose center
was now empty because apparently Ulrich
was not working on anything. Each of them
had lazily posed an arm on the desk and was
looking at a small papier-m‰chŽhorse stand-
ing in the vacant middle ground between
them.

ÒEven in rational thinking, where
everything has logical and objective connec-
tions,ÓUlrich went on, ÒitÕs usually the case
that you unreservedly recognize the superior
conviction of someone else only if you have
submitted to him in some way, whether as a
model and guide, or as a friend or teacher.
But without such a feeling, which has
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nothing to do with the case,every time you
make someone elseÕs opinion your own, it
will only be with the silent reservation that
you can do more with it than its originator; if
indeed you werenÕt already out to show this
fellow what unsuspected importance his idea
really contained! Especially in art, most of us
certainly know it would be impossible for us
to do ourselves what we read, see,and hear;
but we still have the patronizing awareness
that if we were able to do any of these things,
we could of course do them better! And per-
haps it has to be that way, and lies in the act-
ive nature of the mind, which doesnÕt allow
itself be filled up like an empty pot,ÓUlrich
concluded, Òbut actively appropriates
everything, and literally has to make it part
of itself.Ó

He would gladly have added something
more that occurred to him, and it would not
let him rest, so he was already giving vent to
his scruple before Agathe had any chance to
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respond. ÒBut we should also ask ourselves,Ó
he suggested,Òwhat sort of life would arise if
all this were not so unfavorable. Our feelings
ultimately want to be handled quite roughly,
it appears, but in the other borderline caseÑ
when we assimilate someone elseÕs senti-
ments without resistance, when we submit
completely to someone elseÕs feelings, in-
deed, when we reach a pure agreement with
a second understandingÑis there not a hap-
piness that is pathologically tender, in fact
almost anti-intellectual? And how could this
light be produced without the shadow?ÓThis
thought made him want to linger over the
conversation; but although the idea was not
entirely alien to Agathe either, she was occu-
pied at the moment with smaller concerns.
Shelooked at her brother for a while without
speaking, struggling against what was com-
ing over her, but then made up her mind to
ask the offensive question, ascasually aspos-
sible, whether that meant he had arrived at
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the considered conviction that Òeven only
two peopleÓcould never be of one mind, and
lovers under no circumstances whatever?

Ulrich was almost at the point of ex-
pressing through a gesture that this was
neither to be taken as real nor worth talking
about, when he was struck by his sisters mis-
placed warmth; he had to suppressa smile at
this suspicious inquisitiveness, but in doing
so lost his own more serious inquisitiveness
and fell back again into the interrupted
merry flow of his initial joking way of talk-
ing. ÒYou yourself began by belittling love!Ó
he replied.

ÒLetÕs leave it at that! ÓAgathe decreed
magnanimously. ÒLetÕs leave it at people not
agreeing, when theyÕre in love. But in ordin-
ary life, which is certainly nothing less than
loving, you must admit that all lands of
people have similar convictions and that that
plays an enormous role!Ó
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ÒThey only think they have them!ÓUl-
rich broke in.

ÒThey agree with each other!Ó

ÒThe agreement is imposed on them!
Peopleare like a fire that immediately shoots
out in all directions unless thereÕs a stone on
top!Ó

ÒBut arenÕt there, for instance, generally
prevailing opinions?ÓAgathe asked, intend-
ing to keep up with her brother.

ÒNow youÕre saying it yourself!Ó he
countered. ÒÔPrevailing!ÕSince itÕs necessary
that we agree, innumerable arrangements of
course exist to take care of the externals and
delude us inwardly into thinking it so. In
making us people of one mind, these ar-
rangements arenÕt exactly subtle. Hypnotic
suggestion, violence, intimidation, thought-
lessness,cowardice, and such things play a
not inconsiderable role. The exerciseof these
arrangements is mostly alloyed with
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something base and corrupting. But if their
influence stops for just a single moment, al-
lowing reason to take over their affairs, you
will very shortly see mankind start gabbling
and fall to quarreling, the way the insane
start running around when their warders
arenÕt looking! Ó

Agathe recalled the walks in lovely
weather where everything had been in un-
qualified harmony with everything else, and
the people, even if they were apparently mis-
taken in believing that they loved eachother,
were at least very attentive to one another
and filled with an almost solemn amiability
and curiosity. It seemedappropriate to men-
tion that love was, after all, the only tiling in
the world that made people of one mind, and
that in every one of its varieties it did so from
both sides voluntarily.

ÒBut love is precisely one of the agree-
ment machines. It has the lucky effect of
making people blind! ÓUlrich objected. ÒLove
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blinds: half the riddles about loving oneÕs
neighbor weÕve been trying to solve are
already contained in this proposition! Ó

ÒThe most one might add is that love
also enables one to see what isnÕt there,Ó
Agathe maintained, concluding reflectively:
ÒSo really these two propositions contain
everything you need in the world, in order to
be happy despite it!Ó

In direct connection with this point,
however, it was the tiny papier-m‰chŽhorse,
standing between them all alone in the
middle of the desk, that bore the sole re-
sponsibility for their conversation. It was
hardly a handÕs breadth high; its neck was
daintily curved; the brown of its coat was as
tender and full as the stomach of a fifteen-
year-old girl who has almost, but not yet
quite, eaten too much cake,and its mane and
tail, its hooves and reins, were of one single,
deepest black. It was a horse belonging to a
court carriage, but as in legend two gods
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often grow into one, it was also a candy box
in the form of a horse. Ulrich had discovered
this little horse in a suburban confectionerÕs
window and had immediately acquired it, for
he knew it from his childhood and had loved
it so intensely back then that he could hardly
recall whether he had ever owned it. For-
tunately, such mercantile poems are some-
times preserved over severalgenerations and
merely wander with time from the centers of
commerce to display windows in more mod-
est parts of the city. So Ulrich had reverently
installed this find on his desk, having already
explained the significance of the species to
his sister. The candy horse was a close relat-
ive of those circus animalsÑlions, tigers,
horses, and dogsÑthat had lived at the same
time, the time of Ulrich Õs childhood, on the
posters of traveling circuses, and could no
more be summoned from the raging expres-
sions of their palpable but one-dimensional
existence into fully developed life than this
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little horse could jump through the glass
pane of the shop window. Agathe had quickly
understood this, for the confectionerÕs horse
constituted part of the large family of chil-
drenÕs fancies which are always chasing their
desires with the zigzag flight of a butterfly,
until at last they reach their goal only to find
a lifeless object. And wandering back along
childhood Õs paths of love, brother and sister
had even opened the horse and, with the
mixed feelings attending the unsealing of a
crypt, found inside a variety of round, flat
little tents strewn with grains of sugar, which
they thought they had not seen for decades,
and which they enjoyed with the cautious
courage of explorers.

In a distracted and pensive way, during
the pause that had followed the last ex-
change with Ulrich, Agathe had been ob-
serving this small object with the magnetic
soul that stood before them. In the far dis-
tances of this daydreaming, perhaps there
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also emerged from the river of words about
similarities and differences in thinking, that
idea of the unseparated but not united, and
now this joined in a peculiar way with their
companionship as children. Agathe finally
landed on timeÕs other shore of silence
without knowing how long the interruption
had lasted, and she picked up the conversa-
tion where it had left off by asking with dir-
ect vehemence,as if something had been for-
gotten: ÒBut not every love has to blind!Ó

Ulrich, too, was immediately ready to
be pressedinto serviceagain in pursuit of the
exchangeof words that had rushed away, as
if he were not sure how long he had been
standing there distracted. ÒLetÕs go on!Óhe
suggested,and led with a random example:
ÒMaternal love! Ó

ÒDoting, it Õs called,ÓAgathe replied.

ÒIn any case, it loves blindly, loves in
advance. WonÕt let anything distract it,Ó
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Ulrich stated, immediately continuing: ÒAnd
its opposite, a childÕs love?Ó

ÒIs that love at all?ÓAgathe asked.

ÒThereÕs a lot of selfishness and in-
stinctive need for protection and such things
in it,Ó Ulrich ventured, but added that it
could also be, at least at certain stages,a real
passion. Next, he asked about the love of
friends.

They were again agreed: youth was the
only time for passionate friendships.

ÒLove of honor?ÓUlrich asked.

Agathe shrugged her shoulders.

ÒLove of virtue?Ó

She repeated the gesture, then thought
it over and said: ÒSaints or martyrs might
call it love.Ó

ÒBut then itÕs obviously a passion for
overcoming the world, or something like
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that, as well,ÓUlrich interjected. ÒAn opposi-
tional passion, but in any case something
containing a lot of complications. Ó

ÒBut there can also be a lot of complica-
tions in love of honor, ÓAgathe added.

ÒLove of power?ÓUlrich went on, as-
senting to her objection with only a nod of
his head.

ÒThatÕs probably a contradiction in
terms.Ó

ÒPerhaps,Ó Ulrich agreed. ÒYou might
think that force and love are mutually
exclusive.Ó

ÒBut they arenÕt!Ó Agathe exclaimed,
having changed her mind in the meantime.
ÒLook: to be compelled! For women espe-
cially, being loved and being compelled is no
contradiction at all! Ó

Ulrich responded in contradictory ways
to this reminder of the possibility of such
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experiences in his sisterÕs past; on the one
hand he desired an informed explanation; on
the other, the primordial ignorance of the
gods. Frowning, he thought over what his re-
sponse should be, and finally said, clearly but
hesitating involuntarily: ÒIn that casethe as-
sociation of the words is indeed ambivalent.
All power is laid low before love, and if it hu-
miliates love, thenÑ Ó

ÒLetÕs not dwell on it,ÓAgathe interrup-
ted, and offered a new question: ÒLove of
truth? Ó

Since he hesitated, ÒYou should know
all about that! Ó she added in jesting re-
proach; his long-drawn-out efforts to be ac-
curate sometimes made her impatient.

But the conversation was already inhib-
ited, and slowly it became diffuse. ÒThere,
too, itÕs not easy to separate out the right
concepts,Ó Ulrich decided. ÒYou can love
truth in many different ways: as honor, as

213/1856



power, as virtue, or also like pure spring wa-
ter and the air you breathe, or likeÑ Ó

ÒIs that love?ÓAgathe interrupted him
again. ÒThat way you could love spinach
too!Ó

ÒAnd why not? Even being partial to
something is a form of love.

There are many transitions, Ó Ulrich
countered. ÒAnd love of truth Õespecially is
one of the most contradictory terms: If the
concept of truth is stronger, love is corres-
pondingly less, and in the last analysis you
can hardly call the honorable or even the
utilitarian need for truth loveÕ; but if the
concept of love is strong, what you might call
the purest, highest love, then truth ceasesto
exist.Ó

ÒTruth, unfortunately, arises in cold
blood,ÓAgathe remarked pointedly.
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ÒTo demand truth from love is just as
mistaken as demanding justice from anger,Ó
Ulrich agreed. ÒEmotion is injurious there. Ó

ÒOh perhaps thatÕs only menÕs talk! Ó
Agathe protested.

ÒThatÕs the way it is: Love tolerates
truth, but truth does not tolerate love,ÓUl-
rich confirmed. ÒLove dissolves truth.Ó

ÒBut if it dissolves the truth, then it has
no truth? ÓAgathe asked this with the seri-
ousnessof the ignorant child who knows by
heart the story it wants to hear repeated for
the twentieth time.

ÒA new truth begins,ÓUlrich said. ÒAs
soon asa person encounters love not assome
kind of experiencebut as life itself, or at least
as a land of life, he knows a swarm of truths.
Whoever judges without love calls this opin-
ions, personal views, subjectivity, whim; and
for him thatÕs all it is. But the one who loves
knows about himself that he is not
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insensitive to truth, but oversensitive. He
finds himself in a kind of ecstasyof thinking,
where the words open up to their very cen-
ters. He understands in everyway more than
is necessary. He can hardly save himself
from an inexhaustible flood. And he feels
that every rational desire to understand can
only banish it. I donÕt want to claim that this
really is a different truthÑfor there is only
one and the same truthÑbut it is a hundred
possibilities that are more important than
truth; it is, to say it more clearly, something
by means of which all truth losesthe import-
ance attributed to it. Perhaps one might say:
truth is the unequivocal result of an attitude
to life which we by no means feel unequivoc-
ally to be the true attitude! ÓUlrich, happy
becausehe had finally achieved a more exact
description, drew the conclusion: ÒSo appar-
ently to be surrounded by a swarm of truths
means nothing other than that the lover is
open to everything that has been loved, and
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also willed, thought, and put down in words;
open to all contradictions, which are after all
those of sentient beings; open even to every
shared experience, if a word exists that can
lift it tenderly to the point of articulation.
The distinctive signs of truth and morality
have been suppressed for him by the gentle
power of life stirring all around him; they re-
main present, but fruitfulness and fullness
have out- and overgrown them. For the lov-
er, truth and deception are equally trivial,
and yet this does not strike him as caprice:
Now, this is probably no more than a
changed personal attitude, but I would say
that it still finally depends on countless pos-
sibilities underlying whatever reality has
conquered them, possibilities that could also
have become realities. The lover awakens
them. Everything suddenly appears different
to him from what you think. Instead of a cit-
izen of this world, he becomesa creature of
countless worldsÑÓ
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ÒBut that is another reality! Ó Agathe
exclaimed.

ÒNo!Ósaid Ulrich hesitantl y. ÒAt least I
donÕt know. It Õs merely the age-old opposi-
tion between knowledge and love, which has
always been supposed to exist.Ó

Agathe gavehim a confused but encour-
aging smile.

ÒNo!ÓUlrich repeated. ÒThatÕs still not
the right one.Ó

Her smile disappeared. ÒSo we have to
pick up our business once again, otherwise
we wonÕt get to the end this way either,Ó
Agathe suggested with comic distress, and
with a sigh she began anew: ÒWhat is love of
money?Ó

ÒYou said things like that werenÕt love at
all,ÓUlrich interjected.

ÒBut you said there were transitions, Ó
Agathe countered.
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ÒLove of beauty?ÓUlrich asked, ignor-
ing this.

ÒLove is also supposed to make an ugly
person beautiful, ÓAgathe replied, following a
sudden inspiration. ÒDo you love something
because itÕs beautiful or is it beautiful be-
cause itÕs loved?Ó

Ulrich found this question important
but unpleasant. So he responded: ÒPerhaps
beauty is nothing other than having been
loved. If something wasonce loved, its ability
to be beautiful is directed outward. And
beauty presumably arises in no other way
but this: that something pleases a person
who also has the power to give other people a
land of set of directions for repetition. ÓThen
he added sharply: ÒNevertheless, men who,
like friend Lindner, waylay beauty are simply
funny! Ó

ÒLove oneÕs enemy?Ó Agathe asked,
smiling.
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ÒDifficult! Ó said Ulrich. ÒPerhaps a
leftover from magical-religious cannibalism. Ó

ÒCompared to that, loving life is
simple,ÓAgathe stated. ÒNo idea at all is con-
nected with it; it Õs simply a blind instinct. Ó

ÒPassion for hunting?Ó

ÒLove of fatherland? Love of home?
Necrophilia? Love of nature? Love of ponies?
Idolatry? Puppy love? Hate-love?Ó Agathe
shook them all out together, raising her arms
in a circle and letting them fall to her lap
with a gesture of discouragement.

Ulrich answered with a shrug of the
shoulders and a smile. ÒLove becomesreal in
many ways and in the most varied connec-
tions. But what is the common denominator?
What in all these loves is the essential fluid
and what merely its crystallization? And
what, especially, is that Ôlove!Õthat can also
occur spontaneously and fill the whole
world?Óhe asked, showing little hope of an
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answer. ÒEven if someone were to compare
the various forms more seriously,Óhe went
on, Òhe would presumably find only as many
emotions as there are external conditions
and attitudes. Under all these circumstances
one can love; but only becauseone can also
despise or remain indifferent: in this way
whatever is shared in common surfaces as
something vaguely like love.Ó

ÒBut doesnÕt that just mean that full
love doesnÕt correspond to experience?Ó
Agathe interrupted. ÒBut who questions
that? ThatÕs the decisive point! If love exists,
in order to become manifest it will be en-
tirely different from everything it is alloyed
with! Ó

Now Ulrich interrupted. ÒWhat would
that prove? As feeling and action, this love
would have no limits, and therefore there is
no attitude or behavior that would corres-
pond to it. Ó

221/1856



Agathe listened eagerly. She was wait-
ing for a final word. ÒAnd what do you do if
there is no attitude or behavior?Óshe asked.

Ulrich understood her artless question.
But he showed himself prepared for these re-
connaissanceexpeditions to last even longer;
he merely shrugged his shoulders resignedly
and answered with a jest: ÒIt doesnÕt seem
nearly so simple to love asnature would have
us believe, just becausesheÕs provided every
bungler with the tools! Ó
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49

GENERAL VON STUMM DROPS A
BOMB.

CONGRESS FOR WORLD PEACE

A soldier must not let anything deter him. So
General Stumm von Bordwehr was the only
person to push his way through to Ulrich and
Agathe; but then he was perhaps the only
person for whom they did not make it abso-
lutely impossible, since even refugees from
the world can seeto it that their mail is for-
warded to them periodically. And as he burst
in to interrupt their continuing their conver-
sation, he crowed: ÒIt wasnÕt easy to penet-
rate all the perimeter defensesand fight my
way into the fortress!Ó, gallantly kissed
AgatheÕs hand, and, addressing himself to



her in particular, said: ÒIÕll be a famous man,
just becauseIÕve seen you! Everyone is ask-
ing what event could have swallowed up the
Inseparables, and is asking after you; and in
a certain senseI am the emissary of society,
indeed of the Fatherland, sent to discover the
cause of your disappearance! Please excuse
me if I appear importunate! Ó

Agathe bade him a polite welcome, but
neither she nor her brother was immediately
able to conceal their distractedness from
their visitor, who stood before them as the
embodiment of the weaknessand imperfec-
tion of their dreams; and as General Stumm
again stepped back from Agathe, a remark-
able silence ensued. Agathe was standing on
one long side of the desk, Ulrich on the oth-
er, and the General, like a suddenly be-
calmed sailing vessel,was at a point approx-
imately halfway between them. Ulrich meant
to come forward to meet his visitor, but
could not stir from the spot. Stumm now
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noticed that he really had butted in, and con-
sidered how he might savethe situation. The
twisted beginnings of a friendly smile lay on
all three faces.This stiff silence lasted barely
a fraction of a second; it was just then that
StummÕs glance fell on the small papier-
m‰chŽhorse standing isolated among them,
like a monument, in the center of the empty
desk.

Clicking his heels together, he point ed
to it solemnly with the flat of his hand and
exclaimed with relief: ÒBut whatÕs this? Do I
perceive in this house the great animal idol,
the holy animal, the revered deity of the
cavalry?Ó

At StummÕs remark, Ulrich Õs inhibition,
too, dissolved, and moving quickly over to
Stumm but at the same time turning toward
his sister, he said animatedly: ÒAdmittedly
itÕs just a coach horse, but you have wonder-
fully guessed the rest! We were really just
talking about idols and how they originate.
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Now tell me: What is it one loves,which part,
what reshaping and transformation doesone
love, when one loves oneÕs neighbor without
knowing him? In other words, to what extent
is love dependent on the world and reality,
and to what extent is it the other way
round?Ó

Stumm von Bordwehr had directed his
glance questioningly to Agathe.

ÒUlrich is talking about this little thing, Ó
she assured him, somewhat disconcerted,
pointing to the candy horse. ÒHe used to
have a passion for it.Ó

ÒThat was, I hope, quite a long time
ago,ÓStumm said in astonishment. ÒFor if
IÕm not mistaken, it Õs a candy jar?Ó

ÒIt is not a candy jar! Friend Stumm!Ó
Ulrich implored, seized by the disgraceful
desire to chat with him about it. ÒIf you fall
in love with a saddle and harness that are too
expensive for you, or a uniform or a pair of
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riding boots you seein a shop window: what
are you in love with?Ó

ÒYouÕre being outrageous! I donÕt love
things like that! Óthe General protested.

ÒDonÕt deny it! ÓUlrich replied. ÒThere
are people who can dream day and night of a
suit fabric or a piece of luggage they have
seen in a shop; everyoneÕs known something
like that; and the same thing will have
happened to you, at least with your first lieu-
tenantÕs uniform! And youÕll have to admit
that you might have no use for this material
or this suitcase,and that you donÕt even have
to be in the position of being able to really
desire it: so nothing is easier than loving
something before you know it and without
knowing it. May I, moreover, remind you
that you loved Diotima at first sight? Ó

This time, the General looked up cun-
ningly. Agathe had in the meantime asked
him to sit down and also procured a cigar for
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him, since her brother had forgotten his
duty. Stumm, fringed with blue clouds, said
innocently: ÒSince then sheÕs become a text-
book of love, and I didn Õt much like text-
books in school, either. But I still admire and
respect this woman,Óhe added with a digni-
fied composure that was new to him.

Ulrich, unfortunately, didn Õt notice it
immediately. ÒAll those things are idols,Óhe
went on, pursuing the questions he had dir-
ected at Stumm. ÒAnd now you see where
they came from. The instincts embedded in
our nature need only a minimum of external
motivation and justification; they are enorm-
ous machines set in motion by a tiny switch.
But they equip the object they are applied to
with only as many ideas that can bear invest-
igation as perhaps correspond to the flicker-
ing of light and shadow in the light of an
emergency lampÑÓ
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ÒStop!ÓStumm begged from his cloud
of smoke. ÔWhat is object? Are you talking
about the boots and that suitcase again?Ó

ÒIÕm speaking of passion. Of longing for
Diotima, just as much as longing for a for-
bidden cigarette. I want to make clear to you
that every emotional relationship had the
groundwork laid for it by preliminary per-
ceptions and ideas that belong to reality; but
that such a relationship also immediately
conjures up perceptions and ideas that it fits
out in its own way. In short, affect setsup the
object the way it needs it to be, indeed it cre-
ates it so that the affect finally applies to an
object that, having come about in such a way,
is no longer recognizable. But affect isnÕt
destined for knowledge, either, but really for
passion! This object that is born of passion
and hovers in it,ÓUlrich concluded, return-
ing to his starting point, Òis of course
something different from the object on which
it is outwardly fastened and which it can
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reach out to grasp, and this is therefore also
true of love. 1 love youÕis mistaken; for Ôyou,Õ
this person who has evoked the passion and
whom you can seize in your arms, is the one
you think you love; the person evoked by
passion, this wildly religious invention, is the
one you really love, but it is a different
person.Ó

ÒListening to youÓÑAgathe interrupted
her brother with a reproach that betrayed
her inner sympathiesÑÓyou might think you
donÕt really love the real person, but really
love an unreal person!Ó

ÒThatÕs precisely what I meant to say,
and IÕve also heard you saying much the
same.Ó

ÒBut in reality both are ultimately one
person!Ó

ÒThatÕs exactly the major complicat ion,
that the hovering image of the person you
love has to be represented in every outward
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connection by the person himself and is in-
deed one and the same. ThatÕs what leads to
all the confusions that give the simple busi-
ness of love such an excitingly ghostly
quality! Ó

ÒBut perhaps itÕs only love that makes
the real person entirely real? Perhaps heÕs
not complete before then?Ó

ÒBut the boot or the suitcaseyou dream
about is in reality none other than the one
you could actually buy!Ó

ÒPerhaps the suitcase only becomes
completely real if you love it! Ó

ÒIn a word, we come to the question of
what is real. LoveÕs old question!ÓUlrich ex-
claimed impatiently, yet somehow satisfied.

ÒOh, letÕs forget the suitcase!ÓTo the as-
tonishment of both, it was the GeneralÕs
voice that interrupted their sparring. Stumm
had comfortably squeezed one leg over the

231/1856



other, which, once achieved, lent him great
security. ÒLetÕs stay with the person,Ó he
went on, and praised Ulrich: ÒSo far youÕve
said some things terrifically well! People al-
ways believe that nothing is easier than lov-
ing each other, and then you have to remind
them every day: ÔDearest, itÕs not aseasyas it
is for the apple woman!ÕÒIn explanation of
this more military than civilian expression,
he turned politely to Agathe. ÒThe Ôapple wo-
man,Õdear lady, is an army expression for
when someone thinks something is easier
than it is: in higher mathematics, for ex-
ample, when youÕre doing short division so
short that, willy-nilly, you come up with a
false result! Then the apple woman is held
up to you, and itÕs applied the same way in
other places as well, where an ordinary per-
son might just say: thatÕs not so simple!Ó
Now he turned back to Ulrich and continued:
ÒYour doctrine of the two persons interests
me a good deal, because IÕm also always
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telling people that you can love people only
in two parts: in theory, or, as you put it, as a
hovering person, is the way you ought to love
someone,as I seeit; but in practice, you have
to treat a person strictly and, in the last ana-
lysis, harshly too! ThatÕs the way it is
between man and woman, and thatÕs the way
it is in life in general! The pacifists, for in-
stance,with their love that has no soleson its
shoes, havenÕt the slightest notion of this; a
lieutenant knows ten times as much about
love as these dilettantes!Ó

Through his earnestness, through his
carefully weighed manner of speaking, and
not least through the boldness with which,
despite AgatheÕs presence, he had con-
demned woman to obedience, Stumm von
Bordwehr gave the impression of a man to
whom something important had happened
and who had striven, not without success,to
master it. But Ulrich still had not grasped
this, and proposed: ÔWell, you decide which
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person is truly worth loving and which has
the walk-on part! Ó

ÒThatÕs too deep for me!ÓStumm stated
calmly, and, inhaling from his cigar, added
with the same composure: ÒIt Õs a pleasure to
hear again how well you speak; but on the
whole you speakin such a way that one really
must ask oneself whether itÕs your only occu-
pation. I must confess that after you disap-
peared I expected to find you, God knows,
busy with more important matters! Ó

ÒStumm, this is important! ÓUlrich ex-
claimed. ÒBecauseat least half the history of
the world is a love story! Of course you have
to take all the varieties of love together!Ó

The General nodded his resistance.
ÒThat may well be.ÓHe barricaded himself
behind the busynessof cutting and lighting a
fresh cigar, and grumbled: ÒBut then the oth-
er half is a story of anger. And one shouldnÕt
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underestimate anger! I have been a specialist
in love for some time, and I know! Ó

Now at last Ulrich understood that his
friend had changed and, curious, asked him
to tell what had befallen him.

Stumm von Bordwehr looked at him for
a while without answering, then looked at
Agathe, and finally replied in a way that
made it impossible to distinguish whether he
was hesitating from irritation or enjoyment:
ÒOh, it will hardly seemworth mentioning in
comparison with your occupations. Just one
thing has happened: the Parallel Campaign
has found a goal!Ó

This news about something to which so
much sympathy, even if counterfeit, had
been accorded would have broken through
even a fully guarded state of seclusion, and
when Stumm saw the effect he had achieved
he was reconciled with fortune, and found
again for quite a while his old, guileless joy in
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spreading news. ÒIf youÕd rather, I could just
as well say: the Parallel Campaign has come
to an end!Óhe offered obligingly.

It had happened quite incidentally: ÒWe
all of us had got so used to nothing happen-
ing, while thinking that something ought to
happen,ÓStumm related. ÒAnd then all of a
sudden, instead of a new proposal, someone
brought the news that this coming autumn a
Congress for World Peace is to meet, and
here in Austria! Ó

ÒThatÕs odd!ÓUlrich said.

ÒWhatÕs odd? We didn Õt know the least
thing about it! Ó

ÒThatÕs just what I mean.Ó

ÒWell, there youÕre not entirely off the
track,Ó Stumm von Bordwehr agreed. ÒIt Õs
even being asserted that the news was a
plant from abroad. Leinsdorf and Tuzzi went
so far as to suspectthat it might be a Russian
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plot against our patriotic campaign, if not ul-
timately even a German plot. For you must
consider that we have four years before we
have to be ready, so itÕs entirely possible that
someonewants to rush us into something we
hadnÕt planned. Beyond that, the different
versions part company; but itÕs no longer
possible to find out what the truth of the
matter is, although of course we immediately
wrote off everywhere to learn more. Remark-
ably enough, it seems that people all over
already knew about this pacifistic Con-
gressÑI assureyou: in the whole world! And
private individuals as well as newspaper and
government offices! But it was assumed, or
bandied about, that it emanated from us and
was part of our great world campaign, and
people were merely surprised because they
couldnÕt get any kind of rational response
from us to their questions and queries.
Maybe someone was playing a joke on us;
Tuzzi was discreetly able to get hold of a few
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invitations to this PeaceCongress;the signa-
tures were quite naive forgeries, but the let-
ter paper and the style were good as gold! Of
course we then called in the police, who
quickly discovered that the whole manner of
execution pointed to a domestic origin, and
in the course of this it emerged that there
really are people here who would like to con-
vene a World PeaceCongresshere in the au-
tumnÑ becausesome woman who has writ-
ten a pacifist novel is going to celebrate her
umpteenth birthday or, in case sheÕs died,
would have: But it quickly becameclear that
thesepeople quite evidently had not the least
connection with disseminating the material
that was aimed at us, and so the origin of the
affair has remained in the dark,ÓStumm said
resignedly, but with the satisfaction that
every well-told tale provides. The effortful
exposition of the difficulties had drawn shad-
ows over his face, but now the sun of his
smile burst through this perplexity, and with
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a trace of scorn that was as unconstrained as
it was candid, he added: ÒWhatÕs most re-
markable is that everyone agreed that there
should be such a congress,or at least no one
wanted to say no! And now I ask you: what
are we to do, especially since we have already
announced that we are undertaking
something meant to serve as a model for the
whole world and have constantl y been
spreading the slogan ÔAction! Õaround? For
two weeksweÕve simply had to work like sav-
ages,so that retroactively at least it looks the
way it would have looked prospectively, so to
speak,under other circumstances. And so we
showed ourselves equal to the organizational
superiority of the PrussiansÑassuming that
it was the Prussians! WeÕre now calling it a
preliminary celebration. The government is
keeping an eye on the political part, and
those of us in the campaign are working
more on the ceremonial and cultural-human

239/1856



aspects, because that is simply too burden-
some for a ministryÑ Ó

ÒBut what a strange story it is!ÓUlrich
asserted seriously, although he had to laugh
at this development.

ÒA real accident of history, Óthe General
said with satisfaction. ÒSuch mystifications
have often been important.Ó

ÒAnd Diotima?Ó Ulrich inquired
cautiously.

ÒWell, she has speedily had to jettison
Amor and Psycheand is now, together with a
painter, designing the parade of regional cos-
tumes. It will be called: The clans of Austria
and Hungary pay homage to internal and ex-
ternal peace,ÕÓStumm reported, and now
turned pleadingly toward Agathe as he no-
ticed that she, too, was parting her lips to
smile. ÒI entreat you, dear lady, please donÕt
say anything against it, and donÕt permit any
objection to it either! Óhe begged. ÒFor the
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parade of regional costumes, and apparently
a military parade, are all that is definite so
far about the festivities. The Tyrolean militia
will march down the Ringstrasse, because
they always look picturesque with their green
suspenders, the rooster feathers in their
hats, and their long beards; and then the
beers and wines of the Monarchy are to pay
tribute to the beers and wines of the rest of
the world. But even here there is still no un-
animity on whether, for instance, only
Austro-Hungarian beers and wines shall pay
tribute to those of the rest of the world,
which would allow the charming Austrian
character to stand out more hospitably by re-
nouncing a tribute from the other side, or
whether the foreign beers and wines should
be allowed to march along as well so that
they can pay homage to ours, and whether
they have to pay customs duties on them or
not. At any rate, one thing is certain: that
there never has been and never can be a
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parade in this country without people in Old
Germanic costumes sitting on carts with
casks and on beer wagons drawn by horses;
and I just canÕt imagine what it must have
been like in the actual Middle Ages,when the
Germanic costumes werenÕt yet old and
wouldnÕt even have looked any older than a
tuxedo does today!Ó

But after this question had been suffi-
ciently appreciated, Ulrich asked a more del-
icate one. ÒIÕd like to know what our non-
German nationalities will say to the whole
thing! Ó

ÒThatÕs simple: theyÕll be in the parade!Ó
Stumm assured him cheerfully. ÒBecause if
they wonÕt, weÕll commandeer a regiment of
Bohemian dragoons into the parade and
make Hussite warriors out of them, and weÕll
drag in a regiment of Ulans as the Polish lib-
erators of Vienna from the Turks.Ó
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ÒAnd what does Leinsdorf say to these
plans?ÓUlrich asked hesitantly.

Stumm placed his crossed leg beside
the other and turned serious. ÒHeÕs not ex-
actly delighted,Óhe conceded, relating that
Count Leinsdorf never used the word
ÒparadeÓbut, in the most stubborn way pos-
sible, insisted on calling it a
Òdemonstration. Ó ÒHeÕs apparently still
thinking of the demonstrations he experi-
enced,ÓUlrich said, and Stumm agreed. ÒHe
has often said to me,Óhe reported, Ò^Who-
ever brings the massesinto the street is tak-
ing a heavy responsibility upon himself, Gen-
eral!ÕAs if I could do anything for or against
it! But you should also know that for some
time weÕve been getting together fairly often,
he and IÉ.Ó

Stumm paused, as if he wanted to leave
space for a question, but when neither
Agathe nor Ulrich asked it, he went on
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cautiously: ÒYou see,His Excellency ran into
another demonstration. Quite recently,

on a trip, he was nearly beaten up in B
by the Czechs as well as

the Germans.Ó

ÒBut why?Ó Agathe exclaimed, in-
trigued, and Ulrich, too, showed his
curiosity.

ÒBecausehe is known as the bringer of
peace!Ó Stumm proclaimed. ÒLoving peace
and people is not so simple in realityÑÓ

ÒLike with the apple woman!ÓAgathe
broke in, laughing.

ÒI really wanted to say, like with a candy
jar,Ó Stumm corrected her, adding to this
discreet reproach for Ulrich the observation
on Leinsdorf: ÒStill, a man like him, once he
has made up his mind, will totally and com-
pletely exercise the office he has been given.Ó

ÒWhat office?ÓUlrich asked.

244/1856



ÒEvery office!Óthe General stated. ÒOn
the festival reviewing stand he will sit beside
the Emperor, only in the event, of course,
that His Majesty sits on the reviewing stand;
and, moreover, he is drafting the address of
homage from our peoples, which he will
hand to the All-Highest Ruler. But even if
that should be all for the time being, IÕm con-
vinced it wonÕt stay that way, because if he
doesnÕt have any other worries, he creates
some: such an active nature! By the way, he
would like to speak with you,ÓStumm injec-
ted tentatively.

Ulrich seemed not to have heard this,
but had become alert. ÒLeinsdorf is not
ÔgivenÕan office!Óhe said mistrustfully. ÒHeÕs
been the knob on top of the flagstaff all his
life! Ó

ÒWell,Óthe General said reservedly. ÒI
really didn Õt mean to say anything; of course
he is and always was a high aristocrat. But
look, for example, not long ago Tuzzi took
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me aside and said to me confidentially: ÔGen-
eral! If a man brushes past me in a dark al-
ley, I step aside; but if in the same situation
he asks me in a friendly way what time it is,
then I not only reach for my watch but grope
for my gun too!ÕWhat do you say to that?Ó

ÒWhat should I say to that? I donÕt see
the connection.Ó

ÒThatÕs just the governmentÕs caution,Ó
Stumm explained. ÒIn relation to a World
PeaceCongressit thinks of all the possibilit-
ies, while Leinsdorf has always been one to
have his own ideas.Ó

Ulrich suddenly understood. ÒSo in a
word: Leinsdorf is to be removed from lead-
ership because people are afraid of him?Ó

The General did not answer this dir-
ectly. ÒHe asks you through me to please re-
sume your friendly relations with your cous-
in Tuzzi, in order to find out whatÕs going on.
IÕm saying it straight out; he, of course,
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expressed it in a more reserved fashion,Ó
Stumm reported. And after a brief hesitation,
he added by way of excuse: ÒTheyÕre not
telling him everything! But then thatÕs the
habit of ministries: we donÕt tell each other
everything among ourselves either!Ó

ÒWhat relationship did my brother
really have with our cousin?ÓAgathe wanted
to know.

Stumm, snared in the friendly delusion
that he was pleasantly joking, unsuspectingly
assured her: ÒHeÕs one of her secret loves!Ó
adding immediately to encourage Ulrich: ÒI
have no idea what happened between you,
but she certainly regrets it! Shesaysthat you
are such an indispensable bad patriot that all
the enemies of the Fatherland, whom we are
trying to make feel at home here, must really
love you. IsnÕt that nice of her? But of course
she canÕt take the first step after you with-
drew so willfully! Ó
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From then on the leave-taking became
rather monosyllabic, and Stumm was migh-
tily oppressed at such a dim sunset after he
had stood at the zenith.

Thus it was that Ulrich and Agathe got
to hear something that brightened their faces
again and also brought a friendly blush to
the GeneralÕs cheeks. ÒWeÕve got rid of
Feuermaul!Óhe reported, happy that he had
remembered it in time and adding, full of
scorn for that poetÕs love of mankind: ÒIn any
event, itÕs become meaningless.Ó Even the
ÒnauseatingÓresolution from the last session,
that no one should be forced to die for other
peopleÕs ideas, whereas on the other hand
everyone should die for his ownÑeven this
resolution, which would fundamentally en-
sure peace,had, as was now apparent, been
dropped, along with everything belonging to
the past, and at the GeneralÕs instigation was
no longer even on the agenda. ÒWe sup-
pressed a journal that printed it; no one
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believes such exaggeratedrumors anymore!Ó
Stumm added to this news, which seemed
not quite clear in view of the preparations
under way for a pacifistic congress. Agathe
then intervened a little on behalf of the
young people, and even Ulrich finally re-
minded his friend that the incident had not
been FeuermaulÕs fault. Stumm made no dif-
ficulties about this, and admitted that Feuer-
maul, whom he had met at the house of his
patroness, was a charming person. ÒSo full of
sympathy with everything! And so spontan-
eously, absolutely, really good!Óhe exclaimed
appreciatively.

ÒBut then he would most certainly be an
estimable addition to this Congress!ÓUlrich
again threw in.

But Stumm, who had meanwhile been
making serious preparations to leave, shook
his head animatedly. ÒNo! I canÕt explain so
briefly whatÕs involved,Óhe said resolutely,
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Òbut this Congressought not to be blown out
of proportion! Ó
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50

AGATHE FINDS ULRICH ÕS DIARY

While Ulrich was personally escorting the
parting guest to the door, Agathe, defying an
inner self-reproach, carried out something
she had decided on with lightning speed.
Even before StummÕs intrusion, and again a
second time in his presence, her eye had
been caught by a pile of loose papers lying in
one of the drawers of the desk, on both occa-
sions through a suppressed motion of her
brother Õs, which had given the impression
that he would have liked to refer to these pa-
pers during the conversation but could not
make up his mindÑindeed, deliberately re-
frained from doing so. Her intimacy with
him had allowed her to sensethis more than



guessit on any substantive basis, and in the
same way she also understood that this con-
cealment must be connected with the two of
them. Sowhen he was barely out of the room
she opened the drawer, doing so, whether it
was justified or not, with that feeling which
furthers quick decisions and does not admit
moral scruples. But the notes that she took
up in her hands, with many things crossed
out, loosely connected and not always easily
decipherable, immediately imposed a slower
tempo on her passionate curiosity.

ÒIs love an emotion? This question may
at first glance seem nonsensical, since it ap-
pears so certain that the entire nature of love
is a process of feeling; the correct answer is
the more surprising: for emotion is really the
least part of love! Looked at merely as emo-
tion, love is hardly as intense and over-
whelming, and in any event not as strongly
marked, as a toothache.Ó
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The second, equally odd note ran: ÒA
man may love his dog and his wife. A child
may love a dog more dearly than a man his
wife. One person loves his profession, anoth-
er politics. Mostly, we seem to love general
conditions; I meanÑif we donÕt happen to
hate themÑtheir inscrutable way of working
in concert, which I might call their Ôhorse-
stall feelingÕ: we are contentedly at home in
our life the way a horse is in its stall!

ÒBut what does it mean to bring all
these things that are so disparate together
under the same word, loveÕ? A primordial
idea has settled in my mind, alongside doubt
and derision: Everything in the world is love!
Love is the gentle, divine nature of the world,
covered by ashes but inextinguishable! I
wouldnÕt know how to expresswhat I under-
stand by ÔnatureÕ; but if I abandon myself to
the idea as a whole without worrying about
it, I feel it with a remarkably natural cer-
tainty. At least at moments.Ó
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Agathe blushed, for the following
entries began with her name. ÒAgathe once
showed me places in the Bible; I still vaguely
remember how they ran and have decided to
write them down: ÔEverything that happens
in love happens in God, for God is love.ÕAnd
a secondsays:ÔLove is from God, and whoso-
ever loves God is born of God.ÕBoth these
placesstand in obvious contradiction to each
other: in one, love comes from God; in the
other, it is God!

ÒTherefore the attempts to express the
relationship of ÔloveÕ to the world seem
fraught with difficulty even for the en-
lightened person; how should the uninstruc-
ted understanding not fail to grasp it? That I
called love the nature of the world was noth-
ing but an excuse; it leaves the choice en-
tirely open to say that the pen and inkpot I
am writing with consist of love in the moral
realm of truth, or in the empirical realm of
reality. But then how in reality? Would they
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then consist of love or would they be its con-
sequences, the embodying phenomenon or
intimation? Are they already themselves
love, or is love only what they would be in
their totality? Are they love by nature, or are
we talking about a supranatural reality? And
what about this Ôin truth Õ? Is it a truth for the
more heightened understanding, or for the
blessedly ignorant? Is it the truth of think-
ing, or an incomplete symbolic connection
that will reveal its meaning completely only
in the universality of mental events as-
sembled around God?What of this have I ex-
pressed? More or less everything and
nothing!

ÒI could also just aswell have said about
love that it is divine reason, the Neoplatonic
logos. Or just as well something else: Love is
the lap of the world: the gentle lap of unself-
conscious happening. Or, again differently:
O seaof love, about which only the drowning
man, not the ship-borne traveler, knows! All
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these allusive exclamations can transmit
their meaning only because one is as un-
trustworthy as another.

ÒMost honest is the feeling: how tiny
the earth is in space, and how man, mere
nothing compared with the merest child, is
thrown on the resources of love! But that is
nothing more than the naked cry for love,
without a trace of an answer!

ÒYet I might perhaps speak in this way
without exaggerating my words into empti-
ness: There is a condition in the world the
sight of which is barred to us, but that things
sometimes expose here or there when we
find ourselves in a state that is excited in a
particular way. And only in this state do we
glimpse that things are Ômade of love.ÕAnd
only in it, too, do we grasp what it signifies.
And only this state is then real, and we
would only then be true.

256/1856



ÒThat would be a description I would
not have to retract in any part. But then, I
also have nothing to add to it!Ó

Agathe was astonished. In these secret
entries Ulrich was holding himself back
much less than usual. And although she un-
derstood that he allowed himself to do this,
even for himself, only under the reservation
of secrecy, she still imagined she could see
him before her, stirred and irresolute, in the
act of opening his arms toward something.

The notes went on: ÒThat, too, is a no-
tion reason itself might almost chance upon,
although to be sure only reason that has to
some extent managed to get out of its passive
position: imagining the All-Loving as the
Eternal Artist. He loves creation as long as
he is creating it, but his love turns away from
the finished portions. For the artist must also
love what is most hateful in order to shapeit,
but what he has already shaped, even if it is
good, cools him off; it becomes so bereft of
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love that he hardly still understands himself
in it, and the moments when his love returns
to delight in what it has done are rare and
unpredictable. And so one could also think:
What lords over us loves what it creates; but
this love approachesand withdraws from the
finished part of creation in a long ebbing
flow and a short returning swell. This idea
fits the fact that souls and things of the world
are like dead people who are sometimes
reawakened for seconds.Ó

Then came a few other quick entries,
which looked as if they were only tentative.

ÒA lion under the morning sky! A uni-
corn in the moonlight! You have the choice
between loveÕs fire and rifle fire. Therefore
there are at least two basic conditions: love
and violence. And without doubt it is viol-
ence, not love, that keeps the world moving
and from going to sleep!
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ÒHere the assumption might also, of
course, be woven in that the world has be-
come sinful. Before, love and paradise. That
means: the world as it is, sin! The possible
world, love!

ÒAnother dubious question: The philo-
sophers imagine God as a philosopher, as
pure spirit; wouldnÕt it make sense,then, for
officers to imagine Him asan officer? But I, a
mathematician, imagine the divine being as
love? How did I arrive at that?

ÒAnd how are we to participate without
more ado in one of the Eternal Artist Õs most
intimate experiences?Ó

The writing broke off. But then AgatheÕs
face was again suffused with a blush when,
without raising her eyes,she took up the next
page and read on:

ÒLately Agathe and I have frequently
had a remarkable experience! When we un-
dertook our expeditions into town. When the
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weather is especially fine the world looks
quite cheerful and harmonious, so that you
really donÕt pay attention to how different all
its component parts are, according to their
age and nature. Everything stands and
moves with the greatest naturalness. And
yet, remarkably, there is in such an appar-
ently incontrovertible condition of the
present something that leads into a desert;
something like an unsuccessful proposal of
love, or some similar exposure, the moment
one does not unreservedly participate in it.

ÒAlong our way we find ourselves walk-
ing through the narrow violet-blue streets of
the city, which above,where they open to the
light, burn like fire. Or we step out of this
tactile blue into a square over which the sun
freely pours its light; then the housesaround
the square stand there looking taken back
and, as it were, placed against the wall, but
no less expressively, and as if someone had
scratched them with the fine lines of an
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engraving tool, lines that make everything
too distinct. And at such a moment we do not
know whether all this self-fulfilled beauty ex-
cites us profoundly or has nothing at all to do
with us. Both are the case. This beauty
stands on a razorÕs edge between desire and
grief

ÒBut doesnot the sight of beauty always
have this effect of brightening the grief of or-
dinary life and darkening its gaiety? It seems
that beauty belongs to a world whose depths
hold neither grief nor gaiety. Perhaps in that
world even beauty itself does not exist, but
merely some kind of almost indescribable,
cheerful gravity, and its name arises only
through the refraction of its nameless
splendor in our ordinary atmosphere. We are
both seeking this world, Agathe and I,
without yet being able to make up our
minds; we move along its borders and cau-
tiously enjoy the profound emanation at
those points where it is still mingled with the
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powerful lights of every day and is almost

invisible! ,,

It seemedas if Ulrich, through his sud-
den idea of speaking of an Eternal Artist, had
been led to bring the question of beauty into
his observations, especially since, for its part,
beauty also expressedthe oversensitivity that
had arisen between brother and sister. But at
the sametime he had changedhis manner of
thinking. In this new sequenceof entries he
proceeded no longer from his dominant
ideas as they faded down to the vanishing
point of his experiences, but from the fore-
ground, which was clearer but, in a few
places that he noted, really too clear, and
again almost permeable by the background.

Thus Ulrich went on. ÒI said to Agathe:
ÔApparently beauty is nothing other than
having been loved.ÕFor to love something
and beautify it is one and the same. And to
propagate its love and make others see its
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beauty is also one and the same. ThatÕs why
everything can appear beautiful, and
everything beautiful, ugly; in both cases it
will depend on us no less than it compels us
from outside, because love has no causality
and knows no fixed sequence.IÕm not certain
how much IÕve said about that, but it also ex-
plains this other impression that we have so
vividly on our walks: We look at people and
want to share in the joy that is in their faces;
but these faces also radiate a discomfiture
and an almost uncanny repulsion. It eman-
ates, too, from the houses, clothes, and
everything that they have created for them-
selves.When I considered what the explana-
tion for this might be, I was led to a further
group of ideas, and through that back to my
first notes, which were apparently so
fantastic.

ÒA city such asours, lovely and old, with
its superb architectural stamp, which over
the course of ageshas arisen from changing
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taste, is a single great witness to the capacity
for loving and the incapacity for loving long.
The proud sequenceof this cityÕs structures
represents not only a great history but also a
constant change in the direction of thought.
Looked at in this manner, the city is a mut-
ability that has become a chain of stone and
that surveys itself differently every quarter
century in order to be right, in the end, for
eternal ages. Its mute eloquence is that of
dead lips, and the more enchantingly seduct-
ive it is, the more violently it must evoke, in
its most profound moment of pleasing and of
expropriation, blind resistance and horror. Ó

ÒIt Õs ridiculous, but tempting, ÓAgathe
responded to that. ÒIn that casethe swallow-
tail coats of these dawdlers, or the funny
caps officers wear on their heads like pots,
would have to be beautiful, for they are most
decidedly loved by their owners and dis-
played for love, and enjoy the favor of
women!Ó
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ÒWe made a game of it too. In a kind of
merry bad temper we enjoyed it to the ut-
most and for a while askedourselvesat every
step, in opposition to life: What, for example,
does the red on that dress over there mean
by being so red? Or what are these blues and
yellows and whites really doing on the collars
of those uniforms? And why in GodÕs name
are the ladiesÕ parasols round and not
square? We asked ourselves what the Greek
pediment of the Parliament building was
after, with its legs astraddle? Either Ôdoing a
split Õas only a dancer or a pair of compasses
can, or disseminating classicalbeauty? If you
put yourself back that way into a preliminary
state in which you are not touched by feel-
ings, and where you do not infuse things
with the emotions that they complacently ex-
pect, you destroy the faith and loyalty of ex-
istence. It Õs like watching someone eat si-
lently, without sharing his appetite: You
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suddenly perceive only swallowing move-
ments, which look in no way enviable.

ÒI call that cutting oneself off from the
ÔmeaningÕof life. To clarify this, I might be-
gin with how we unquestionably seek the
firm and solid in life asurgently asa land an-
imal that has fallen into the water. This
makes us overestimate the significance of
knowledge, justice, and reason, as well as the
necessity of compulsion and violence. Per-
haps I shouldnÕt say overestimate; but in any
case,by far the greatest number of manifest-
ations of our life rest on the mind Õs insecur-
ity. Faith, supposition, assumption, intima-
tion, wish, doubt, inclination, demand, pre-
judice, persuasion, exemplification, personal
views, and other conditions of semi-certainty
predominate among them. And because
meaning, on this scale, lies roughly halfway
between reasoning and capriciousness, I am
applying its name to the whole. If what we
express with words, no matter how
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magnificent they are, is mostly just a mean-
ing, an opinion, then what we express
without words is always one.

ÒTherefore I say: Our reality, as far as it
is dependent on us, is for the most part only
an expression of opinion, although we
ascribe every imaginable kind of importance
to it. We may give our lives a specific mani-
festation in the stones of buildings: it is al-
ways done for the sake of a meaning we im-
pute to it. We may kill or sacrifice ourselves:
we are acting only on the basis of a supposi-
tion. I might even say that all our passions
are mere suppositions; how often we err in
them; we can fall into them merely out of a
longing for decisiveness! And also, doing
something out of ÔfreeÕwill really assumes
that it is merely being done at the instigation
of an opinion. For some time Agathe and I
have been sensitive to a certain hauntedness
in the empirical world. Every detail in which
our surroundings manifest themselves
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Ôspeaks to us.ÕIt means something. It shows
that it has come into being with a purpose
that is by no means fleeting. It is, to be sure,
only an opinion, but it appears as a convic-
tion. It is merely a sudden idea, but acts as if
it were an unshakable will. Agesand centur-
ies stand upright with legs firmly planted,
but behind them a voice whispers: Rubbish!
Never has the Hour Struck, never has the
Time Come!

ÒIt seems to be willfulness, but it en-
ablesme to understand what I seeif I note in
addition: This opposition between the self-
obsession that puffs out the chest of
everything we have created in all its
splendor, and the secret trait of being given
up and abandoned, which likewise begins
with the first minute, is wholly and com-
pletely in agreement with my calling
everything merely an opinion. By this means
we recognize that we are in a peculiar situ-
ation. For every attribution of meaning
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shows the same double peculiarity: as long
as it is new it makes us impatient with every
opposing meaning (when red parasols are
having their day, blue ones are
ÔimpossibleÕÑbut something similar is also
true of our convictions); yet it is the second
peculiarity of every meaning that it is never-
thelessgiven up with time, entirely of its own
accord and just as surely, when it is no
longer new. I once said that reality doesaway
with itself. It could now be put like this: If
man is for the most part only proclaiming
meanings, he is never entirely and endur-
ingly proclaiming himself; but even if he can
never completely expresshimself, he will try
it in the most various ways, and in doing so
acquires a history. So he has a history only
out of weakness,it seemsto me, although the
historians understandably enough consider
the ability to make history a particular badge
of distinction! Ó
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Here Ulrich seemed to have embarked
on a digression, but he continued in this dir-
ection: ÒAnd this is apparently the reason
why I have to take note of this today: History
happens, events happenÑ even art hap-
pensÑfrom a lack of happiness. But such a
lack does not lie in circumstancesÑin other
words, in their not allowing happiness to
reach usÑbut in our emotions. Our feeling
bears the cross of this double aspect: it suf-
fers no other beside itself and itself does not
endure. By this means everything connected
with it acquires the aspect of being valid for
eternity, but we all nonetheless strive to
abandon the creations of our feelings and
change the meanings that are expressed in
them. For a feeling changesin the instant of
its existence; it has no duration or identity; it
must be consummated anew. Emotions are
not only changeableand inconstantÑas they
are well taken to beÑbut the instant they
werenÕt, they would become so. They are not
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genuine when they last. They must always
arise anew if they are to endure, and even in
doing this they become different emotions.
An anger that lasted five days would no
longer be anger but be a mental disorder; it
transforms itself into either forgiveness or
preparations for revenge, and something
similar goes on with all the emotions.

ÒOur emotions always seeka foothold in
what they form and shape,and always find it
for a while. But Agathe and I feel an im-
prisoned ghostliness in our surroundings,
the reverse magnetism of two connected
poles, the recall in the call, the mobility of
supposedly fixed walls; we see and hear it
suddenly. To have stumbled Into a timeÕ
seems to us like an adventure, and dubious
company. We find ourselves in the en-
chanted forest. And although we cannot en-
compass Ôour ownÕdifferently constituted
feeling, indeed hardly know what it is, we
suffer anxiety about it and would like to hold
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it fast. But how do you hold a feeling fast?
How could one linger at the highest stage of
rapture, if indeed there were any way of get-
ting there at all? Basically this is the only
question that preoccupies us. We have
inti mations of an emotion removed from the
entropy of the other emotions. It stands like
a miraculous, motionless shadow in the flow
before us. But would it not have to arrest the
world in its course in order to exist? I arrive
at the conclusion that it cannot be a feeling
in the same sense as the other feelings.Ó

And suddenly Ulrich concluded: ÒSo I
come back to the question: Is love an emo-
tion? I think not. Love is an ecstasy.And God
Himself, in order to be able to lastingly love
the world and, with the love of God-the-
Artist, also embrace what has already
happened, must be in a constant state of ec-
stasy. This is the only form in which he may
be imaginedÑÓ

Here he had broken off this entry.
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51

GREAT CHANGES

Ulrich had personally escorted the General
out with the intention of discovering what he
might have to say in confidence. As he ac-
companied him down the stairs, he sought at
first to offer a harmless explanation for hav-
ing distanced himself from Diotima and the
others, so that the real reason would remain
unstated. But Stumm was not satisfied, and
asked:ÒWere you insulted?Ó

ÒNot in the least.Ó

ÒThen you had no right to!Ó Stumm
replied firmly.

But the changes in the Parallel Cam-
paign, about which in his withdrawal from



the world Ulrich had not had the least ink-
ling, now had an invigorating effect on him,
as if a window had suddenly been thrown
open in a stuffy hall, and he continued: ÒI
would still like to find out whatÕs really going
on. Since youÕve decided to open my eyes
halfway, please finish the job!Ó

Stumm stopped, supporting his sword
on the stone of the step, and raised his
glance to his friend Õs face; a broad gesture,
which lasted the longer in that Ulrich was
standing one step higher: ÒNothing IÕd like
better,Óhe said.ÒThatÕs the reason I came.Ó

Ulrich calmly began to interrogate him.
ÒWhoÕs working against Leinsdorf ? Tnzzi
and Diotima? Or the Ministry of War with
you and ArnheimÑ? Ó

ÒMy dear friend, youÕre stumbling
through abysses!ÓStumm interrupted him.
ÒAnd blindly walking past the simple truth,
the way all intellectuals seem to do! Above
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all, I beg you to be convinced that I have
passedon LeinsdorfÕs wish to have you visit
him and Diotima only as the most selfless
favorÑ Ó

ÔTour officer Õs word of honor?Ó

The GeneralÕs mood turned sunny. ÒIf
youÕre going to remind me of the spartan
honor of my profession, you conjure up the
danger that I really will start lying to you; for
there might be an order from above that
would obligate me to do so. So IÕd rather give
you my private word of honor,Óhe said with
dignity, and continued by way of explana-
tion: ÒI was even intending to confide to you
that recently I have seen myself at times
compelled to reflect upon such difficulties; I
find myself lying often these days, with the
ease of a hog wallowing in garbage.ÓSud-
denly he turned completely toward his more
elevated friend and added the question:
ÒHow does it happen that lying is so agree-
able, assuming you have an excuse? Just
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speaking the truth seems absolutely unpro-
ductive and frivolous by comparison! If you
could tell me that, it would be, straight out,
one of the reasons I came to hunt you up.Ó

ÒThen tell me honestly whatÕs going
on,ÓUlrich asked, unyielding.

ÒIn total honesty, and also quite simply:
I donÕt know! ÓStumm protested.

ÒBut you have a mission!Ó Ulrich
probed.

The General answered: ÒIn spite of your
truly unfriendly disappearance, I have
stepped over the corpse of my self-respect to
confide this mission to you. But it is a partial
mission. A teeny commission. I am now a
little wheel. A tiny thread. A little Cupid who
has been left with only a single arrow in his
quiver! Ó Ulrich observed the portly figure
with the gold buttons. Stumm had definitely
becomemore self-reliant; he did not wait for
Ulrich Õs response but set himself in motion
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toward the door, his sword clanking on every
step. And as the entry hall, whose noble fur-
nishings would otherwise have instilled in
him a reverence for the master of the house,
arched up over the two of them as they came
down, he said over his shoulder to this mas-
ter: ÒIt Õs clear you still have not quite grasped
that the Parallel Campaign is now no longer
a private or family undertaking but a politic-
al process of international stature!Ó

ÒSo now itÕs being run by the Foreign
Minister? ÓUlrich volleyed.

ÒApparently.Ó

ÒAnd consequently Tuzzi?Ó

ÒPresumably; but I donÕt know,ÓStumm
quickly added. ÒAnd of course he acts as if he
knows nothing at all! You know what heÕs
like: these diplomats pretend to be ignorant
even when they really are!Ó
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They walked through the front door,
and the carriage drove up. Suddenly Stumm
turned, confidingly and comically pleading,
to Ulrich: ÒBut thatÕs why you should really
start frequenting the house again, so that we
have a quasi-confidant there!Ó

Ulrich smiled at this scheming, and laid
his arm around the GeneralÕs shoulder; he
felt reminded of Diotima. ÒWhat is she up
to?Óhe asked. ÒDoes she now recognize the
man in Tuzzi?Ó

ÒWhat sheÕs up to?Óthe General respon-
ded, vexed. ÒShe gives the impression of be-
ing irritated. ÓAnd he added good-naturedly:
ÒTo the discriminating glance, perhaps even
a moving impression. The Ministry of Educa-
tion gives her hardly any other assignments
than deciding whether the patriotic associ-
ation Wiener Schnitzel should be allowed to
march in the parade, or a group called Roast
Beef with Dumplings as wellÑ Ó
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Ulrich interrupted him suspiciously.
ÒNow youÕre talking about the Ministry of
Education? WerenÕt you just saying that the
Foreign Ministry had appropriated the
campaign?Ó

ÒBut look, maybe the Schnitzels are
really the affair of the Interior Ministry. Or
the Ministry of Trade. Who can predict?Ó
Stumm instructed him. ÒBut in any case,the
Congressfor World Peaceas a whole belongs
to the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, to the ex-
tent that itÕs not already owned by the two
Ministerial Presidiums. Ó

Ulrich interrupted him again. ÒAnd the
War Ministry is nowhere in your thoughts at
all?Ó

ÒDonÕt be so suspicious!ÓStumm said
calmly. ÒOf course the War Ministry takes
the most active interest in a congress for
world peace; I would say no less an interest
than police headquarters would take in an
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international congressof anarchists. But you
know what these civilian ministries are like:
they wonÕt grant even a toehold to the likes
of us!Ó

ÒAndÑ?ÓUlrich asked, for StummÕs in-
nocence still made him suspicious.

ÒThereÕs no ÔandÕ!ÓStumm assuredhim.
ÒYouÕre rushing things! If a dangerous busi-
ness involves several ministries, then one of
them wants to either shove it off on, or take
it away from, one of the others; in both cases
the result of theseefforts is the creation of an
inter-ministerial commission. You only need
to remind yourself how many committees
and subcommittees the Parallel Campaign
had to create at the beginning, when Diotima
was still in full command of its energies; and
I can assureyou that our blessedcouncil was
a still life compared with whatÕs being
worked up today!ÓThe carriage was waiting,
the coachman sitting bolt upright on his
coach box, but Stumm gazed irresolutely
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through the open vehicle into the bright-
green garden that opened beyond. ÒPerhaps
you can give me a little-known word with
Inter Õin it?Ó he asked, and toted up with
prompting nods of his head: ÒInteresting, in-
terministerial, international, intercurrent,
intermediate, interpellation, interdicted, in-
ternal, and a few more; because now you
hear them at the General Staff messmore of-
ten than the word Ôsausage.ÕBut if I were to
come up with an entirely new word, I could
create a sensation!Ó

Ulrich steered the GeneralÕs thoughts
back to Diotima. It made sense to him that
the highest mandate came from the Ministry
of Foreign Affairs, from which it in all prob-
ability followed that the reins were in TuzziÕs
hands: but then, how could another ministry
offend this powerful manÕs wife? At this
question Stumm disconsolately shrugged his
shoulders. ÒYou still havenÕt got it through
your head that the Parallel Campaign is an
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affair of state!Óhe responded, adding spon-
taneously: ÒTuzzi is slyer than we thought.
He himself would never have been able to
ascribe such a thing to it, but interministerial
technology has allowed him to hand over his
wife to another ministry! Ó

Ulrich began to laugh softly. From the
messageclothed in these rather odd words
he could vividly imagine both people: magni-
ficent DiotimaÑthe power station, as Agathe
called herÑand the smaller, spare Section
Chief, for whom he had an absolutely inex-
plicable sympathy, although he knew Tuzzi
looked down on him. It was fear of the
moon-nights of the soul that drew him to
this manÕs rational feelings, which were as
dryly masculine as an empty cigarette case.
And yet, when they had broken over the head
of this diplomat, the sufferings of the soul
had brought him to the point of seeing in
everyone and everything only pacifist in-
trigues; for pacifism was for Tuzzi the most
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intelligible representation of soulful tender-
ness! Ulrich recalled that Tuzzi had finally
come to regard Arnheim Õs increasingly open
efforts concerning the Galician oil fieldsÑin-
deed, his efforts concerning his own wifeÑas
merely a divertissement whose purpose was
to deflect attention from a secret enterprise
of a pacifistic nature: so greatly had the
events in his house confused Tuzzi! He must
have suffered unbearably, and it was under-
standable: the spiritual passion that he
found himself unexpectedly confronting not
only offended his concept of honor, just as
physical adultery would have done, but
struck directly and contemptuously at his
very ability to form concepts, which in older
men is the true retirement home of manly
dignity.

And Ulrich cheerfully continued his
thought aloud: ÒApparently the moment his
wifeÕs patriotic campaign became the object
of pub-he teasing, Tuzzi completely regained
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control over his lost mental faculties, as be-
fits a high official. It must have been then at
the latest that he recognized all over again
that more things are going on in the lap of
world history than would find room in a wo-
manÕs lap, and your Congress for World
Peace,which turned up like a foundling, will
have woken him with a start! ÓWith coarse
satisfaction, Ulrich depicted to himself the
murky, ghost-ridden state that must have
come first, and then this awakening, which
perhaps did not even have to be associated
with a feeling of awakening; for the moment
the souls of Arnheim and Diotima, wander-
ing around in veils, started to touch down in
reality, Tuzzi, freed from every haunting
spirit, again found himself in that realm of
necessity in which he had spent almost his
entire life. ÒSo now heÕs getting rid of all
those friends of his wifeÕs who are saving the
world and uplifting the Fatherland? They al-
ways were a thorn in his side!Ó Ulrich
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exclaimed with great satisfaction, and turned
queryingly to his companion.

Stumm, portly and lost in thought, was
still standing in the doorway. ÒSo far as I
know, he told his wife that sheowed it to him
and his position, especially under these
changed conditions, to bring the Parallel
Campaign to an honorable conclusion. She
would get a decoration. But she had to en-
trust herself to the protection and insights of
the ministry he had selected for that pur-
pose,Óhe reported conscientiously.

ÒAnd so heÕs made peace with youÑI
mean, with the Ministry of War and
Arnheim?Ó

ÒIt looks that way. Becauseof the Peace
Congress,he seemsto have argued with the
government for support of the rapid mod-
ernization of our artillery, and with the Min-
ister of War concerning the political con-
sequences.It is said that he wants to push
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the necessary laws through Parliament with
the help of the German parties, and for that
reason is now counseling a German line in
domestic politics. Diotima told me that
herself.Ó

ÒWait a minute! Ó Ulrich interrupted.
ÒGerman line? IÕve forgotten everything!Ó

ÒQuite simple! He always said that
everything German was a misfortune for us;
and now heÕs saying the opposite.Ó

Ulrich objected that Section Chief Tuzzi
never expressed himself so unambiguously.

ÒBut he does to his wife,Ó Stumm
replied. ÒAnd between her and me thereÕs a
kind of bond ordained by fate.Ó

ÒWell, how do things stand between her
and Arnheim?Óasked Ulrich, who was at the
moment more interested in Diotima than in
the concerns of the government. ÒHe no
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longer needs her; and I suppose thatÕs mak-
ing his soul suffer!Ó

Stumm shook his head. ÒThatÕs appar-
ently not so simple either! Óhe declared with
a sigh.

Up to now he had answered Ulrich Õs
questions conscientiously but without emo-
tion, and perhaps for that very reason relat-
ively sensibly. But since the mention of Di-
otima and Arnheim, he looked as if he
wanted to come out with a quite different
story, which seemedto him more important
than TuzziÕs finding himself. ÒYou might
have long thought that Arnheim had had
enough of her,Óhe now began. ÒBut theyÕre
Great Souls! It may be that you can under-
stand something about such souls, but they
are them! You canÕt say, was there
something between them or was there noth-
ing between them? Today they still talk the
way they used to, except that you have the
feeling: now there definitely isnÕt anything
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between them: TheyÕre always talking in
what you might call last wordsÕ!Ó

Ulrich, remembering what Bonadea,the
practitioner of love, had told him about its
theoretician, Diotima, held up to StummÕs
own, more measured statement that Diotima
was a manual of love. The General smiled
thoughtfully at this. ÒPerhaps we arenÕt
judging it from a broad enough perspective,Ó
he generalized discreetly. ÒLet me preface
this by saying that before her I never heard a
woman talk that way; and when she starts
talking, itÕs like having ice bags all over me.
Besides, sheÕs doing this less often now; but
when it occurs to her even today she speaks,
for instance, of this World PeaceCongressas
a Ôpan-erotic human experience,Õand then I
feel myself all of a sudden unmanned by her
cleverness.ButÓÑand he intensified the sig-
nificance of his words by a brief
pauseÑÓthere must be something in
itÑsome need, some so-called characteristic
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of the ageÑ becauseeven in the War Min-
istry theyÕre beginning to talk that way now.
Since this Congress has turned up, you can
hear officers of the General Staff talking
about love of peaceand love of mankind the
way they talk about the Model 7 machine gun
or the Model 82 medical supply wagon! It Õs
absolutely nauseating!Ó

ÒIs that why you called yourself a disap-
pointed specialist in love just now?ÓUlrich
interjected.

ÒYes,my friend. You have to excuseme:
I couldnÕt stand hearing you talk so one-
sidedly! But officially I derive great profit
from all these things.Ó

ÒAnd you no longer have any enthusi-
asm for the Parallel Campaign, for the celeb-
ration of great ideas, and such things?ÓUl-
rich probed out of curiosity.

ÒEven such an experienced woman as
your cousin has had enough of culture,Óthe
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General replied. ÒI mean culture for its own
sake. Besides, even the greatest idea canÕt
stop your ears from getting boxed!Ó

ÒBut it can causesomeoneelseÕs getting
his ears boxed next time.Ó

ÒThatÕs right, Ó Stumm conceded. ÒBut
only if you use the spirit/ or something, not if
you serve it selflessly!ÓThen he looked up at
Ulrich, curious to enjoy along with him the
effect of his next words, and lowering his
voice expectantl y, certain of success,he ad-
ded: ÒBut even if I would like to, I canÕt any-
more: I Õve been removed!Ó

ÒIÕm impressed!ÓUlrich exclaimed, in-
stinctively acknowledging the insight of the
military authorities. But then he followed an-
other sudden idea and said quickly: ÒTuzzi
got you into this mess!Ó

ÒNot a bit of it! ÓStumm protested, sure
of himself.
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Up to this point the conversation had
taken place in the vicinity of the door, and
besides the two men there was a third parti-
cipant who was waiting for them to finish,
staring straight ahead so motionlessly that
for him the world stopped between the ears
of two pairs of horses. Only his fists in their
white cotton gloves, through which the reins
ran, surreptitiously moved in irregular,
soothing rhythms, because the horses, not
quite so accessible to military discipline as
people, were getting more and more bored
with waiting, and were pulling impatiently at
their harnesses. At last the General com-
manded this man to take the carriage to the
gate and exercise the horses there until he
got in; he then invited Ulrich to walk through
the garden on foot, so that he could fill him
in properly about what had gone on, without
being overheard.

But Ulrich thought he saw vividly what
it was all about, and at first didn Õt let Stumm
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get a word in. ÒIt makes no difference wheth-
er Tuzzi took you out of the game or not,Óhe
said, Òfor in this matter you are, if you will
excuse me, only a minor figure. WhatÕs im-
portant is that almost at the very moment
when he began to get suspicious on account
of the Congressand began to face a difficult
and onerous test, he simplified his political
as well as his personal situation the quickest
way he could. He went to work like a seacap-
tain who hears of a big storm coming and
doesnÕt let himself be influenced by the still-
dreaming ocean. Tuzzi has now allied him-
self with what repelled him be-
foreÑArnheim, your military policies, the
German lineÑand he would also have allied
himself with the efforts of his wife if, in the
circumstances, it had not been more useful
to wreck them. I donÕt know how I should
put it. Is it that life becomes easy if one
doesnÕt bother with emotions but merely
keeps to oneÕs goal; or is it a murderous
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enjoyment to calculate with the emotions in-
stead of suffering from them? It seemsto me
I know what the devil felt when he threw a
fistful of salt into life Õs ambrosia!Ó

The General was all fired up. ÒBut thatÕs
what I told you at the beginning!Ó he ex-
claimed. ÒI only happened to be talking
about lies, but genuine malice is, in all its
forms, an extraordinarily exciting thing!
Even Leinsdorf, for instance, has redis-
covered a predilection for realpolitik and
says: Realpolitik is the opposite of what you
would like to do! Ó

Ulrich went on: ÒWhat makes the differ-
ence is that before, Tuzzi was always con-
fused by what Diotima and Arnheim were
talking about together; but now it can only
make him happy, because the loquacity of
people who arenÕt able to seal off their feel-
ings always gives a third person all sorts of
footholds. He no longer needs to listen to it
with his inner ear, which he was never good
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at, but only with the outer, and thatÕs roughly
the difference between swallowing a disgust-
ing snake or beating it to death!Ó

ÒWhat?ÓStumm asked.

ÒSwallowing it or beating it to death! Ó

ÒNo, that bit about the ears!Ó

ÒI meant to say: it was fortunate for him
that he retreated from the inward side of
feeling to the outward side. But perhaps that
might still not make senseto you; itÕs just an
idea I have.Ó

ÒNo, you put it very well!ÓStumm pro-
tested. ÒBut why are we using others as ex-
amples? Diotima and Arnheim are Great
Souls, and for that reason alone itÕll never
work right! ÓThey were strolling along a path
but had not got very far; the General
stopped. ÒAnd what happened to me isnÕt
just an army story!Óhe informed his admired
friend.
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Ulrich realized he hadnÕt given him a
chance to speak, and apologized. ÒSo you
didn Õt fall on account of Tuzzi?Ó he asked
politely.

ÒA general may perhaps stumble over a
civilian minister, but not over a civilian sec-
tion chief,Ó Stumm reported proudly and
matter-of-fac tl y. ÒI believe I stumbled over
an idea!ÓAnd he began to tell his story.
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52

TO HER DISPLEASURE, AGATHE IS
CONFRONTED WITH A HISTORICAL
SYNOPSIS OF THE PSYCHOLOGY OF

THE EMOTIONS

Agathe, meanwhile, had come upon a new
group of pages, in which her brother Õs notes
continued in a quite different manner. It ap-
peared that he had suddenly made up his
mind to ascertain what an emotion was, and
to do this conceptually and in a dry fashion.
He also must have called up all manner of
things from his memory, or read them spe-
cifically for this purpose, for the papers were
covered with notes relating in part to the his-
tory and in part to the analysis of the concept
of the emotions; altogether, it formed a



collection of fragments whose inner coher-
ence was not immediately apparent.

Agathe first found a hint about what
had moved him to do this in the phrase Òa
matter of emotion! Ówhich was written in the
margin at the beginning; for she now re-
membered the conversation, with its pro-
found oscillations that bared the foundations
of the soul, which she and her brother had
had on this subject in their cousinÕs house.
And she could seethat if one wanted to find
out what a matter of emotions was, one had
to ask oneself, whether one liked it or not,
what emotion was.

This served her as a guide, for the
entries began by saying that everything that
happens among people has its origin either
in feelings or in the privation of feelings; but
without regard to that, an answer to the
question of what an emotion was could not
be gained with certainty from the entire im-
mense literature that had grappled with the
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issue, for even the most recent accomplish-
ments, which Ulrich really did think were ad-
vances,called for an act of trust of no small
degree. As far as Agathe could see, he had
not taken psychoanalysis into account, and
this surprised her at first, for like all people
stimulated by literature, she had heard it
spoken of more than other lands of psycho-
logy. Ulrich said he was leaving it out not be-
cause he didn Õt recognize the considerable
merits of this significant theory, which was
full of new conceptsand had been the first to
teach how many things could be brought to-
gether that in all earlier periods had been an-
archic private experience, but because its
method was not really appropriate to his
present purpose in a way that would be
worthy of its quite demanding self-aware-
ness.He laid out ashis task, first, to compare
the existing major answers to the question of
what emotion is, and went on to note that on
the whole, only three answers could be
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ascertained, none of which stood out so
clearly as to entirely negate the others.

Then followed sketchesthat were meant
to work this out: ÒThe oldest but today still
quite prevalent way of representing feeling
proceeds from the conviction that clear dis-
tinctions can be made among the state of
feeling, its causes,and its effects. This meth-
od understands by the emotions a variety of
inner experiences that are fundamentally
distinct from other landsÑand these are, ac-
cording to this view, sensation, thinking, and
willing. This view is popular and has long
been traditional, and it is natural for it to re-
gard emotion as a state. This is not neces-
sary, but it comesabout under the vague im-
pression of the perception that at every mo-
ment of an emotion, and in the middle of its
dynamic changes, we can not only distin-
guish that we are feeling but also experience,
as something apparently static, that we are
persisting in a state of feeling.
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ÒThe more modern way of representing
emotion, on the other hand, proceeds from
the observation that it is most intimately as-
sociated with action and expression; and it
follows both that this view is inclined to con-
sider emotion as a process and that it does
not direct its attention to emotion alone but
sees it as a whole, together with its origin
and forms of expression. This approach ori-
ginated in physiology and biology, and its ef-
forts were first directed at a physiological ex-
planation of spiritual processesor, more em-
phatically, at the physical totality in which
spiritual manifestations are also involved.
The results of this can be summarized as the
second main answer to the problem of the
nature of emotion.

ÒBut directing the thirst for knowledge
toward the whole instead of its constituent
elements, and toward reality instead of a
preconceived notion, also distinguishes the
more recent psychological investigations of
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emotion from the older kinds, except that its
aims and leading ideas are naturally derived
from its own discipline. This leads these re-
cent investigations to yield a third answer to
the problem of what emotion is, an answer
that builds on the others as well as standing
on its own. This third answer, however, is no
longer in any way part of a retrospective
view, because it marks the beginning of in-
sight into the concept formation currentl y
under way or regarded as possible.

ÒI wish to add, since I mentioned earlier
the question of whether emotion is a state or
a process, that this question actually plays
just about no role at all in the developments
I have outlined, unless it be that of a weak-
ness common to all views, which is perhaps
not entirely unfounded. If I imagine an emo-
tion, as seems natural in the older manner,
assomething constant that has an effect both
inwardly and outwardly, and also receives
input from both directions, then I am
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obviously faced with not just one emotion
but an indeterminate number of alternating
emotions. For these subcategories of emo-
tion, language rarely has a plural at its dis-
posal: it knows no envies, angers, or spites.
For language these are internal variations of
an emotion, or emotion in various stagesof
development; but without question a se-
quence of stagespoints just as much toward
a processas does a sequenceof emotions. If,
on the other handÑwhich would accord with
this and also seem to be closer to the con-
temporary viewÑone believes that one is
looking at a process, then the doubt as to
what emotion Ôreally* is, and where
something stops belonging to itself and be-
comes part of its causes, consequences,or
accompanying circumstances, is not to be
solved so easily. In a later place I shall come
back to this, for such a divided answer cus-
tomarily indicates a fault in the way the
question is put; and it will, I think, become
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clear that the question of whether emotion is
a state or a process is really an illusory one,
behind which another question is lurking.
For the sakeof this possibility, about which I
canÕt make up my mind, I will let this ques-
tion stand.Ó

ÒI will now continue following the ori-
ginal doctrine of emotion, which distin-
guishes four major actions or basic states of
the soul. It goes back to classical antiquity
and is presumably a dignified remnant of an-
tiquity Õs belief that the worl d consists of the
four elements earth, air, fire, and water. In
any event, one often hears mention even
today of four particular classesof elements of
consciousness that cannot be reduced to
each other, and in the class of Ôemotion the
two feelings pleasure* and lack of pleasureÕ
usually occupy a privileged position; for they
are supposedto be either the only ones,or at
least the only ones involving emotions that
are not in any way alloyed with anything
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else. In truth they are perhaps not emotions
at all but only a coloration and shading of
feelings in which have been preserved the
original distinction between attraction and
flight, and probably also the opposition
between succeeding and failing, and other
contrasts of the originally so symmetrical
conduct of life as well. life, when it succeeds,
is pleasurable: Aristotle said it long before
Nietzsche and our time. Kant, too, said that
pleasure is the feeling of furthering life, pain
that of hindering it . And Spinoza called
pleasure the Ôtransition in man from lesser to
greater perfection.ÕPleasure has always had
this somewhat exaggeratedreputation of be-
ing an ultimate explanation (not least on the
part of those who have suspected it of
deception!).

ÒBut it can really arouse laughter in the
caseof thinkers who are not quite major and
yet are suspiciously passionate. Here let me
cite from a contemporary manual a lovely
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passageof which I would not like to lose a
single word: What appears to be more differ-
ent in kind than, for example, joy over an el-
egant solution to a mathematical problem
and joy over a good lunch! And yet both are,
as pure emotion, one and the same, namely
pleasure!ÕAlso let me add a passagefrom a
court decision that was actually handed
down just a few days ago: The purpose of
compensation is to bestow upon the injured
party the possibility of acquiring the feelings
of pleasure corresponding to his usual cir-
cumstances, which balance the absence of
pleasure caused by the injury and its con-
sequences. Applied to the present case, it
already follows from the limited choice of
feelings of pleasure that correspond to the
age of two and a quarter years, and the ease
of providing means for them, that the com-
pensation sought is too high.ÕThe penetrat-
ing clarity expressedin both these examples
permits the respectful observation that

305/1856



pleasure and the absence of pleasure will
long remain as the hee and the haw of the
doctrine of feeling.Ó

ÒIf I look around further, I discover that
this doctrine that carefully weighs pleasure
and the absenceof pleasure understands by
Ômixed feelingsÕthe connection of the ele-
ments of pleasure and lack of pleasure with
the other elements of consciousness, mean-
ing by these grief, composure, anger, and
other things upon which lay people place
such high value that they would gladly find
out more about them beyond the mere name.
ÔGeneral states of feelingÕsuch as liveliness
or depression, in which mixed feelings of the
same kind predominate, are called unity of
an emotional situation .ÕÔAffectÕis what this
connection calls an emotional situation that
occurs Ôsuddenly and violendy,Õand such a
situation that is, moreover, ÔchronicÕit calls
Ôpassion.ÕWere theories to have a moral, the
moral of this doctrine would be more or less
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contained in the words: If you take small
stepsat the beginning, you can take big leaps
later on!Ó

ÒBut in distinctions such as these, whether
there is just one pleasure and lack of pleas-
ure or perhaps several; whether besidepleas-
ure and the absenceof pleasure there are not
also other basic oppositions, for instance
whether relaxation and tension are not such
(this bears the majestic title of singularistic
and pluralistic theory); whether an emotion
might change and whether, if it changes, it
then becomes a different emotion; whether
an emotion, should it consist of a sequence
of feelings, stands in relation to these the
way genus stands in relation to species, or
the caused to its causes;whether the stages
an emotion passesthrough, assuming it is it-
self a state, are conditions of a single state or
different states, and therefore different emo-
tions; whether an emotion can bring about a
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change in itself through the actions and
thoughts it produces, or whether in this talk
about the ÔeffectÕof an emotion something as
figurative and barely real is meant as if one
were to say that the rolling out of a sheet of
steel ÔeffectsÕits thinning, or a spreading out
of clouds the overcasting of the sky: in such
distinctions traditional psychology has
achieved much that ought not to be underes-
timated. Of course one might then ask
whether love is a ÔsubstanceÕor a Ôquality Õ
and what is involved with regard to love in
terms of Ôhaeccity and Ôquiddity Õ; but is one
ever certain of not having to raise this ques-
tion yet again?Ó

ÒAll such questions contain a highly useful
sense of ordering, although considering the
unconstrained nature of emotions, this
seems slightly ridiculous and is not able to
help us much with regard to how emotions
determine our actions. This logical-
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grammatical senseof order, like a pharmacy
equipped with its hundred little drawers and
labels, is a remnant of the medieval,
Aristotelian-scholastic observation of nature,
whose magnificent logic came to grief not so
much on account of the experiences people
had with it as on account of those they had
without it. It is particularly the fault of the
developing natural sciences and their new
kind of understanding, which placed the
question of what is real aheadof the question
of what is logical; yet no less, too, the misfor-
tune that nature appears to have been wait-
ing for just such a lack of philosophy in order
to let itself be discovered, and responded
with an alacrity that is by no means yet ex-
hausted. Nevertheless, so long as this devel-
opment has not brought forth the new cos-
mic philosophical egg, it is still useful even
today to feed it occasionally from the old
bowl, as one does with laying hens. And this
is especially true for the psychology of the
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emotions. For in its buttoned-up logical in-
vestiture it was, ultimately, completely un-
productive, but the opposite is only too true
for the psychologists of emotion who came
after; for in regard to this relation between
logical raiment and productivity, they have
been, at least in the fine years of their youth,
well-nigh sans-culottes!Ó

ÒWhat should I call to mind from these be-
ginnings for more general advantage?Above
all that this more recent psychology began
with the beneficent sympathy that the med-
ical faculty has always had for the philosoph-
ical faculty, and it cleared away the older
psychology of emotion by totally ceasing to
speak of emotions and beginning to talk in-
stead about Ôinstincts Õ, Ôinstinctive acts,Õand
Ôaffects.Õ(Not that talk of man as a being
ruled by his instincts and affects was new; it
becamethe new medicine becausefrom then
on man wasexclusively to be so regarded.)
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ÒThe advantage consisted in the pro-
spect of reducing the higher human attitude
of inspiration to the general invigorated atti-
tude constructed on the basis of the powerful
natural constraints of hunger, sex, persecu-
tion, and other fundamental conditions of
life to which the soul is adapted. The se-
quencesof actions thesedetermine are called
Ôinstinctive drivesÕand these arise without
thinking or purpose whenever a stimulus
brings the relevant group of stimuli into
play, and these are similarly activated in all
animals of the same species; often, too, in
both animal and man. The individual but al-
most invariable hereditary dispositions for
this are called ÔdrivesÕ; and the term ÔaffectÕis
usually associated in this connection with a
rather vague notion according to which the
ÔaffectÕis supposed to be the experience or
the experienced aspect of the instinctive ac-
tion and of drives stimulated to action.
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ÒThis also mostl y assumes, either em-
phatically or discreetly, that all human ac-
tions are instinctive actions, or combinations
from among such actions, and that all our
emotions are affects or parts or combina-
tions of affects. Today I leafed through sever-
al textbooks of medical psychology in order
to refresh my memory, but not one of their
thematic indexes had a mention of the word
Ôemotion,Õand it is really no mean accom-
plishment for a psychology of the emotions
not to contain any emotions! Ó

ÒThis is the extent to which, even now, a
more or less emphatic intention dominates
in many circles to substitute scientific con-
cepts meant to be as concrete as possible for
the uselessspiritual observation of the soul.
And however one would originally have liked
emotions to be nothing more than sensations
in the bowels or wrists (which led to such as-
sertions as that fear consists of an
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acceleratedheartbeat and shallow breathing,
or that thinking is an inner speaking and
thus really a stimulation of the larynx), what
is honored and esteemed today is the puri-
fied concept that reduces all inner life to
chains of reflexes and the like, and this
serves a large and successful school by way
of example as the only permissible task of ex-
plaining the soul.

ÒSo if the scientific goal may be said to
be a broad and wherever possible ironclad
anchoring in the realm of nature, there is
still blended with it a peculiar exuberance,
which can be roughly expressed in the pro-
position: What stands low stands firm. In the
overcoming of a theological philosophy of
nature, this was once an exuberanceof deni-
al, a Ôbearish speculation in human values.Õ
Man preferred to see himself as a thread in
the weave of the world Õs carpet rather than
as someonestanding on this carpet; and it is
easyto understand how a devilish, degrading
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desire for soullessnessalso rubbed off on the
emptiness of the soul when it straggled nois-
ily into its materialistic adolescence. This
was later held against it in religiously strait-
laced fashion by all the pious enemies of sci-
entific thinking, but its innermost essence
was nothing more than a good-natured
gloomy romanticism, an offended childÕs
love for God, and therefore also for his im-
age,a love that in the abuseof this image still
has unconscious aftereffects today.Ó

ÒBut it is always dangerous when a
source of ideas is forgotten without this be-
ing noticed, and thus many things that had
merely derived their unabashed certainty
from it were preserved in just as unabashed a
state in medical psychology. This gaverise in
places to a condition of neglect involving
precisely the basic concepts, and not least
the concepts of instinct, affect, and instinct-
ive action. Even the question of what a drive
is, and which or how many there are, is
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answered not only quite disparately but
without any kind of trepidation. I had an ex-
position before me that distinguished among
the Ôdrive groupsÕof taking in food, sexuality,
and protection against danger; another,
which I compared with it, adduced a life
drive, an assertion drive, and five more. For
a long time psychoanalysis, which incident-
ally is also a psychology of drives, seemedto
recognize only a single drive. And so it con-
tinues: Even the relationship between in-
stinctive action and affect has been determ-
ined with equally great disparities: every-
body does seem to be in agreement that af-
fect is the ÔexperienceÕof instinctive action,
but as to whether in this process the entire
instinctive action is experienced as affect, in-
cluding external behavior, or only the intern-
al event, or parts of it, or parts of the external
and internal processin a particular combina-
tion: sometimes one of these claims is ad-
vanced, sometimes the other, and sometimes
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both simultaneously. Not even what I wrote
before from memory without protest, that an
instinctive action happens Ôwithout intention
or reflection, Õis correct all the time.Ó

ÒIs it then surprising if what comes to
light behind the physiological explanations
of our behavior is ultimately, quite often,
nothing but the familiar idea that we let our
behavior be steered by chain reflexes, secre-
tions, and the mysteries of the body simply
becausewe were seeking pleasure and avoid-
ing its opposite? And not only in psychology,
also in biology and even in political eco-
nomyÑin short, wherever a basis is sought
for an attitude or a behaviorÑpleasure and
its lack are still playing this role; in other
words, two feelings so paltry that it is hard to
think of anything more simpleminded. The
far more diversified idea of satisfying a drive
would indeed be capable of offering a more
colorful picture, but the old habit is so strong
that one can sometimes even read that the
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drives strive for satisfaction becausethis ful-
fillment is pleasure, which is about the same
as considering the exhaust pipe the operative
part of a motor! Ó

And so at the end Ulrich had also come
to mention the problem of simplicity, al-
though it was doubtless a digression.

ÒWhat is so attractive, so specially
tempting to the mind, that it finds it neces-
sary to reduce the world of emotions to
pleasure and its lack, or to the simplest psy-
chological processes?Why does it grant a
higher explanatory value to something psy-
chological, the simpler it is? Why a greater
value to something physiological-chemical
than to something psychological, and finally,
why does it assign the highest value of all to
reducing things to the movement of physical
atoms? This seldom happens for logical reas-
ons, rather it happens half consciously, but
in some way or other this prejudice is usually
operating. Upon what, in other words, rests
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this faith that natureÕs mystery has to be
simple?

ÒThere are, first, two distinctions to be
made. The splitting up of the complex into
the simple and the minuscule is a habit in
everyday life justified by utilitarian experi-
ence: it teachesus to dance by imparting the
steps, and it teaches that we understand a
thing better after we have taken it apart and
screwed it together again. Science, on the
other hand, uses simplicity really only as an
intermediate step; even what appears as an
exception subordinates itself to this. For ulti-
mately science does not reduce the complex
to the simple but reduces the particularity of
the individual caseto the generally valid laws
that are its goal, and which are not so much
simple as they are general and summarizing.
It is only through their application, that is to
say at second hand, that they simplify the
variety of events.
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ÒAnd so everywhere in life two simpli-
cities contrast with each other: what it is be-
forehand and what it becomesafterward are
simple in different senses.What it is before-
hand, whatever that may be, is mostly simple
becauseit lacks content and form, and there-
fore is generally foolish, or it has not yet
been grasped. But what becomes simple,
whether it be an idea or a knack or even will,
both entails and participates in the power of
truth and capability that compel what is con-
fusingly varied. Thesesimplicities are usually
confused with each other: it happens in the
pious talk of the simplicity and innocence of
nature; it happens in the belief that a simple
morality is closer in all circumstances to the
eternal than a complicated one; it happens,
too, in the confusion between raw will and a
strong will. Ó

When Agathe had read this far she
thought she heard Ulrich Õs returning steps
on the garden gravel and hastily shoved all
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the papers back into the drawer. But when
she was sure that her hearing had deceived
her, and ascertained that her brother was
still lingering in the garden, she took the pa-
pers out again and read on a bit further.
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53

THE D AND L REPORTS

When General Stumm von Bordwehr began
expounding in the garden why he thought he
had stumbled over an idea, it soon became
evident that he was talking with the joy that
a well-rehearsed subject provides. It began,
he reported, wit h his receiving the expected
rebuke on account of the hasty resolution
that had forced the Minister of War to flee
Diotima Õs house. ÒI predicted the whole
thing! ÓStumm protested confidently, adding
more modestly: Òexcept for what came after-
ward.ÓFor in spite of all countermeasures, a
whiff of the distressing incident had got
through to the newspapers,and had surfaced
again during the riots of which Leinsdorf



became the sacrificial lamb. But on Count
LeinsdorfÕs way back from his Bohemian
landholdings, in a city where he was trying to
catch the trainÑ Stumm now spelled out
what he had already indicated in AgatheÕs
presenceÑhis carriage had happened to get
caught between the two fronts of a political
encounter, and Stumm described what
happened next in the following manner: ÒOf
course their demonstrations were about
something entirely different: some regula-
tion or other concerning the use of local na-
tional languages in the state agencies,or an
issue like that, something people have got so
upset about so often that itÕs hard to get ex-
cited about it anymore. So all that was going
on was that the German-speaking inhabit-
ants were standing on one side of the street
shouting ÒShame!Óat those across the way,
who wanted other languagesand were shout-
ing ÒDisgrace!Óat the Germans, and nothing
further might have happened. But Leinsdorf
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is famous as a peacemaker;he wants the na-
tional minorities living under the Monarchy
to be a national people, asheÕs always saying.
And you know, too, if I may say so here
where no one can hear us, that two dogs of-
ten growl around each other in a general
way, but the moment someone tries to calm
them they jump at eachotherÕs throats. Soas
soon as Leinsdorf was recognized, it gave a
tremendous impetus to everyoneÕs emotions.
They began asking in chorus, in two lan-
guages: WhatÕs going on with the Commis-
sion to Establish the Desires of the Con-
cerned Sections of the Populace, Your Excel-
lency?ÕAnd then they shouted: ÔYou fake
peaceabroad, and in your own house youÕre
a murderer! ÕDo you remember the story
thatÕs told about him that once, a hundred
years ago, when he was much younger, a
coquette he was with died during the night?
This was what they were alluding to, people
are saying now. And all this happened on
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account of that stupid resolution that you
should let yourself be killed for your own
ideas but not for other peopleÕs, a stupid res-
olution that doesnÕt even exist becauseI kept
it out of the minutes! But obviously word got
around, and becausewe had refused to allow
it, now all of us are suspectedof being mur-
derers of the people! It Õs totally irrational,
but ultimately logical! Ó

Ulrich was struck by this distinction.

The General shrugged his shoulders. ÒIt
originated with the Minister of War himself.
Becausewhen he had me called in after the
row at TuzziÕs, he said to me: ÔMy dear
Stumm, you shouldnÕt have let it get so far!ÕI
responded as well as I could about the spirit
of the times, and that this spirit needsa form
of expression and, on the other hand, a foot-
ing too: in a word, I tried to prove to him
how important it is to look for an idea in the
times and get excited about it, even if just
now it happens to be two ideas that
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contradict each other and give each other
apoplexy, so that at any given moment itÕs
impossible to know whatÕs going to develop.
But he said to me: ÔMy dear Stumm, youÕre a
philosopher! But itÕs a generalÕs job to know!
If you lead a brigade into a skirmish, the en-
emy doesnÕt confide in you what his inten-
tions are and how strong he is!ÕWhereupon
he ordered me once and for all to keep my
mouth shut.ÓStumm interrupted his tale to
draw breath, and went on: ÒThatÕs why, as
soon as the Leinsdorf business came up on
top of that, I immediately asked to speak to
the Minister; because I could see that the
Parallel Campaign would be blamed again,
and I wanted to forestall it. Tour Excellency!Õ
I began. *What the populace did was irra-
tional, but that might have been expected,
becauseit always is. ThatÕs why in such cases
I never regard it as reason, but as passion,
fantasies, slogans, and the like. But aside
from this, even that wouldnÕt have helped,
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because Count Leinsdorf is a stubborn old
fellow who wonÕt listen to anything! ÕThis is
more or less what I said, and the Minister of
War listened the whole time, nodding but
not saying anything. But then he either for-
got what he had just been chewing me out
about or must have been in a really bad tem-
per, becausehe suddenly said: ÔYou are in-
deed a philosopher, Stumm! IÕm not in the
least interested in either His Excellency or
the people; but you say reason here and logic
there as if they were one and the same,and I
must point out to you that they are not one
and the same! Reasonis something a civilian
can have but can get along without. But what
you have to confront reason withÑwhich I
must demand from my generalsÑis logic.
Ordinary people have no logic, but they have
to be made to feel it over them!ÕAnd that was
the end of the discussion,ÓStumm von Bord-
wehr concluded.
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ÒI canÕt say I understand that at all,ÓUl-
rich remarked, Òbut it seems to me that on
the whole, your Second-Highest Generalis-
simo was treating you not ungraciously.Ó

They were strolling up and down the
garden paths, and Stumm now walked a few
paces without replying, but then stopped so
violently that the gravel crunched beneath
his boots. ÒYou donÕt understand?Ó he ex-
claimed, and added: ÒAt first I didn Õt under-
stand either. But little by little the whole
range of just how right His Excellency the
Minister of War was dawned on me! And
why is he right? Becausethe Minister of War
is always right! If there should be a scandal
at Diotima Õs, I canÕt leavebefore he does,and
I canÕt divine the future of Mars either; itÕs
an unreasonable thing to ask of me. Nor can
I fall into disgrace, as in LeinsdorfÕs case,for
something with which I have as little connec-
tion as I do with the birth of my blessed
grandmother! But still, the Minister of War
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is right when he imputes all that to me, be-
cause oneÕs superior is always right: that
both is and isnÕt a banality! Now do you
understand?Ó

ÒNo,ÓUlrich said.

ÒBut look,Ó Stumm implored. ÒYouÕre
just trying to make things difficult for me be-
causeyou donÕt feel involved, or becauseyou
have a feeling for justice, or for some such
reason, and you wonÕt admit that this is
something a lot more serious! But really you
remember quite well, because when you
were in the army, people said to you all the
time that an officer must be able to think lo-
gically! In our eyes, logic is what distin-
guishes the military from the civilian mind.
But does logic mean reason? No. Reason is
what the army rabbi or chaplain or the fellow
from the military archives has. But logic is
not reason. Logic means acting honorably in
all circumstances, but consistently, ruth-
lessly, and without emotion; and donÕt let
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anything confuse you! Because the world
isnÕt ruled by reason but must be dominated
by iron logic, even if the world has been full
of idle chatter since it began! ThatÕs what the
Minister of War was giving me to under-
stand. You will object that in me it didn Õt fall
upon the most barren ground, because itÕs
nothing more than the old tried-and-true
mentality of the military mind. Since then
IÕve got more of that back, and you canÕt
deny it: we must be prepared to strike before
we all start talking about eternal peace; we
must first repair our omissions and weak-
nessesso asnot to be at a disadvantagewhen
we join the universal brotherhood. And our
spirit is not ready to strike! It Õs never ready!
The civilian mind is a highly significant back-
and-forth, an up-and-down, and you once
called it the millennial war of faith: but we
canÕt let that destroy us! Somebodyhas to be
there who, as we say in the military, has ini-
tiative and takes over the leadership, and
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thatÕs the vocation of oneÕs superior. I see
that now myself, and IÕm not entirely certain
whether before, in my sympathy for every
spiritual endeavor, I wasnÕt sometimes car-
ried away.Ó

Ulrich asked: ÒAnd what would have
happened if you hadnÕt realized that? Would
you have been discharged?Ó

ÒNo, that wouldnÕt have happened,Ó
Stumm corrected him. ÒPresuming, of
course, that I still showed no deficiency in
military feeling toward power relationships.
But they would have given me an infantry
brigade in Wladisschmirschowitz or Knobl-
joluka, instead of letting me continue at the
crossroadsof military power and civilian en-
lightenment and still be of some use to the
culture we all share!Ó

They had now gone back and forth sev-
eral times on the path between the house
and the gate, near which the carriage was
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waiting, and this time, too, the General
turned around before they reached the gate.
ÒYou mistrust me,Ó he complained. ÒYou
havenÕt even asked me what actually
happened when the PeaceCongresssuddenly
materialized! Ó

ÒWell, what did happen? The Minister
of War called you in again, and what did he
say?Ó

ÒNo! He didn Õt say anything! I waited a
week, but he said nothing more,Ó Stumm
replied. And after a moment of silence he
couldnÕt restrain himself any longer and pro-
claimed: ÒBut they took ÔReport DÕaway
from me! Ó

ÒWhat is ÔReport DÕ?ÓUlrich asked, al-
though he had some idea.

ÒÔReport Diotima, Õof course,ÓStumm
responded with pained pleasure. ÒIn a min-
istry, a report is prepared for every import-
ant question, and that had to be done when
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Diotima began to use the gatherings at her
house for a patriotic notion and after we
found out about Arnheim Õs active involve-
ment. This report was assignedto me, as you
will doubtless have noticed, and so I was
asked what name it should be given, because
you canÕt just stick such a thing in a row like
something in medical supplies or when you
do a commissary course, and the name Tuzzi
couldnÕt be mentioned for interministeri al
reasons. But I couldnÕt think of anything ap-
propriate either, so finally, in order not to
say either too much or too little, I proposed
calling it ÔReport DÕ: for me, ÔDÕwas Diotima,
but no one knew that, and for the others it
sounded really terrific, like the name of a dir-
ectory, or maybe even like a secret to which
only the General Staff has access.It was one
of my best ideas,ÓStumm concluded, adding
with a sigh: ÒAt that time I was still allowed
to have ideas.Ó
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But he did not seem entirely cheered
up, and when UlrichÑ whose mood of falling
back into the world was almost used up, or at
least its oral supply of talkativeness was
pretty well consumedÑnow fell into silence
after an appreciative smile, Stumm began to
complain anew. ÒYou donÕt trust me. After
what IÕve said, you think IÕm a militarist. But
on my honor, I fight against it, and I donÕt
want to simply drop all those things I be-
lieved in for so long. It Õs these magnificent
ideas that really make people out of soldiers.
I tell you, my friend, when I think about it I
feel like a widower whosebetter half has died
first! ÓHe warmed up again. ÒThe Republi c of
Minds is of course just as disorderly as any
other republi c; but what a blessing is the su-
perb idea that no person is in sole possession
of the truth and that there are a host of ideas
that havenÕt yet even been discovered, per-
haps becauseof the very lack of order that
prevails among them! This makes me an
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innovator in the military. Of course, in the
General Staff they called me and my ÔReport
DÕthe Ômobile searchlight battery,Õon ac-
count of the variety of my suggestions, but
they really liked the cornucopia I was
emptying! Ó

ÒAnd all that Õs over?Ó

ÒNot unconditionally; but IÕve lost a lot
of my confidence in the mind, Ó Stumm
grumbled, seeking consolation.

ÒYouÕre right about that,Ó Ulrich said
dryly.

ÒNow youÕre saying that too?Ó

ÒIÕve always said it. I always warned
you, even before the Minister did. Mind is
only moderately suited to governing.Ó

Stumm wanted to avoid a lecture, so he
said: ÒThatÕs what IÕve always thought too.Ó
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Ulrich went on: ÒThe mind is geared in-
to life like a wheel, which it drives and by
which it is also driven.Ó

But Stumm let him go no further. ÒIf
you should suspect,Ó he interrupted, Òthat
such external circumstances were decisive
for me, you would be humiliating me! It Õs
also a matter of a spiritual purification! ÔRe-
port DÕwas, moreover, taken from me with
great respect. The Minister called me in to
tell me himself that it was necessarybecause
the Chief of the General Staff wanted a per-
sonal report on the Congress for World
Peace, and so they immediately took the
whole business out of the Office for Military
Development and attached it to the Informa-
tion Offices of the EvidenzbŸroÑÓ

ÒThe Espionage Department?Ó Ulrich
interjected, suddenly animated again.

ÒWho else?Whoever doesnÕt know what
he wants himself at least has to know what
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everyone else wants! And I ask you, what
business does the General Staff have at a
Congressfor World Peace?To interfere with
it would be barbarous, and to encourageit in
a pacifist way would be unmilitary! So they
observe it. Who was it who said ÔReadinessis
allÕ? Well, whoever it was knew something
about the military. ÓStumm had forgotten his
sorrow. He twisted his legs from side to side,
trying to cut off a flower with the scabbard of
his sword. ÒIÕm just afraid it will be too hard
for them and theyÕll beg me on their knees to
come back and take over my report,Óhe said.
ÒAfter all, you and I know from having been
at it for nearly a year how such a congressof
ideas splits up into proofs and counter-
proofs! Do you really believeÑdisregarding
for the moment the special difficulties of
governingÑthat itÕs only the mind that can
produce order, so to speak?Ó

He had now given up his preoccupation
with the flower and, frowning and holding

336/1856



the scabbard in his hand, gazedurgently into
his friend Õs face.

Ulrich smiled at him and said nothing.

Stumm let the saber drop because he
needed the fingertips of both white-gloved
hands for the delicate determination of an
idea. ÒYou must understand what I mean
when I make a distinction between mind and
logic. Logic is order. And there must be or-
der! That is the officerÕs basic principle, and I
bow down to it! But on what basis order is
established doesnÕt make the slightest bit of
difference: thatÕs mindÑor, as the Minister
of War put it in a rather old-fashioned way,
reasonÑand thatÕs not the officerÕs business.
But the officer mistrusts the ability of civilian
life to becomereasonableby itself, no matter
what the ideas are by which itÕs always trying
to do so. Because whatever mind there has
ever been at any time, in the end itÕs always
led to war!Ó
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Thus Stumm explained his new insights
and scruples, and Ulrich summarized them
involuntarily in an allusion to a well-known
saying when he asked: ÒSo you really mean
to say that war is an element of GodÕs or-
dained ordering of the world? Ó

ÒThatÕs talking on too high a plane!Ó
Stumm agreed,with some reservation. ÒI ask
myself straight out whether mind isnÕt
simply dispensable. For if IÕm to handle a
person with spurs and bridle, like an animal,
then I also have to have a part of the animal
in me, because a really good rider stands
closer to his steed than he does, for example,
to the philosophy of law! The Prussians call
this the scoundrel everyone carries inside
himself, and constrain it with a Spartan spir-
it. But speaking as an Austrian general, IÕd
rather put it that the better, finer, and more
ordered a nation is, the less it needs the
mind, and in a perfect state it wouldnÕt be
needed at all! I take this to be a really tough
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paradox! And by the way, who said what you
just said? WhoÕs it from?Ó

ÒMoltke. He said that manÕs noblest vir-
tuesÑcourage, renunciation, conscientious-
ness,and readiness to sacrificeÑreally devel-
op only in war, and that without war the
world would bog down in apathetic
materialism. Ó

ÒWell! Ó Stumm exclaimed. ÒThatÕs in-
teresting too! HeÕs said something I some-
times think myself! Ó

ÒBut Moltke saysin another letter to the
same person, and therefore almost in the
same breath, that even a victorious war is a
misfortune for the nation,ÓUlrich offered for
consideration.

ÒYou see, mind pinched him! ÓStumm
replied, convinced. ÒIÕve never read a line of
him; he always seemedmuch too militaristic
for me. And you can really take my word for
it that IÕve always been an antimilitarist. All
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my life IÕve believed that today no one be-
lieves in war anymore, you only make your-
self look ridiculous if you say you do. And I
donÕt want you to think IÕve changedbecause
IÕm different now!Ó He had motioned the
carriage over and already set his foot on the
running board, but hesitated and looked at
Ulrich entreatingly. ÒI have remained true to
myself,Óhe went on. ÒBut if before I loved
the civilian mind with the feelings of a young
girl, I now love it, if I may put it this way,
more like a mature woman: itÕs not ideal, it
wonÕt even let itself be made coherent, all of
a piece. ThatÕs why IÕve told you, and not just
today but for a long time, that one has to
treat people with kindness as well as with a
firm hand, one has to both love them and
treat them shabbily, in order for things to
come out properly. And thatÕs ultimately no
more than the military state of mind that
rises aboveparties and is supposedto distin-
guish the soldier. IÕm not claiming any
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personal merit here, but I want to show you
that this conviction was what was speaking
out of me before.Ó

ÒNow youÕre going to repeat that the
civil war of Ô66 came about becauseall Ger-
mans declared themselves brothers,ÓUlrich
said, smiling.

ÒYes, of course!Ó Stumm confirmed.
ÒAnd now on top of that everybody is declar-
ing themselvesbrothers! That makes me ask,
whatÕs going to come of it? What really
comes happens so unexpectedly. Here we
brooded for almost a whole year, and then it
turned out quite differently. And so it seems
to be my fate that while I was busily investig-
ating the mind, the mind led me back to the
military. Still, if you consider everything IÕve
said, youÕll find that I donÕt identify myself
with anything but find something true in
everything; that Õs the essence,more or less,
of what weÕve been talking about.Ó
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After looking at his watch, Stumm star-
ted to give the sign to leave, for his pleasure
at having unburdened himself was so intense
that he had forgotten everything else.But Ul-
rich amicably laid his hand on him and said:
ÒYou still havenÕt told me what your newest
Ôlittle job Õis.Ó

Stumm held back. ÒToday thereÕs no
more time. I have to go.Ó

But Ulrich held him by one of the gold
buttons gleaming on his stomach, and
wouldnÕt let go until Stumm gave in. Stumm
fished for Ulrich Õs head and pulled his ear to
his mouth. ÒWell, in strictest confidence,Óhe
whispered, ÒLeinsdorf.Ó

ÒI take it heÕs to be done away with, you
political assassin!Ó Ulrich whispered back,
but so openly that Stumm, offended, pointed
to the coachman. They decided to speak
aloud but avoid naming names. ÒLet me
think about it,ÓUlrich proposed, Òand seefor
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myself whether I still know something about
the world you move in. He brought down the
last Minister of Culture, and after the recent
insult he received, one has to assumethat he
will bring down the current one as well. But
that would be, momentarily, an unpleasant
disturbance, and this has to be precluded.
And, for whatever reason, he still clings
firmly to the conviction that the Germans are
the biggest threat to the nation, that Baron
Wisnieczky, whom the Germans canÕt stand,
is the man best suited to beat the drum
among them that the government ought not
to have changed course, and so on.É Ó

Stumm could have interrupted Ulrich
but had been content to listen, only now in-
tervening. ÒBut it was under him in the cam-
paign that the slogan ÔAction! Õcame about;
while everyoneelsewas just saying It Õs a new
spirit, Õhe was saying to everyone who didn Õt
like to hear it: ÔSomething must be done!ÕÒ
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ÒAnd he canÕt be brought down, heÕs not
in the government. And the Parallel Cam-
paign has been, so to speak, shot out from
under him, ÓUlrich said.

ÒSo now the danger is that heÕll start
something else,Óthe General went on.

ÒBut what can you do about it?ÓUlrich
asked, curious.

ÒWell! IÕve been assignedthe mission of
diverting him a little and, if you like, also
watching over him a bitÑ Ó

ÒAh! A ÔReport L,Õyou coy deceiver!Ó

ÒThatÕs what you can call it between us,
but of course it doesnÕt have an official name.
My mission is simply to sit on LeinsdorfÕs
neckÓÑthis time Stumm wanted to enjoy the
name too, but again he whispered itÑ Ólike a
tick. Those were the Minister Õs own gracious
words.Ó
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ÒBut he must have also given you a goal
to aim for?Ó

The General laughed. ÒTalk! IÕm to talk
with him! Go along with everything heÕs
thinking, and talk so much about it that he
will, we hope, wear himself out and not do
anything rash. ÔSuck him dry,Õthe Minister
told me, and called it an honorable mission
and a demonstration of his confidence. And
if you were to ask me whether thatÕs all, I can
only respond: itÕs a lot! Our old Excellency is
a person of enormous culture, and tremend-
ously interesting! ÓHe had given the coach-
man the sign to start, and called back: ÒThe
rest next time. I Õm counting on you!Ó

It was only as the coach was roll ing
away that the idea occurred to Ulrich that
Stumm might also have had the intention of
rendering him innocuous, since he had once
been suspected of being able to lead Count
LeinsdorfÕs mind off on some quite extravag-
ant fancy.

345/1856



346/1856



54

NAIVE DESCRIPTION OF HOW AN
EMOTION ORIGINATES

Agathe had gone on to read a large part of
the pages that followed.

They did not, at first, contain anything
of the promised exposition of the current de-
velopment of the concept of emotion, for be-
fore Ulrich gave a summary of these views,
from which he hoped to derive the greatest
benefit, he had, in his own words, sought to
Òpresent the origin and growth of an emotion
as naively, clumsily spelling it out with his
finger, as it might appear to a layman not un-
practiced in matters of the intellect. Ó



This entry went on: ÒWe are accus-
tomed to regard emotion as something that
has causesand consequences,and I want to
limit myself to saying that the causeis an ex-
ternal stimulus. But of course appropriate
circumstances are part of this stimulus as
well, which is to say appropriate external,
but also internal, circumstances, an inner
readiness, and it is this trinity that actually
decides whether and how this stimulus will
be responded to. For whether an emotion oc-
curs all at once or protractedly, how it ex-
pands and runs its course, what ideas it en-
tails, and indeed what emotion it is, ordinar-
ily depend no less on the previous state of
the person experiencing the emotion and his
environment than they do on the stimulus.
This is no doubt self-evident in the case of
the condition of the person experiencing the
emotion: in other words, his temperament,
character, age, education, predispositions,
principles, prior experience, and present
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tensions, although these states have no def-
inite boundaries and lose themselves in the
personÕs being and destiny. But the external
environment too, indeed simply knowing
about it or implicitly assuming it, can also
suppress or favor an emotion. Social life of-
fers innumerable examples of this, for in
every situation there are appropriate and in-
appropriate emotions, and emotions also
change with time and region, with what
groups of emotions predominate in public
and in private life, or at least which ones are
favored and which suppressed; it is even the
casethat periods rich in emotion and poor in
emotion have succeeded one another.

ÒAdd to all this that external and intern-
al circumstances, along with the stimu-
lusÑthis can easily be measuredÑare not in-
dependent of each other. For the internal
state has been adapted to the external state
and its emotional stimuli, and is therefore
dependent on them as well; and the external
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state must have been assimilated in some
fashion or other, in such a way that its mani-
festation depends on the inner state before a
disturbance of this equilibrium evokesa new
emotion, and this new emotion either paves
the way for a new equalization or is one it-
self. But in the same way, the Ôstimulus Õtoo,
does not ordinarily work directly but works
only by virtue of being assimilated, and the
inner state again only carries out this assim-
ilation on the basisof perceptions with which
the beginnings of the excitation must already
have been associated.

ÒAside from that, the stimulus capable
of arousing an emotion is connected with the
emotion insofar as what stimulates, for in-
stance,a starving person is a matter of indif-
ference to a person who has been insulted,
and vice versa.Ó

ÒSimilar complications result when the
subsequent process is to be described seri-
atim. Thus even the question of when an
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emotion is present cannot be answered, al-
though according to the basic view by which
it is to be effected and then produce an effect
itself, it must be assumedthat there is such a
point in time. But the arousing stimulus does
not actually strike an existing state, like the
ball in the mechanical contraption that sets
off a sequence of consequenceslike falling
dominoes, but continues in time, calling
forth a fresh supply of inner forces that both
work according to its sense and vary its ef-
fect. And just as little does the emotion, once
present, dissipate immediately in its effects,
nor does it itself remain the sameeven for an
instant, resting, as it were, in the middle
between the processes it assimilates and
transmits; it is connected with a constant
changing in everything to which it has con-
nection internally and externally, and also
receives reactions from both directions.

ÒIt is a characteristic endeavor of the
emotions to actively, often passionately, vary
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the stimuli to which they owe their origin,
and to eliminate or abet them; and the major
directions of life are those toward the outside
and from the outside. That is why anger
already contains the counterattack, desire
the approach, and fear the transition to
flight, to paralysis, or something between
both in the scream. But an emotion also re-
ceives more than a little of its particularity
and content through the retroactive effect of
this active behavior; the well-known state-
ment of an American psychologist that we do
not weep becausewe are sad, but are sad be-
causewe weepÕmight be an exaggeration, yet
it is certain that we donÕt just act the way we
feel, but we also soon learn to feel the way we
act, for whatever reasons.

ÒA familiar example of this back-and-
forth pathway is a pair of dogs who begin to
romp playfully but end up in a bloody fight; a
similar phenomenon can be observed in chil-
dren and simple people. And is not,
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ultimately, the entire lovely theatricality of
life such an example writ large, with its half-
momentous, half-empty gestures of honor
and being honored, of menacing, civility,
strictness, and everything else:all gesturesof
wanting-to-represent-something and of the
representation that sets judgment aside and
influences the emotions directly. Even the
military Ôdrill* is part of this, basedas it is on
the effect that a behavior imposed for a long
time finally produces the emotions from
which it was supposed to have sprung.Ó

ÒMore important than this reacting to
an action, in this and other examples, is that
an experience changes its meaning if its
course happens to veer from the sphere of
the particular forces that steered it at the be-
ginning into the sphere of other mental con-
nections. For what is going on internally is
similar to what is happening externally. The
emotion pushes inside; it Ôgrabs hold of the
whole personÕas colloquial language not
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inappropriately has it; it suppresses what
doesnÕt suit it and supports whatever can of-
fer it nourishment. In a psychiatric textbook,
I came across strange names for this:
Ôswitching energyÕand Ôswitching workÕBut
in this process the emotion also stimulates
the inner sphere to turn toward it. The inner
readiness not already expended in the first
instant gradually pushes toward the emo-
tion; and the emotion will be completely
taken over from within assoon as it getshold
of the stronger energies in ideas, memories,
or principles, or in other stored-up energy,
and these will change it in such a way that it
becomeshard to decide whether one should
speak of a moving or of a being moved.

ÒBut if, through such processes, an
emotion has reached its high point, the same
processesmust weaken and dilute it again as
well. For emotions and experienceswill then
crisscross the region of this climax, but no
longer subordinate themselves to it
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completely; indeed, they will finally displace
it. This countercurrent of satiety and erosion
really begins when the emotion first arises;
the fact that the emotion spreads indicates
not only an expansion of its power but, at the
same time, a relaxation of the needs from
which it arose or of which it makes use.

ÒThis can also be observed in relation to
the action; for emotion not only intensifies in
the action, but also relaxes in it; and its sati-
ety, if it is not disturbed by another emotion,
can proceed to the point of excess,that is to
say, to the point where a new emotion
occurs.Ó

ÒOne thing deservesspecial mention. So
long as an emotion subjugates the internal
aspect, it comes in contact with activities
that contribute to experiencing and under-
standing the external world; and thus the
emotion will be able to partly pattern the
world as we understand it according to its
own pattern and sense, in order to be
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reinforced within itself through the reactive
aspect. Examples of this are well known: A
violent feeling blinds one toward something
that unin volved observers perceive and
causesone to seethings others donÕt. For the
melancholy person, everything is gloomy; he
punishes with disregard anything that might
cheer him up; the cheerful person sees the
world in bright colors and is not capable of
perceiving anything that might disturb this.
The lover meets the most evil natures with
trusting confidence, and the suspicious per-
son not only finds his mistrust confirmed on
every side, but these confirmations also seek
him

1262 á THE MAN WITHOUT
QUALITIES

out to plague him. In this way every
emotion, if it attains a certain strength and
duration, creates its own world, a selective
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and personal world, and this plays no small
role in human relations! Here, too, is where
our notorious inconsistency and our change-
able opinions belong.Ó

Here Ulrich had drawn a line and
briefly reverted to the question of whether an
emotion was a state or a process. The ques-
tions peculiarity now clearly emerged as il-
lusory. What followed took up, in summary
and continuing fashion, where the previous
description had left off:

ÒProceeding from the customary idea
that emotion is a state that emanates from a
causeand produces consequences,I was led
in my exposition to a description that doubt-
less does represent a process if the result is
observed over a fairly long stretch. But if I
then proceed from the total impression of a
process and try to grasp this idea, I see just
as clearly that the sequencebetween neigh-
boring elements, the one-after-another that
is an essential part of a process, is
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everywhere missing. Indeed, every indication
of a sequence in a particular direction is
missing. On the contrary, it points to a mutu-
al dependence and presupposition between
the individual steps,and even to the image of
effects that appear to precede their causes.
Nor do any temporal relationships appear
anywhere in the description, and all this
points, for a variety of reasons, to emotion
being a state.

ÒSo strictly speaking I can merely say of
an emotion that it seems to be a state as
much as it is a process, or that it appears to
be neither a state nor a process; one state-
ment can be justified as easily as the other.

ÒBut even that depends,as can easily be
shown, at least asmuch on the manner of de-
scription as on what is described. For it is
not a particular idiosyncrasy of mental activ-
ity, let alone that of emotion, but occurs also
in other areas in describing nature; for in-
stance, everywhere where there is talk of a

358/1856



system and its elements, or of a whole and its
parts, that in one personÕs view can appear
as a state while another person seesit as a
process.Even the duration of a processis as-
sociated for us with the concept of a state. I
could probably not say that the logic of this
double idea-formation is clear, but appar-
ently it has more to do with the distinction
between states and processes belonging to
the way thinki ng expressesitself in language
than it does with the scientific picture
presented by facts, a picture that states and
processesmight improve but might also, per-
haps, allow to disappear behind something
else.Ó

ÒThe German languagesays:Anger is in
me, and it says: I am in anger [Ich bin in
Zorn]. It says: I am angry, I feel angry [Ich
fŸhle mich zornig]. It says: I am in love [Ich
bin verliebt], and I have fallen in love [Ich
habe mich verliebt]. The names the language
has given to the emotions probably point
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back frequently, in its history, to languageÕs
having been affected by the impression of ac-
tions and through dangerous or obvious atti-
tudes toward actions; nevertheless, language
talks of an emotion as, in one case, a state
embracing various processes, in another as
of a process consisting of a series of states.
As the examples show, it also includes quite
directly in its forms of expression, various
though these may be, the idea-formations of
the individual and of external and internal,
and in all this the languagebehavesas capri-
ciously and unpredictably as if it had always
intended to substantiate the disorder of Ger-
man emotions.

ÒThis heterogeneity of the linguistic pic-
ture of our emotions, which arose from im-
pressive but incomplete experiences, is still
reflected today in the idea-formation of sci-
ence, especially when these ideas are taken
more in breadth than in depth. There are
psychological theories in which the ÔIÕ
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appears as the most certain element, present
in every movement of the mind, but espe-
cially in the emotion of what is capableof be-
ing experienced, and there are other theories
that completely ignore the ÔIÕand regard only
the relationships between expressions as
capable of being experienced, describing
them as if they were phenomena in a force
field, whose origin is left out of account.
There are also ego psychologies and psycho-
logies without the ego. But other distinc-
tions, too, are occasionally formulated: thus
emotion may appear in one place as a pro-
cessthat runs through the relation of an ÔIÕto
the external world, in another as a special
case and state of connectedness, and so
forth: distinctions that, given a more concep-
tual orientation of the thirst for knowledge,
easily press to the fore so long as the truth is
not clear.

ÒMuch is here still left to opinion, even
if one takes the greatest care to distinguish
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opinion from the facts. It seems clear to us
that an emotion takes shape not just any-
where in the world but within a living being,
and that it is ÔIÕwho feels, or feels stimula-
tion within itself. Something is clearly going
on within me when I feel, and I am also
changing my state. Also, though the emotion
brings about a more intense relation to the
external world than does a senseperception,
it seems to me to be more Inward Õthan a
sense perception. That is one group of im-
pressions. On the other hand, a stand taken
by the entire person is associated with the
emotion as well, and that is another group. I
know about emotion, in distinction to sense
perception, that it concerns Ôall of meÕmore
than senseperception does.Also, it is only by
means of an individual person that an emo-
tion brings something about externally,
whether it is becausethe person acts or be-
causehe begins to see the world differently.
Indeed, it cannot even be maintained that an
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emotion is an internal change in a person
without the addition that it causes changes
in his relation to the external world. Ó

ÒSo does the being and becoming of an
emotion take place ÔinÕus, or to us, or by
means of us? This leads me back to my own
description. And if I may give credenceto its
disinterestedness, the relationships it dis-
creetly illuminates once again reinforce the
same thing: My emotion arises inside me
and outside me; it changes from the inside
and the outside; it changesthe world directly
from inside and indirectly, that is through
my behavior, from outside; and it is there-
fore, even if this contradicts our prejudice,
simultaneously inside and outside, or at least
so entangled with both that the question as
to what in an emotion is internal and what
external, and what in it is ÔIÕand what the
world, becomes almost meaningless.

ÒThis must somehow furnish the basic
facts, and can do so expeditiously, for,
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expressed in rather measured words, it
merely states that in every act of feeling a
double direction is experienced that imparts
to it the nature of a transitory phenomenon:
inward, or back to the individual, and out-
ward, or toward the object with which it is
concerned. What, on the other hand, inward
and outward are, and even more what it
means to belong to the ÔIÕor the world, in
other words what stands at the end of both
directions and would therefore be necessary
to permit us to understand their presence
completely: thi s is of course not to be clearly
grasped in the first experience of it, and its
origin is no clearer than anything else one
experiences without knowing how. It is only
through continuing experience and investig-
ation that a genuine concept for this can be
developed.

ÒThat is why a psychology that con-
siders it important that it be a real scienceof
experience will treat these concepts and

364/1856



proceed no differently from the way such a
science does with the concepts of state and
process; and the closely related ideas of the
individual person, the mind, and the ÔIÕbut
also complete ideas of inward and outward,
will appear in it as something to be ex-
plained, and not as something by whose aid
one immediately explains something elseÉ

ÒThe everyday wisdom of psychology
agreeswith this remarkably well, for we usu-
ally assume in advance, without thinking
about it much, that a person who shows him-
self in a way that corresponds to a specific
emotion really feels that way. So it not sel-
dom happens, perhaps it even happens quite
often, that an external behavior, together
with the emotions it embraces, will be com-
prehended directly as being all of a piece,
and with great certainty.

ÒWe first experience directl y, as a
whole, whether the attitude of a being ap-
proaching us is friendly or hostile, and the
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consideration whether this impression is
correct comes, at best, afterward. What ap-
proaches us in the first impression is not
something that might perhaps prove to be
awful; what we feel is the awfulness itself,
even if an instant later the impression should
turn out to be mistaken. And if we succeedin
reconstituting the first impression, this ap-
parent reversal permits us to also discern a
rational sequence of experiences, such as
that something is beautiful and charming, or
shameful or nauseating.

ÒThis has even been preserved in a
double usageof languagewe meet with every
day, when we say that we consider
something awful, delightful, or the like, em-
phasizing thereby that the emotions depend
on the person, just as much as we say that
something is awful, delightful, and the like,
emphasizing that the origin of our emotions
is rooted as a quality in objects and events.
This doubleness or even amphibian
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ambiguity of the emotions supports the idea
that they are to be observed not only within
us, but also in the external world.Ó

With these last observations Ulrich had
already arrived at the third answer to the
question of how the concept of emotion is to
be determined; or, more reservedly, at the
opinion on this question that prevails today.
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55

FEELING AND BEHAVIOR. THE
PRECARIOUSNESS OF EMOTION

ÒThe school of theoretical psychology most
successful at the moment treats emotions
and the actions associated with emotions as
an indissoluble entity. What we feel when we
act is for this psychology one aspect, and
how we act with feeling the other aspect, of
one and the same process. Contemporary
psychology investigates both as a unit. For
theories in this category, emotion isÑin their
termsÑan internal and external behavior,
event, and action; and becausethis bringing
together of emotion and behavior has proved
itself quite well, the question of how the two
sides are to be ultimately separated again



and distinguished from each other has be-
come for the time being almost secondary.
That is why instead of a single answer there
is a whole bundle of answers, and this
bundle is rather untidy .Ó

ÒWe are sometimes told that emotion is
simply identical with the internal and ex-
ternal events, but we are usually merely told
that these events are to be considered equi-
valent to the emotion. Sometimes emotion is
called, rather vaguely, Ôthe total process,Õ
sometimes merely internal action, behavior,
course, or event. Sometimes it also seems
that two concepts of emotion are being used
side by side: one in which emotion would be
in a broader sense the ÔwholeÕthe other in
which it would be, in a narrower sense, a
partial experience that in some rather hazy
way stamps its name, indeed its nature, on
the whole. And sometimes people seem to
follow the conjecture that one and the same
thing, which presents itself to observation as
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a complex process, becomes an emotion
when it is experienced; in other words, the
emotion would then be the experience, the
result, and, so to speak, what the process
yields in consciousness.

ÒThe origin of these contradictions is no
doubt always the same. For every such de-
scription of an emotion exhibits components,
preponderantly in the plural, that are obvi-
ously not emotions, becausethey are actually
known and equally respected as sensation,
comprehension, idea, will, or an external
process, such as can be experienced at any
time, and which also participate exactly as
they are in the total experience. But in and
above all this there is also just as clearly
something that seems in and of itself to be
emotion in the simplest and most unmistak-
able sense,and nothing else: neither acting,
nor a process of thinking, nor anything else.

ÒThatÕs why all these explanations can
be summarized in two categories. They
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characterize the emotion either as an aspect,Õ
a component,Õor a ÔforceÕof the total process,
or else as the Ôbecoming awareÕof this pro-
cess, its Ôinner result,Õor something similar;
expressions in which one can see clearly
enough the embarrassment for want of bet-
ter ones!Ó

ÒThe most peculiar idea in these theor-
ies is that at first they leave vague the rela-
tion of the emotion to everything it is not,
but with which it is filled; but they make it
appear quite probable that this connection is
in any case,and however it might be thought
of otherwise, so constituted that it admits of
no discontinuous changes, and that
everything changes,so to speak, in the same
breath.

ÒIt can be thought of in terms of the ex-
ample of melody. In melody the notes have
their independent existence and can be re-
cognized individually, and their propinquity,
their simultaneity, their sequence, and
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whatever else can be heard are not abstract
concepts but an overflowing sensory exposi-
tion. But although all these elements can be
heard singly in spite of their connectedness,
they can also be heard connectedly, for that
is precisely what melody is; and if the
melody is heard, it is not that there is
something new in addition to the notes, in-
tervals, and rhythms, but something with
them. The melody is not a supplement but a
second-order phenomenon, a special form of
existence, under which the form of the indi-
vidual existences can just barely be dis-
cerned; and this is also true of emotion in re-
lation to ideas, movements, sensations, in-
tentions, and mute forces that unite in it.
And assensitive asa melody is to any change
in its ÔcomponentsÕso that it immediately
takes on another form or is destroyed en-
tirely, so can an emotion be sensitive to an
action or an interfering idea.
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ÒIn whatever relationship the emotion
may therefore stand to Ôinternal and external
behaviorÕthis demonstrates how any change
in this behavior could correspond to a
change in the emotion, and vice versa, as if
they were the two sides of a page.Ó

Ò(There are many model and experi-
mental examples that confirm the broad ex-
tent of this theoretical idea, and other ex-
amples outside science that this idea fitfully
illuminates, whether apparently or actually. I
would like to retain one of these. The fervor
of many portraitsÑand there are portraits,
not just pictures, even of thingsÑ consists
not least in that in them the individual exist-
ence opens up toward itself inwardly and
closes itself off from the rest of the world.
For the independent forms of life, even if
they represent themselves as relatively her-
metic, always have common links with the
dispersive circle of a constantly changing en-
vironment. So when I took Agathe on my
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arm and we both took ourselves out of the
frame of our lives and felt united in another
frame, perhaps something similar was hap-
pening with our emotions. I didn Õt know
what hers were, nor she mine, but they were
only there for each other, hanging open and
clinging to eachother while all other depend-
ency disappeared; and that is why we said we
were outside the world and in ourselves,and
used the odd comparison with a picture for
this animated holding back and stopping
short, this true homecoming and this becom-
ing a unity of alien parts.) Ó

ÒSo the peculiar thought I am talking
about teachesthat the alterations and modu-
lations of the emotion, and those of the in-
ternal and external behavior, can correspond
to each other point for point with out the
emotion having to be equated with the beha-
vior or with part of it, or without anything
else having to be maintained about the emo-
tion beyond its possessingqualities that also
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have their civic rights elsewhere in nature.
This result has the advantageof not interfer-
ing with the natural distinction between an
emotion and an event, and yet bridges them
in such a way that the distinction loses its
significance. It demonstrates in the most
general fashion how the spheres of two ac-
tions, which can remain totally unlike one
another, may yet be delineated in each other.

ÒThis obviously gives the question of
how, then, an emotion is supposed to
ÔconsistÕof other mental, indeed even of
physical processes,an entirely new and re-
markable turn; but this only explains how
every change in the behavior corresponds to
a change in the emotion, and vice versa, and
not what really leads to such changesas take
place during the entire duration of the emo-
tion. In that case,the emotion would appear
to be merely the echo of its accompanying
action, and this action would be the mirror
image of the emotion, so it would be hard to
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understand their reciprocally changing each
other.

ÒHere, consequently, the second major
idea that can be derived from the newly
opened up science of the emotions begins. I
would like to call it the idea of shaping and
consolidating.Ó

ÒThis idea is based on several notions
and considerations. Since I would like to cla-
rify it for myself, let me first go back to our
saying that an emotion brings about a beha-
vior, and the behavior reacts on the emotion;
for this crude observation easily allows a bet-
ter one to counter it, that between both there
is, rather, a relationship of mutual reinforce-
ment and resonance,a rampant swelling into
each other, which also, to be sure, brings
about mutual change in both components.
The emotion is translated into the language
of the action, and the action into the lan-
guage of the emotion. As with every
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translation, something new is added and
some things are lost in the process.

ÒAmong the simplest relationships, the
familiar expression that oneÕs limbs are para-
lyzed with fear already speaks of this; for it
could just as well be maintained that the fear
is paralyzed by the limbs: a distinction such
as the one between Ôrigid with terror and
Ôtrembling with fearÕrests entirely on this
second case. And what is claimed by the
simplest movement of expression is also true
of the comprehensive emotional action: in
other words, an emotion changesnot just as
a consequence of the action it evokes, but
already within the action by which it is as-
similated in a particular way, repeated, and
changed, in the course of which both the
emotion and the action mutually shape and
consolidate themselves. Ideas, desires, and
impulses of all sorts also enter into an emo-
tion in this way, and the emotion enters
them.Ó
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ÒBut such a relationship of course pre-
supposesa differentiation in the interaction
in which the lead should alternate sequen-
tially, so that now feeling, now acting, dom-
inates, now a resolve, scruple, or idea be-
comes dominant and makes a contribution
that carries all the components forward in a
common direction. So this relationship is
contained in the idea of a mutual shaping
and consolidation, and it is this idea that
really makes it complete.

ÒOn the other side, the unity described
previously must at the same time be able to
assimilate changesand yet still have the abil-
ity to maintain its identity as a more or less
defined emotional action; but it must also be
able to exclude, for it assimilates influences
from within and without or fends them off.
Up to now, all I know of this unity is the law
of its completed state. Therefore the origins
of these influences must also be able to be
adduced and ultimately explained, thanks to
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which providence or arrangement it happens
that they enter into what is going on in the
sense of a common development.Ó

ÒNow, in all probability a particular
ability to endure and be resuscitated, a solid-
ity and degree of solidity, and thus finally
also a particular ÔenergyÕcannot be ascribed
to the unity alone, to the structure as such,
the mere shape of the event; nor is it very
likely that there exist other internal particip-
atory energies that focus specifically on this.
On the other hand, it is probable that these
energiesplay nothing more than a secondary
role; for our emotions and ideas probably
also control the same numerous, instantan-
eous internal relationships and the same en-
during dispositions, inclinations, principles,
intentions, and needs that produce our ac-
tions as well as our emotions and ideas. Our
emotions and ideas are the storage batteries
of these elements, and it is to be assumed
that the energies to which they give rise
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somehow bring about the shaping and con-
solidation of the emotions. Ó

ÒHow that happens I will try to make
clear by means of a widely held prejudice.
The opinion is often voiced that there is
some kind of Ôinner relation Õamong an emo-
tion, the object to which it is directed, and
the action that connects them. The idea is
that it would then be more comprehensible
that these form a unified whole, that they
succeedone another, and so on. The heart of
the matter is that a particular drive or a par-
ticular emotionÑfor example, hunger and
the instinct for foodÑare directed not at ran-
dom objects and actions but primarily, of
course, at those that promise satisfaction. A
sonata is of no help to a starving person, but
food is: that is to say,something belonging to
a more or less specific category of objects
and events; and this gives rise to the appear-
ance of this category and this state of stimu-
lation always being connected. There is some
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truth in this, but no more mysterious a truth
than that to eat soup we use a spoon and not
a fork.

ÒWe do so becauseit seemsto us appro-
priate; and it is nothing but this
commonplace appearing-to-be-appropriate
that fulfills the task of mediating among an
emotion, its object, the concomitant actions,
ideas, decisions, and those deeper impulses
that for the most part elude observation. If
we act with an intention, or from a desire, or
for a purposeÑfor instance, to help or hurt
someoneÑit seemsnatural to us that our ac-
tion is determined by the demand that it be
appropriate; but beyond that it can turn out
in many different ways. The same is true for
every emotion. An emotion, too, longs for
everything that seemssuited to satisfying it,
in which process this characteristic will be
sometimes more tightly, sometimes more
loosely, related; and precisely this looser
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connection is the natural path to shaping
and consolidation.

ÒFor it occasionally happens even to the
drives that they go astray, and wherever an
emotion is at its peak, it then happens that
an action is merely attempted, that an inten-
tion or an idea is thrown in that later turns
out to be inappropriate and is dropped, and
that the emotion enters the sphere of a
source of energy, or this sphere enters that of
the emotion, from which it frees itself again.
So in the course of the event not everything
is shaped and consolidated; a great deal is
also abandoned. In other words, there is also
a shaping without consolidation, and this
constitutes an indispensable part of the con-
solidating arrangement. For since everything
that seemsappropriate to serve the directing
energies can be absorbed by the unity of the
emotional behavior, but only so much of this
is retained as is really appropriate, there
enter of themselves into the feeling, acting,
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and thinking the common trait, succession,
and duration which make it comprehensible
that the feeling, acting, and thinking mutu-
ally and increasingly consolidate and shape
themselves.Õ

ÒThe weak point of this explanation lies
where the precisely described unity that
arises at the end is supposedto be connected
to the unknown and vaguely bounded sphere
of the impulses that lies at the beginning.
This sphere is hardly anything other than
what is embraced by the essencesÔpersonÕ
and ÔIÕaccording to the proportion of their
involvement, about which we know little. But
if one considers that in the moment of an
emotion even what is most inward can be re-
cast, then it will not seemunthinkable that in
such a moment the shaped unity of the ac-
tion, too, can reach that point. If one con-
siders, on the other hand, how much has to
happen beforehand in order to prepare such
a success as a person giving up principles
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and habits, one will have to desist from every
idea that concentrates on the momentary ef-
fect. And if one were, finally, to be satisfied
by saying that other laws and connections
are valid for the area of the source than for
the outl et, where the emotion becomes per-
ceivable as internal and external action, then
one would again come up against the insuffi-
ciency that we have no idea at all according
to what law the transition from the causative
forces to the resulting product could come
about. Perhaps the postulation of a loose,
general unity that embraces the entire pro-
cess can be combined with this, in that it
would ultimately enable a specific and solid
unity to emerge: but this question extends
beyond psychology, and for the time being
extends beyond our abilities too.Ó

ÒThis knowledge, that in the process of
an emotion from its source to its appearance
a unity is indicated, but that it cannot be said
when and how this unity assumesthe closed
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form that is supposed to characterize the
emotionÕs completely developed behavior
(and in analyzing which I used the articula-
tion of a melody as example)Ñthis quite neg-
ative knowledge permits, remarkably, an
idea to be brought in by means of which the
deferred answer to the question of how the
concept of the emotion appears in more re-
cent researchcomesto a singular conclusion.
This is the admission that the actual event
corresponds neither in its entirety nor in its
final form to the mental image that has been
made of it. This is usefully demonstrated by
a kind of double negative: One says to one-
self: perhaps the pure unity that theoretically
represents the law of the completed emotion
never exists; indeed, it may not even be at all
possible for it to exist, becauseit would be so
completely cut off inside its own compass
that it would not be able to assimilate any
more influences of any other kind. But, one
now says to oneself, there never is such a
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completely circumscribed emotion! In other
words: emotions never occur purely, but al-
ways only in an approximating actualization.
And in still other words: the processof shap-
ing and consolidating never ends.Ó

ÒBut this is nothing other than what
presently characterizes psychological think-
ing everywhere. Moreover, one sees in the
basic mental concepts only ideational pat-
terns according to which the internal action
can be ordered, but one no longer expects
that it is really constructed out of such ele-
ments, like a picture printed by the four-col-
or process. In truth, according to this view,
the pure nature of the emotion, of the idea,
of sensation, and of the will are as little to be
met with in the internal world as are the
thread of a current or a difficult point in the
outer world: There is merely an interwoven
whole, which sometimes seems to will and
sometimes to think becausethis or that qual-
ity predominates.
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ÒThe names of the individual emotions
therefore characterize only types, which ap-
proximate real experiences without corres-
ponding to them entirely; and with this, a
guiding principle with the following con-
tentÑeven if this is rather crudely putÑtakes
the place of the axiom of the older psycho-
logy by which the emotion, as one of the ele-
mental experiences,was supposedto have an
unalterable nature, or to be experienced in a
way that distinguished it once and for all
from other experiences:There are no experi-
ences that are from the beginning distinct
emotions, or even emotions at all; there are
merely experiences that are destined to be-
come emotion and to become a distinct
emotion.

ÒThis also gives the idea of arrangement
and consolidation the significance that in
this process emotion and behavior not only
form, consolidate, and, as far as it is given
them, determine; it is in this processthat the
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emotion originates in the first place: so that
it is never this or that specific emotion that is
present at the beginningÑ say, in a weak
stateÑtogether with its mode of action, but
only something that is appropriate and has
been destined to become such an emotion
and action, which, however, it never be-
comes in a pure state.Ó

ÒBut of course this Ôsomething* is not
completely random, since it is understood to
be something that from the start and by dis-
position is intended or appropriate to be-
coming an emotion, and, moreover, a specif-
ic emotion. For in the final analysis anger is
not fatigue, and apparently not in the first
analysis either; and just as little are satiety
and hunger to be confused, even in their
early stages. Therefore at the beginning
something unfinished, a start, a nucleus,
something like an emotion and things associ-
ated with that emotion, will already be
present. I would like to call it a feeling that is
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not yet an emotion; but it is better to present
an example, and for that I will take the relat-
ively simple one of physical pain inflicted
externally.

ÒThis pain can be a locally restricted
sensation that penetrates or burns in one
spot and is unpleasant but alien. But this
sensation can also flare up and overwhelm
the entire person with affliction. Often, too,
at the beginning there is merely an empty
spot at the place, from which it is only in the
following moments that sensation or emo-
tion wells up: it is not only children who at
the beginning often do not know whether
something hurts. Earlier, one assumed that
in these cases an emotion is superimposed
on the sensation, but today one prefers to
supposethat a nucleus of experience, origin-
ally as little a sensation as it is an emotion,
can develop equally well into the one as the
other.
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ÒAlso already part of this original stabil-
ity of experience is the beginning of an in-
stinctive or reflex action, a shrinking back,
collapsing, fending off, or a spontaneous
counterattack; and becausethis more or less
involves the entire person, it will also involve
an internal Ôflight or fight Õcondition, in other
words a coloration of the emotion by the
kind of fear or attack. This proceeds of
course even more strongly from the drives
triggered, for not only are these dispositions
for a purposive action but, once aroused,
they also produce nonspecific mental states,
which we characterize as moods of fearful-
nessor irritability, or in other casesof being
in love, of sensitivity, and so forth. Even not
acting and not being able to do anything has
such an emotional coloration; but the drives
are for the most part connected with a more
or less definite will formation, and this leads
to an inquiry into the situation that is in it-
self a confrontation and therefore has an
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aggressive coloration. But this inquiry can
also have the effect of coolnessand calm; or
if the pain is quite severe, it does not take
place, and one suddenly avoids its source. So
even this example goes back and forth from
the very beginning between sensation, emo-
tion, automatic response, will, flight, de-
fense, attack, pain, anger, curiosity, and be-
ing coolly collected, and thereby demon-
strates that what is present is not so much
the original state of a single emotion as
rather varying beginnings of several, suc-
ceeding or complementing one another.

ÒThis gives to the assertion that a feel-
ing is present, but not yet an emotion, the
sense that the disposition to an emotion is
always present but that it doesnot need to be
realized, and that a beginning is always
present but it can turn out later to have
served as the beginning of a different
emotion.Ó
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ÒThe peculiar manner in which the
emotion is from the beginning both present
and not present can be expressedin the com-
parison that one must imagine its develop-
ment as the image of a forest, and not as the
image of a tree. A birch, for example, re-
mains itself from its germination to its
death; but on the other hand, a birch forest
can begin as a mixed forest; it becomes a
birch forest as soon as birch treesÑas the
result of causes that can be quite var-
iedÑpredominate in it and the departures
from the pure stamp of the birch type are no
longer significant.

ÒIt is the same with the emotion and
(this is always open to misunderstanding)
with the action connected to the emotion.
They always have their particular character-
istics, but these change with everything that
adheres to them until, with growing certi-
tude, they take on the marks of a familiar
emotion and ÔdeserveÕ its name, which
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always retains a trace of free judgment. But
emotion and the action of emotion can also
depart from this type and approximate an-
other; this is not unusual, becausean emo-
tion can waver and, in any event, goes
through various stages. What distinguishes
this from the ordinary view is that in the or-
dinary view the emotion has validity as a
specific experience, which we do not always
recognize with certainty. On the other hand,
the more recently established view ascribes
the lack of certainty to the emotion and tries
to understand it from its nature and to limit
it concisely.Ó

There followed in an appendix individu-
al examples that really ought to have been
marginal notations but had been suppressed
at the places they had been intended for in
order not to interrupt the exposition. And so
thesestragglers that had dropped out of their
context no longer belonged to a specific
place, although they did belong to the whole

393/1856



and retained ideas that might possibly have
some useful application for the whole:

ÒIn the relation Ôto love somethingÕwhat
carries such enormous distinctions as that
between love of God and loving to go fishing
is not the love but the Ôsomething.ÕThe emo-
tion itself: the devotion, anxiousness,desire,
hurt, gnawingÑin other words, lovingÑdoes
not admit a distinction. Ó

ÒBut it is just ascertain that loving oneÕs
walking stick or honor is not apples and or-
angesÕonly for the reason that these two
things do not resemble each other, but also
because the use we make of them, the cir-
cumstances in which they assume import-
anceÑin short, the entire group of experi-
encesÑare different. It is from the non-
inter changeability of a group of experiences
that we derive the certainty of knowing our
emotion. That is why we only truly recognize
it after it has had some effect in the world
and has been shapedby the world; we do not
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know what we feel before our action has
made that decision.Ó

ÒAnd where we say that our emotion is
divided, we should rather say that it is not
yet complete, or that we have not yet settled
down.Ó

ÒAnd where it appears as paradox or
paradoxical combination, what we have is of-
ten something else. We say that the cour-
ageousperson ignores pain; but in truth it is
the bitter salt of pain that overflows in cour-
ageousness. And in the martyr it rises in
flames to heaven. In the coward, on the con-
trary, the pain becomes unbearably concen-
trated through the anticipatory fear. The ex-
ample of loathing is even clearer; those feel-
ings inflicted with violence are associated
with it, which, if received voluntarily, are the
most intense desire.

ÒOf course there are differing sources
here, and also varying combinations, but

395/1856



what comes into being most particularly are
various directions in which the predominant
emotion develops.Ó

ÒBecausethey are constantly fluid, emo-
tions cannot be stopped; nor can they be
looked at under the microscope. This means
that the more closely we observe them, the
less we know what it is we feel. Attention is
already a change in the emotion. But if emo-
tions were a Ômixture Õthis should really be
most apparent at the moment when it is
stopped, even if attention intervenes.Ó

ÒBecausethe external action has no in-
dependent significance for the mind, emo-
tions cannot be distinguished by it alone. In-
numerable times we do not know what we
feel, although we act vigorously and decis-
ively. The enormous ambiguity of what a
person does who is being observed mistrust-
fully or jealously rests on this lack of clarity. Ó
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ÒThe emotions lack of clarity does not,
however, demonstrate its weakness,for emo-
tions vanish precisely when feeling is at its
height. Even at high degrees of intensity,
emotions are extremely labile; see for in-
stance the courage of despair or happiness
suddenly changing into pain. At this level
they also bring about contradictory actions,
like paralysis instead of flight, or Ôbeing suf-
focatedÕby oneÕs own anger. But in quite vi-
olent excitation they lose, so to speak, their
color, so that all that remains is a dead sen-
sation of the accompanying physical mani-
festations, contraction of the skin, surging of
the blood, blotting out of the senses. And
what appears fully in these most intense
stagesis an absolute bedazzlement,so that it
can be said that the shaping of the emotion,
and with it the entire world of our emotions,
is valid only in intermediate stages.Ó

ÒIn these average stages we of course
recognize and name an emotion no
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differently from the way we do other phe-
nomena that are in flux, to repeat this once
again. To determine the distinction between
hate and anger is as easy and as difficult as
ascertaining the distinction between pre-
meditated and unpremeditated murder, or
between a basin and a bowl. Not that what is
at work here is capriciousnessin naming, but
every aspect and deflection can be useful for
comparison and concept formation. And so
in this way the hundred and one kinds of
love about which Agathe and I joked, not en-
tirely without sorrow, are connected. The
question of how it happens that such quite
different things are characterized by the
single word loveÕhas the same answer as the
question of why we unhesitatingly talk of
dinner forks, manure forks, tree-branch
forks, rifle forks, road forks, and other forks.
Underlying all these fork impressions is a
common ÔforknessÕ: it is not in them as a
common nucleus, but it might almost be said
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that it is nothing more than a comparison
possible for eachof them. For they do not all
even need to be similar to one another: it is
already sufficient if one leads to another, if
you go from one to the next, as long as the
neighboring members are similar to one an-
other. The more remote ones are then simil-
ar through the mediation of these proximate
members. Indeed, even what constitutes the
similarity, that which associates the neigh-
boring members, can changein such a chain;
and so one travels excitedly from one end of
the path to the other, hardly knowing oneself
how one has traversed it.Ó

ÒBut if we wished to regard, as we are
inclined to do, the similarity existing among
all kinds of love for its similarity to a kind of
Ôur-love,Õwhich so to speak would sit as an
armless and legless torso in the middle of
them all, it would most likely be the sameer-
ror as believing in an Ôur-fork. ÕAnd yet we
have living witness for there really being
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such an emotion. It is merely difficult to de-
termine the degreeof this Ôreally.ÕIt is differ-
ent from that of the real world. An emotion
that is not an emotion for something; an
emotion without desire, without preferment,
without movement, without knowledge,
without limits; an emotion to which no dis-
tinct behavior and action belongs, at least no
behavior that is quite real: as truly as this
emotion is not served with arms and legs, so
truly have we encountered it again and
again, and it has seemed to us more alive
than life itself! Love is already too particular
a name for this, even if it most intimately re-
lated to a love for which tendernessor inclin-
ation are expressions that are too obvious. It
realizes itself in many different ways and in
many connections, but it can never let itself
be detached from this actualization, which
always contaminates it. Thus has it appeared
to us and vanished, an intimation that al-
ways remained the same. Apparently the dry

400/1856



reflections with which I have filled these
pageshave little to do with this, and yet I am
almost certain that they have brought me to
the right path to it! Ó
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56

THE DO-GOODER SINGS

Professor August Lindner sang.He was wait-
ing for Agathe.

Ah, the boy s eyesseemto me Socrystal
clear and lovely, And a something shines in
them That captivates my heart.

Ah, those sweeteyesglanceat me, Shin-
ing into mine! Were he to seehis image there
He would greet me tenderly.

And this is why I yield myself To serve
his eyes alone, For a something shines in
them That captivates my heart.

It had originally been a Spanish song.
There was a small piano in the house, dating



from Frau Lindners time; it was occasionally
devoted to the mission of rounding out the
education and culture of son Peter, which
had already led Peter to remove several
strings. Lindner himself never used it, except
possibly to strike a few solemn chords now
and then; and although he had been pacing
up and down in front of this sound machine
for quite some time, it was only after cau-
tiously making sure that the housekeeper as
well as Peter was out of the house that he
had let himself be carried away by this un-
wonted impulse. He was quite pleased with
his voice, a high baritone obviously well
suited to expressing emotion; and now Lind-
ner had not closed the piano but was stand-
ing there thinking, leaning on it with his
arm, his weightless leg crossedover his sup-
porting leg. Agathe, who had already visited
him several times, was over an hour late. The
emptiness of the house, stemming in part
from that fact and in part from the
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arrangements he had made, welled up in his
consciousness as a culpable plan.

He had found a soul of bedazzling rich-
ness, which he was making great efforts to
save and which evoked the impression of
confiding itself to his charge; and what man
would not be charmed at finding something
he had hardly expected to find, a tender fe-
male creature he could train according to his
principles? But mixed in with this were deep
notes of discontent. Lindner considered
punctuality an obligation of conscience,pla-
cing it no lower than honesty and contractual
obligations; people who made no punctual
division of their time seemedto him patholo-
gically scatterbrained, forcing their more ser-
ious fellow men, moreover, to lose parcels of
their time along with them; and so he re-
garded them as worse than muggers. In such
caseshe took it as his duty to bring it to the
attention of such beings, politely but unre-
lentingly, that his time did not belong to him
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but to his activity; and becausewhite lies in-
jure oneÕs own mind, while people are not all
equal, some being influential and some not,
he had derived numerous character exercises
from this; a host of their most powerful and
malleable maxims now cameto his mind and
interfered with the gentle arousal brought on
by the song.

But no matter: he had not sung any reli-
gious songs since his student days, and en-
joyed it with a circumspection. ÔWhat south-
ern na•vetŽ, and what charm,Óhe thought,
Òemanate from such worldly lines! How de-
lightfully and tenderly they relate to the boy
Jesus!ÓHe tried to imitate the poemÕs art-
lessnessin his mind, and arrived at the res-
ult: ÒIf I didn Õt know better, IÕd be capable of
believing that I feel a girl Õs chaste stirrings
for her boy!ÓSo one might well say that a
woman able to evoke such homage was
reaching all that was noblest in man and
must herself be a noble being. But here
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Lindner smiled with dissatisfaction and de-
cided to close the lid of the piano. Then he
did one of his arm exercisesthat further the
harmony of the personality, and stopped
again. An unpleasant thought had crossed
his mind. ÒShe is unfeeling!Óhe sighed be-
hind gritted teeth. ÒShe would be laughing!Ó

He had in his face at this moment
something that would have reminded his
dear departed mother of the little boy under
whose chin every morning she tied a big
lovely bow before sending him off to school;
this something might be called the complete
absence of rough-hewn maleness. On this
tall, slack, pipestem-legged apparition, the
head sat as if speared on a lance over the
roaring arena of his schoolmates, who jeered
at the bow tie made by his motherÕs hand;
and in anxiety dreams Professor Lindner
even now sometimes saw himself standing
that way and suffering for the good, the true,
and the beautiful. But for this very reason he
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never conceded that roughness is an indis-
pensable male characteristic, like gravel,
which has to be mixed into mortar to give it
strength; and especially since he had become
the man he flattered himself to be, he saw in
that early defect merely a confirmation of the
fact that he had been born to improve the
world, even if in modest measure. Today we
are quite accustomed to the explanation that
great orators arise from speech defects and
heroesfrom weakness,in other words the ex-
planation that our nature always first digs a
ditch if it wants us to erect a mountain above
it; and because the half-knowledgeable and
half-savagepeople who chiefly determine the
course of life are quick to proclaim nearly
every stutterer a Demosthenes, it is that
much easier, as a sign of intellectual good
taste, to recognize that the only important
thing about a Demosthenes was his original
stuttering. But we have not yet succeededin
reducing the deedsof Hercules to his having

407/1856



been a sickly child, or the greatest achieve-
ments in the sprint and broad jump to flat-
footedness, or courage to timidity; and so it
must be conceded that there is something
more to an exceptional talent than its
omission.

Thus Professor Lindner was by no
means restricted to acknowledging that the
raillery and blows he had feared as a child
could be a cause of his intellectual develop-
ment. Nevertheless, the current disposition
of his principles and emotions did him the
service of transforming every such impres-
sion that reached him from the bustle of the
world into an intellectual triumph; even his
habit of weaving martial and sportive expres-
sions into his speech,as well as his tendency
to set the stamp of a strict and inflexible will
on everything he said and did, had begun to
develop to the degreethat, ashe grew up and
lived among more mature companions, he
was correspondingly removed from direct
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physical attacks. At the university, he had
even joined one of the fraternities whose
members wore their jackets, caps, boots, in-
signia, and sword just as picturesquely as the
rowdies whom they despised, but made only
peaceful use of them because their outlook
forbade dueling. In this, Lindners pleasure in
a bravery for which no blood need be spilled
had achieved its definitive form; but at the
same time it gave witness that one can com-
bine a noble temperament with the overflow-
ing pulse of life or, of course in other terms,
that God enters man more easily when he
imitates the devil who was there before him.

So whenever Lindner reproached his
more compact son, Peter, as he was unfortu-
nately often called upon to do, that yielding
to the very idea of force made a person ef-
feminate, or that the power of humility and
the courage of renunciation are of greater
value than physical strength and courage, he
was not talking as a layman in questions of
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courage but enjoying the excitement of a
conjurer who has succeeded in yoking
demons to the service of the good. For al-
though there was really nothing that could
disturb his equilibrium at the height of well-
being he had attained, he was marked by a
disinclination to jokes and laughter border-
ing almost on anxietyÑas an injury that has
healed leaves behind a limpÑeven when he
merely suspectedtheir bare possibility. ÒThe
tickling of jokes and humor, Óhe was accus-
tomed to instruct his son on the subject, Òori-
ginate in the sated comfort of life, in malice,
and in idle fantasies, and they easily induce
people to say things their better selveswould
condemn! On the other hand, the discipline
that comes from stifling Ôwitty Õripostes and
ideas is an admirable test of strength and an
annealing test of will, and the more you use
the silence you have struggled to master in
order to look into your joke more closely, the
better it turns out for the whole man. ÒWe
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usually see first, Óthis standing admonition
concluded, Òhow many impulses to elevate
oneself and demean others it conceals, how
much coquetry and frivolity lie behind most
jokes, how much refinement of sympathy
they stifle in ourselves and others, indeed
how much horrifying coarsenessand mock-
ery comes to light in the laughter we try to
coax from an audience!Ó

As a result, Peter had to hide carefully
from his father his youthful inclination to
mockery and joking; but he was so inclined,
and Professor Lindner often felt the breath
of the evil spirit in his surroundings without
being able to spot the poisonous phantom. It
could go so far that the father would instill
fear in the son with a subduing glance, while
secretly fearing him himself , and when this
happened he was reminded of something in-
effable between his wife and himself while
his plump spouse was still on earth. Being
lord and master in his own house,
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establishing its atmosphere and knowing
that his family surrounded him like a peace-
ful garden in which he had planted his prin-
ciples, belonged for Lindner to the indis-
pensable preconditions of happiness. But
Frau Lindner, whom he had married shortly
after he finished his studies, during which
time he had been a lodger at her mothers,
had unfortunately soon thereafter ceasedto
share his principles and put on an air of be-
ing reluctant to contradict him that irritated
him more than contradiction itself. He could
not forget having sometimes caught a glance
from the corner of her eye while her mouth
was obediently silent, and every time this
happened he subsequently found himself in
a situation that was not exactly proof against
adverse comment: for instance, in a night-
shirt that was too short, preaching that her
dignity asa woman should preclude her find-
ing any pleasure in the rough, loose young
men who with their drunkenness and
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scrapes still dominated student life at that
time and who accordingly were not as un-
desirable as lodgers as they ought to be.

WomanÕs secret mockery is a chapter in
itself, with the most intimate connections to
her lack of understanding for those preoccu-
pations of greatest importance to the male;
and the moment Lindner remembered this,
the mental processes that had until then
been churning indistinctly within him un-
corked the idea of Agathe. What would she
be like to live with intimately? ÒThere is no
question of her being what one might com-
fortably call a good person. She doesnÕt even
try to hide it! Óhe told himself, and a remark
of hers that occurred to him in this connec-
tion, her laughing assertion that today the
good people were no less responsible for the
corruption of life than the bad ones, made
his hair stand on end. But on the whole he
had already Òextracted the abscessedteethÓ
of these Òhorrible views,Óeven if every time
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they came up they upset him all over again,
by once and for all declaring to himself: ÒShe
has no conception of reality! ÓFor he thought
of Agathe as a noble being, even though she
was, for a Òdaughter of Eve,Ófull of venom-
ous unrest. The proper attitude, however
certain it may be for the believer, seemedto
her the most intellectually unascertainable
object, the solution of lifeÕs most extreme
and difficult task. She seemed to have a
dreamily confused idea of what was good
and right, an idea inimical to order, with no
more coherence than an accidental grouping
of poems. ÒReality is alien to her!Ó he re-
peated. ÒIf, for example, she knows
something about love, how can she make
such cynical statements about it as that itÕs
impossible, and the like?Ó Therefore she
must be shown what real love is.

But here Agathe presented new diffi-
culties. Let him admit it fearlessly and cour-
ageously: she was offensive! She all too
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gladly tore down from its pedestal whatever
you cautiously raised up; and if you found
fault with her, her criticism knew no bounds
and she made it clear that she was out to
wound. There are such natures that rage
against themselves and strike the hand
bringing them succor; but a determined man
will never allow his behavior to depend on
the behavior of others, and at this moment
what Lindner saw was the image of a peace-
ful man with a long beard, bending over a
sick woman anxiously fending him off, and
seeing in the depths of her heart a profound
wound. The moment was far removed from
logic, and so this did not mean that he was
this man; but Lindner straightened upÑ this
he actually didÑand reached for his beard,
which in the meantime had lost a good deal
of its fullness, and a nervous blush raced
across his face. He had remembered that
Agathe had the objectionable habit of in-
stilling in him the belief, more than any
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other human being ever could have done,
that she would like to share his most sublime
and most secret feelings; indeed, that in her
own constrained situation shewas evenwait-
ing for a special effort of these feelings in or-
der, once he had exposed the innermost
treasures of his mind, to pour scorn on him.
She was egging him on! Lindner admitted
this to himself and could not have done oth-
erwise, for there was a strange, restless feel-
ing in his breast that one might have hard-
heartedly compared, although he was far
from thinking this, with hens milling about
in a chicken coop. But then she could sud-
denly laugh in the most mysterious way, or
saysomething profane and hard that cut him
to the quick, as if she had been building him
up only in order to cut him down! And had
she not already done this today too, even be-
fore her arrival, Lindner asked himself,
bringing him to such a passwith this piano?
He looked at it; it stood there beside him like
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a housemaid with whom the master of the
house had transgressed!

He could not know what motivated
Agathe to play this game with him, and she
herself would not have been able to discuss it
with anyoneÑnot even, and especially, Ul-
rich. She was behaving capriciously; but to
the extent that this means with changeable
emotions, it was done intentionally and sig-
nified a shaking and loosening up of the
emotions, the way a person weighed down by
a delicious burden stretches his limbs. So the
strange attraction that several times had
secretly led her to Lindner had contained
from the beginning an insubordination
against Ulrich, or at least against complete
dependence on him; the stranger distracted
her thoughts a little and reminded her of the
diversity of the world and of men. But this
happened only so that she might feel her de-
pendence on her brother that much more
warmly, and was, moreover, the same as
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Ulrich Õs secretiveness with his diary, which
he kept locked away from her; indeed, it was
even the same as his general resolve to let
reason stand besideemotion aswell asabove
it, and also to judge. But while this took up
his time, her impatience and stored-up ten-
sion was seeking an outlet, an adventure,
about which it could not yet be said what
path it would take; and to the degreethat Ul-
rich inspired or depressed her, Lindner, to
whom she felt superior, causedher to be for-
bearing or high-spirited. She won mastery
over herself by misusing the influence she
exercised over him, and she needed this.

But something else was also at work
here. For there was between her and Ulrich
at this time no talk either of her divorce and
HagauerÕs letters or of the rash or actually
superstitious altering of the will in a moment
of disorientation, an act that demanded
restitution, either civic or miraculous.
Agathe was sometimes oppressed by what
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she had done, and she knew, too, that in the
disorder one leaves behind in a lower circle
of life Ulrich did not seeany favorable sign of
the order one strives for in a higher sense.
He had told her so openly enough, and even
if she no longer remembered every detail of
the conversation that had followed on the
suspicions Hagauer had recently raised
against her, she still found herself banished
to a position of waiting between good and ill.
Something, to be sure, was lifting all her
qualities upward to a miraculous vindication,
but she could not yet allow herself to believe
in this; and so it was her offended, recalcit-
rant feeling of justice that also found expres-
sion in the quarrel with Lindner. She was
very grateful to him for seeming to impute to
her all the bad qualities that Hagauer, too,
had discovered in her and for unintentionally
calming her by the very way he looked while
doing it.
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Lindner, who thus, in AgatheÕs judg-
ment, had never come to terms with himself,
had now begun to pace restlessly back and
forth in his room, subjecting the visits she
was paying him to a severe and detailed ex-
amination. She seemed to like being here;
she asked about many details of his house
and his life, about his educational principles
and his books. He was surely not mistaken in
assuming that one would express so much
interest in someoneÕs life only if one were
drawn to share it; of course, the way she had
of expressing herself in the process would
just have to be acceptedas her idiosyncrasy!
In this vein he recalled that she had once
told him about a womanÑ unpardonably a
former mistress of her brother sÑwhose
head always becameÒlike a coconut, with the
hair insideÓwhen she fell in love with a man;
and Agathe had added the observation that
that was the way she felt about his house. It
was all so much of a piece that it really made
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one Òafraid for oneself!ÓBut the fear seemed
to give her pleasure, and Lindner thought he
recognized in this paradoxical trait the fem-
inine psycheÕs anxious readiness to yield, the
more so as she indicated to him that she re-
membered similar impressions from the be-
ginning of her marriage.

Now, it is only natural that a man like
Lindner would more readily have thoughts of
marriage than sinful ones. And so, both dur-
ing and outside the periods he set aside for
the problems of life, he had sometimes
secretly allowed the idea to creep in that it
would perhaps be good if the child Peter had
a mother again; and now it also happened
that instead of analyzing AgatheÕs behavior
further, he stopped at one of its manifesta-
tions that secretly appealed to him. For in a
profound anticipation of his destiny, Agathe
had, from the beginning of their acquaint-
ance, spoken of nothing with more passion
than her divorce. There was no way he could
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sanction this sin, but he could also not pre-
vent its advantages from emerging more
clearly with every passingday; and in spite of
his customary opinions about the nature of
the tragic, he was inclined to find tragic the
lot that compelled him to expressbitter anti-
pathy toward what he himself almost wished
would happen. In addition, it happened that
Agathe exploited this resistancemostly in or-
der to indicate in her offensive way that she
did not believe the truth of his conviction. He
might trot out morality, place the Church in
front of it, pronounce all the principles that
had been so ready to hand all his life; she
smiled when she answered, and this smile
reminded him of Frau Lindners smile in the
later years of their marriage, with the ad-
vantage that AgatheÕs possessedthe unset-
tling power of the new and mysterious. ÒIt Õs
Mona Lisas smile!Ó Lindner exclaimed to
himself. ÒMockery in a pious face!Óand he
was so dismayed and flattered by what he
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took to be a meaningful discovery that for
the moment he was less able than usual to
reject the arrogance ordinarily associated
with this smile when she interrogated him on
his belief in God. This unbeliever had no de-
sire for missionary instruction; she wanted
to stick her hand in the bubbling spring; and
perhaps this was precisely the task reserved
for him; once again to lift the stone covering
the spring to permit her a little insight, with
no one to protect him if it should turn out
otherwise, no matter how unpleasant, even
alarming, this idea was to himself! And sud-
denly Lindner, although he was alone in the
room, stamped his foot and said aloud:
ÒDonÕt think for a minute that I donÕt under-
stand you! And donÕt believe that the subjug-
ation you detect in me comesfrom a creature
subjugated from the beginning! Ó

As a matter of fact, the story of how
Lindner had become what he was was far
more commonplace than he thought. It

423/1856



began with the possibility that he, too, might
have become a different person; for he still
remembered precisely the love he had had as
a child for geometry, for the way its beauti-
ful, cleverly worked out proofs finally closed
around the truth with a soft snap, delighting
him as if he had caught a giant in a
mousetrap. There had been no indication
that he was particularly religious; even today
he was of the opinion that faith had to be
Òworked for,Óand not received asa gift in the
cradle. What had made him a shining pupil
in religion classwas the same joy in knowing
and in showing off his knowledge that he
demonstrated in his other subjects. His inner
being, of course, had already absorbed the
ways in which religious tradition expressed
itself, to which the only resistance was the
civic sensehe had developed early. This had
once found unexpected expression in the
single extraordinary hour his life had ever
known. It had happened while he was
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preparing himself for his final school exam-
inations. For weekshe had been driving him-
self, sitting evenings in his room studying,
when all at once an incomprehensible
change came over him. His body seemed to
become as light toward the world as delicate
paper ash, and he was filled with an unutter-
able joy, as if in the dark vault of his breast a
candle had been lit and was diffusing its
gentle glow into all his limbs; and before he
could come to terms with such a notion, this
light surrounded his head with a condition of
radiance. It frightened him a lot; but it was
nevertheless true that his head was emitting
light. Then a marvelous intellectual clarity
overwhelmed all his senses, and in it the
world was reflected in broad horizons such
as no natural eye could encompass. He
glanced up and saw nothing but his half-lit
room, so it was not a vision; but the impetus
remained, even if it was in contradiction to
his surroundings. He comforted himself that
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he was apparently experiencing this some-
how only as a Òmental person,Ó while his
Òphysical personÓ was sitting somber and
distinct on its chair and fully occupying its
accustomed space;and so he remained for a
while, having already got half accustomed to
his dubious state, since one quickly grows
used to the extraordinary as long as there is
hope that it will be revealed as the product,
even if a diabolical product, of order. But
then something new happened, for he sud-
denly heard a voice, speaking quite clearly
but moderately, as if it had already been
speaking for some time, saying to him:
ÒLindner, where are you seeking me? Sis tu
tuus et ego ero tuusÓwhich can be roughly
translated: Just become Lindner, and I will
be with you. But it was not so much the con-
tent of this speech that dismayed the ambi-
tious student, for it was possible that he had
already heard or read it, or at least some of
it, and then forgotten it, but rather its
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sensuous resonance; for this came so inde-
pendently and surprisingly from the outside,
and was of such an immediately convincing
fullness and solidity, and had such a differ-
ent sound from the dry sound of grim indus-
triousness to which the night was tuned, that
every attempt to reduce the phenomenon to
inner exhaustion or inner overstimulation
was uprooted in advance. That this explana-
tion was so obvious, and yet its path blocked,
of course increased his confusion; and when
it also happened that with this confusion the
condition in Lindner Õs head and heart rose
ever more gloriously and soon began to flow
through his entire body, it got to be too
much. He seized his head, shook it between
his fists, jumped up from his chair, shouted
ÒNo!Ó three times, and, almost screaming,
managed to speak the first prayer he could
think of, upon which the spell finally van-
ished and die future professor, mortally
frightened, took refuge in bed.
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Soon afterward he passedhis examina-
tions with distinction and enrolled at the
university. He did not feel in himself the in-
ner calling to the clerical classÑnor, to an-
swer AgatheÕs foolish questions, had he felt it
at any time in his lifeÑand was at that time
not even entirely and unimpeachably a be-
liever, for he, too, was visited by those
doubts that any developing intellect cannot
escape.But the mortal terror at the religious
powers hiding within him did not leave him
for the rest of his life. The longer ago it had
been, the less, of course, he believed that
God had really spoken to him, and he there-
fore began to fear the imagination as an un-
bridled power that can easily lead to mental
derangement. His pessimism, too, to which
man appeared in general as a threatened be-
ing, took on depth, and so his decision to be-
come a pedagoguewas in part probably the
beginning of an as it were posthumous edu-
cating of those schoolmates who had
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tormented him, and in part, too, an educat-
ing of that evil spirit or irregular God who
might possibly still be lurking in his thoracic
cavity. But if it was not clear to him to what
degree he was a believer, it quickly became
clear that he was an opponent of unbelievers,
and he trained himself to think with convic-
tion that he was convinced, and that it was
oneÕs responsibility to be convinced. At the
university, it was also easier for him to learn
to recognize the weaknessesof a mind that is
abandoned to freedom, in that he had only a
rudimentary notion of the extent to which
the condition of freedom is an innate part of
the creative powers.

It is difficult to summarize in a few
words what was most characteristic of these
weaknesses.It might be seen,for instance, in
the ways that changes in living, but espe-
cially the results of thinking and experience
itself, undermined those great edifices of
thought aimed at a freestanding
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philosophical explanation of the world,
whose last constructions were erected
between the middle of the eighteenth and the
middle of the nineteenth centuries: without
the fullness of new knowledge the sciences
brought to light almost every day having led
to a new, solid, even if tentative way of think-
ing, indeed without the will to do so stirring
seriously or publicly enough, so that the
wealth of knowledge has become almost as
oppressive as it is exhilarating. But one can
also proceed quite generally from the
premise that an extraordinary flourishing of
property and culture had risen by insidious
degrees to a creeping state of crisis, which,
not long after this dayÑwhen Lindner, recu-
perating from the more stressful parts of his
personal reminiscences, was thinking about
the errors of the worldÑwas to be interrup-
ted by the first devastating blow. For assum-
ing that someone came into the world in
1871,the year Germany was born, he would
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already have been able to perceive around
the age of thirty that during his lifetime the
length of railroads in Europe had tripled and
in the whole world more than quadrupled;
that postal service had tripled in extent and
telegraph lines grown sevenfold; and much
else had developed in the same way. The de-
gree of efficiency of engines had risen from
50 to 90 percent; the kerosene lamp had
been successively replaced by gaslight, gas
mantle lamps, and electricity, producing ever
newer forms of illumination; the horse team,
which had maintained its position for mil-
lennia, was replaced by the motorcar; and
airplanes not only had appearedon the scene
but were already out of their baby shoes.The
average length of life, too, had markedly in-
creased, thanks to progress in medicine and
hygiene, and relations among peoples had
become, since the last warring skirmishes,
noticeably more gentle and confiding. The
person experiencing all this might well
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believe that at last the long-awaited progress
of mankind had arrived, and who would not
like to think that proper for an age in which
he himself is alive!

But it appears that this civic and spir-
itual prosperity rested on assumptions that
were quite specific and by no meanseverlast-
ing, and today we are told that in those days
there had been enormous new areas for
farming and other natural riches that had
just been appropriated; that there were de-
fenseless colored peoples who had not yet
been exploited (the reproach of exploitation
was excusedby the idea that it was a means
of bestowing civilization upon them); and
that there were also millions of white people
living who, defenseless,were forced to pay
the costs of industrial and mercantile pro-
gress (but one salved oneÕs conscience with
the firm and not even entirely unjustified
faith that the dispossessedwould be better
off than before their dispossession). At any
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rate, the cornucopia from which physical and
spiritual prosperity poured forth was so large
and unbounded that its effects were invis-
ible, and all one could see was the impres-
sion of increase with every achievement; and
today it is simply impossible to conceivehow
natural it was at that time to believe in the
permanence of this progress and to consider
prosperity and intellect something that, like
grass, springs up wherever it is not deliber-
ately rooted out.

Toward this confident bliss, this mad-
ness of growth, this fatefully exultant broad-
mindedness, the pale, scrawny student Lind-
ner, tormented even physically by his height,
had a natural aversion, which expressed it-
self in an instinctive sensing of any error and
an alert receptivity for any sign of life that
gave evidence of this aversion. Of course,
economics was not his field of specialization,
and it was only later that he learned to evalu-
ate these facts properly; but this made him
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all the more clairvoyant about the other as-
pect of this development, and the rot going
on in a state of mind that initially had placed
free trade, in the name of a free spirit, at the
summit of human activities and then aban-
doned the free spirit to the free trade, and
Lindner sniffed out the spiritual collapse that
then indeed followed. This belief in doom, in
the midst of a world comfortably ensconced
in its own progress,was the most powerful of
all his qualities; but this meant that he might
also possibly have become a socialist, or one
of those lonely and fatalistic people who
meddle in politics with the greatest reluct-
ance, even if they are full of bitterness to-
ward everything, and who assure the
propagation of the intellect by keeping to the
right path within their own narrow circle and
personally do what is meaningful, while leav-
ing the therapeutics of culture to the quacks.
So when Lindner now asked himself how he
had becomethe person he was, he could give
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the comforting answer that it had happened
exactly the way one ordinarily enters a pro-
fession. Already in his last year at school he
had belonged to a group whose agenda had
been to criticize coolly and discreetl y both
the Òclassical paganismÓthat was half offi-
cially admired in the school and the Òmodern
spirit Óthat was circulating in the world out-
side. Subsequently, repelled by the carefree
student antics at the university, he had
joined a fraternity in whose circles the influ-
ences of the political struggle were already
beginning to displace the harmless conversa-
tions of youth, as a beard displaces a baby
face. And when he got to be an upper-
classman, the memorable occurrence applic-
able to every kind of thinking had dictatori-
ally asserted itself: that the best support of
faith is lack of faith, since lack of faith, ob-
served and struggled against in others, al-
ways gives the believer occasion to feel him-
self zealous.
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From the hour when Lindner had resol-
utely told himself that religion, too, was a
contrivance, chiefly for people and not for
saints, peace had come over him. Between
the desires to be a child and a servant of
God, his choice had been made. There was,
to be sure, in the enormous palace in which
he wished to serve, an innermost sanctum
where the miracles reposed and were pre-
served, and everyone thought of them occa-
sionally; but none of His servants tarried
long in this sanctum: they all lived just in
front of it; indeed, it was anxiously protected
from the importunity of the uninitiated,
which had involved experiences not of the
happiest sort. This exerted a powerful appeal
on Lindner. He made a distinction between
arrogance and exaltation. The activity in the
antechamber, with its dignified forms and
myriad degrees of goings-on and subordin-
ates, filled him with admiration and ambi-
tion; and the outside work he now undertook
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himself, the exercise of influence on moral,
political, and pedagogic organizations and
the imbuing of science with religious prin-
ciples, contained tasks on which he could
spend not one but a thousand lives, but re-
warded him with that enduring dynamism
harnessed to inner unchangeability which is
the happiness of blessedminds: at least that
is what he thought in contented hours, but
perhaps he was confusing it with the happi-
nessof political minds. And so from then on
he joined associations, wrote pamphlets, de-
livered lectures, visited collections, made
connections, and before he had left the uni-
versity the recruit in the movement of the
faithful had become a young man with a
prominent place on the officersÕlist and in-
fluential patrons.

So there was truly no need for a person-
ality with such a broad baseand such a clari-
fied summit to allow itself to be intimidated
by the saucy criticism of a young woman,
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and on returning to the present, Lindner
drew out his watch and confirmed that
Agathe had still not come, although it was al-
most time when Peter could return home.
Nevertheless, he opened the piano again
and, if he did not expose himself to the un-
fathomableness of the song, he did let his
eyesroam again over its words, accompany-
ing them with a soft whisper. In doing this he
became aware for the first time that he was
giving them a false emphasis that was far too
emotional and not at all in accord with the
music, which for all its charm was rather
austere. He saw before him a Jesuschild that

was Òsomehow by Murillo, ,, which is to say
that in some quite vague way, besides the
black cherry eyesof that masterÕs older beg-
gar boys, it had their picturesque beggarÕs
rags, so that all this child had in common
with the Son of God and the Savior was the
touchingly humanized quality, but in a quite
obviously overdone and really tasteless way.
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This made an unpleasant impression on him
and again wove Agathe into his thoughts, for
he recalled that she had once exclaimed that
there was really nothing so peculiar as that
the taste which had produced Gothic cathed-
rals and passionate devotion should have
been succeededby a taste that found pleas-
ure in paper flowers, beading, little serrated
covers, and simpering language,so that faith
had becometasteless,and the faculty for giv-
ing a taste and smell to the ineffable was
kept alive almost solely by nonbelievers or
dubious people! Lindner told himself that
Agathe was Òan aesthetic nature,Ómeaning
something that could not attain the serious-
ness of economics or morality but in certain
cases could be quite stimulating, and this
was one of them. Up to now Lindner had
found the invention of paper flowers beauti-
ful and sensible, but he suddenly decided to
remove a bouquet of them that was standing
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on the table, hiding it for the time being be-
hind his back.

This happened almost spontaneously,
and he was slightly dismayed by this action,
but was under the impression that he prob-
ably knew how to provide an explanation for
the Òpeculiarity Ó remarked on by Agathe,
which shehad let take its course,an explana-
tion she would not have expected of him. A
saying of the Apostles occurred to him:
ÒThough I speak with the tongues of men
and of angels, and have not charity, I am be-
come as sounding brass, or a tinkling cym-
bal!ÓAnd glancing at the floor with puckered
forehead, he considered that for many years
everything he had done stood in relationship
to eternal love. He belonged to a wondrous
community of loveÑand it was this that dis-
tinguished him from the ordinary intellectu-
alÑin which nothing happened for which an
allegorical connection to the Eternal could
not have been given, no matter how
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contingent and yoked to things earthly: in-
deed, nothing in which this connection
would not have taken root as its inmost
meaning, even if this did not always result in
oneÕs consciousnessalways being polished to
a shine. But there is a powerful difference
between the love one possessesas conviction
and the love that possessesone: a distinction
in freshness,he might say, even if, of course,
the difference between purified knowledge
and muddy turbulence was certainly just as
justified. Lindner did not doubt that purified
conviction deserved to be placed higher; but
the older it is, the more it purifies itself,
which is to say that it frees itself from the ir-
regularities of the emotions that produced it;
and gradually there remains not even the
conviction of these passions but only the
readiness to remember and be able to use
them whenever they might be needed. This
might explain why the works of the emotions
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wither away unless they are freshened once
again by the immediate experience of love.

Lindner was preoccupied with such al-
most heretical considerations when suddenly
the bell shrilled.

He shrugged his shoulders, closed the
piano again, and excused himself to himself
with the words: Òlife needs not only wor-
shipers but workers!Ó
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57

TRUTH AND ECSTASY

Agathe had not finished reading the entries
in her brothers diaries when for the second
time sheheard his stepson the gravel-strewn
path beneath the windows, this time with
unmistakable clarity. She made up her mind
to penetrate his lair again, without his know-
ledge, at the first opportunity that presented
itself. For however alien this way of viewing
things was to her nature, she did want to get
to know and understand it. Mixed in with
this, too, was a little revenge,and shewanted
to pay back secret with secret, and so did not
want to be surprised. She hastily put the pa-
pers in order, replaced them, and erased
every trace that might have betrayed her new



knowledge. Moreover, a glance at the time
told her that she really ought to have left the
house long since and was no doubt being
awaited with some irritation elsewhere,
something Ulrich might not know about. The
double standard she was applying suddenly
made her smile. She knew that her own lack
of candor was not really prejudicial to loy-
alty, and that this lack was, moreover, much
worse than Ulrich Õs. This was a spontaneous
satisfaction that enabled her to part from her
discovery notably reconciled.

When her brother entered his study
again he no longer found her there, but this
did not surprise him. He had finally
wandered back in, the people and circum-
stances he had been discussing with Stumm
having so filled his mind that after the Gen-
eral left he had strolled about in the garden
for some time. After long abstinence, a hast-
ily drunk glass of wine can bring about a
similar, merely alcoholic vivacity, behind
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whose colorful scene changes one remains
gloomy and untouched; and so it had not
even crossed his mind that the people in
whose destinies he was again apparently so
interested lived no great distance from him
and could easily have been contacted. The
actual connection with them had remained
as paralyzed as a cut muscle.

Still, several memories formed an ex-
ception to this and had aroused thoughts to
which there were even now bridges of feel-
ing, although only quite fragmentary ones.
For instance, what he had characterized as
Òthe return of Section Chief Tuzzi from the
inwardness of emotion to its external manip-
ulation Ógave him the deeper pleasure of re-
minding himself that his diaries aimed at a
distinction between these two aspects of
emotion. But he also saw before him Diotima
in her beauty, which was different from
AgatheÕs; and it flattered him that Diotima
was still thinking of him, although with all
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his heart he did not begrudge her her chas-
tisement at the hands of her husband in
those moments when this heart again, so to
speak, transformed itself into flesh. Of all the
conversations he had had with her, he re-
membered the one in which she had postu-
lated the possibility of occult powers arising
in love; this insight had been vouchsafed her
by her love for the rich man who also wanted
to have Soul, and this now led him to think
of Arnheim as well. Ulrich still owed him an
answer to the emotional offer that was to
have brought him influence on the world of
action, and this led him to wonder what
could have become of the equally magnilo-
quent and no less vague offer of marriage
that had once enraptured Diotima. Presum-
ably the samething: Arnheim would keep his
word if you reminded him of it, but would
have no objection if you forgot. The scornful
tension that had emerged on his face at the
memory of Diotima Õs moment of glory
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relaxed again. It really would be quite decent
of her not to keep a hold on Arnheim, he
thought. A voice speaking reasonably in her
overpopulated mind. At times, she had fits of
sobriety and felt herself abandoned by the
higher things, and then she would be quite
nice. Ulrich had always harbored some small
inclination for her in the midst of all his dis-
inclination, and did not want to exclude the
possibility that she herself might finally have
realized what a ridiculous pair she and
Arnheim made: she prepared to commit the
sacrifice of adultery, Arnheim the sacrifice of
marriage, so that again they would not come
together, finally convincing themselves of
something heavenly and unattainable in or-
der to elevate themselves above the attain-
able. But when BonadeaÕs story about Di-
otimaÕs school of love occurred to him, he fi-
nally said to himself that there was still
something unpleasant about her, and there
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was nothing to exclude her throwing her en-
tire energy of love at him at some point.

This was, more or less, how Ulrich let
his thoughts run on after his conversation
with Stumm, and it had seemedto him that
this was how upstanding people had to think
whenever they concerned themselves with
one another in the traditional way; but he
himself had got quite out of the habit.

And when he entered the house all this
had disappeared into nothingness. He hesit-
ated a moment, again standing in front of his
desk, took his diaries in his hands, and put
them down again. He ruminated. In his pa-
pers a few observations about ecstatic condi-
tions followed immediately after the exposi-
tion of the concept of the emotions, and he
found this passagecorrect. An attitude en-
tirely under the domination of a single emo-
tion was indeed, as he had occasionally men-
tioned, already an ecstatic attitude. To fall
under the sway of anger or fear is an ecstasy.
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The world as it looks to the eyesof a person
who seesonly red or only menace does not
indeed last long, and that is why one does
not speak of a world but speaksonly of sug-
gestions and illusions; but when massessuc-
cumb to this ecstasy,hallucinations of terri-
fying power and extent arise.

A different kind of ecstasy, which he
had also pointed out previously, was the ec-
stasy of the uttermost degree of feeling.
When this is attained, action is no longer
purposeful but on the contrary becomesun-
certain, indeed often absurd: the world loses
its colors in a kind of cold incandescence,
and the self disappears except for its empty
shell. This vanishing of hearing and seeing is
doubtl ess, too, an impoverishing ec-
stasyÑand incidentally, all enraptured states
of soul are poorer in diversity than the every-
day oneÑand becomes significant only
through its link with orgiastic ecstasyor the
transports of madness, with the state of
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unbearable physical exertions, dogged ex-
pressions of will, or intense suffering, for all
of which it can become the final component.
For the sake of brevity, Ulrich had, in these
examples, telescoped the overflowing and
desiccating forms of losing oneself, and not
unjustly so, for if from another point of view
the distinction is indeed a quite significant
one, yet in consideration of the ultimate
manifestations, the two forms come close to
merging. The orgiastically enraptured person
leaps to his ruin as into a light, and tearing
or being torn to pieces are for him blazing
acts of love and deedsof freedom in the same
way that, for all the differences, the person
who is deeply exhausted and embittered al-
lows himself to fall to his catastrophe, receiv-
ing salvation in this final act; in other words,
he too receives something that is sweetened
by freedom and love. Thus action and suffer-
ing blend on the highest plane on which they
can still be experienced.
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But this ecstasy of undivided sover-
eignty and of the crisis of an emotion are, of
course, to a greater or lesser degree merely
mental constructs, and true ecstas-
iesÑwhether mystical, martial, or those of
love groups or other transported communit-
iesÑalways presuppose a cluster of interre-
lated emotions and arise from a circle of
ideas that reflects them. In less consolidated
form, occasionally rigidifying and occasion-
ally loosening up again, such unreal images
of the world, formed in the sense of being
particular groupings of ideas and feelings (as
Weltanschauung, as personal tic), are so fre-
quent in everyday life that most of them are
not even regarded as ecstasies,although they
are the preliminary stage of ecstasies in
about the sameway that a safety match in its
box signifies the preliminary stageof a burn-
ing match. In his last entry, Ulrich had noted
that a picture of the world whose nature is
ecstatic also arises whenever the emotions
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and their subservient ideas are simply given
priority over sobriety and reflection: it is the
rapturous, emotional picture of the world,
ecstatic life, that is periodically encountered
in literature and to some extent also in real-
ity, in larger or smaller social communes; but
what was missing in this enumeration was
precisely what for Ulrich was most import-
ant, the adducing of the one and only condi-
tion of soul and world which he considered
an ecstasythat would be a worthy coequal of
reality. But his thoughts now digressed from
the subject, for if he wanted to make up his
mind about evaluating this most seductive of
exceptions, it was absolutely necessaryÑand
this was also brought home to him in that he
had hesitatingly alternated between an ec-
static world and a mere picture of an ecstatic
worldÑto first become acquainted with the
link that exists between our emotions and
what is real: that is to say, the world to which
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we, asopposedto the illusions of ecstasy,im-
part this value.

But the standards by which we measure
this world are those of the understanding,
and the conditions under which this happens
are likewise those of the understanding. But
understandingÑeven if increasingly greater
discrimination of its limits and rights places
great obstacles in the path of the intel-
lectÑpossessesa peculiarity in specific rela-
tion to the emotions that is easily perceived
and characterized: in order to understand,
we must put aside our emotions to the
greatest extent possible. We block them out
in order to be Òobjective,Ó or we place
ourselves in a state in which the abiding
emotions neutralize each other, or we aban-
don ourselvesto a group of cool feelings that,
handled carefully, are themselves conducive
to understanding. We draw upon what we
apprehend in this clearheaded condition for
comparison when in other caseswe speak of
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ÒdelusionsÓthrough the emotions; and then
we have a zero condition, a neutralized state:
in short, a specific situation of the emotions,
the silent presupposition of experience and
thought processes with whose aid we con-
sider merely as subjective whatever other
emotional states used to delude us. A millen-
nium Õs experience has confirmed that we are
most qualified to consistently satisfy reality
if we place ourselves in this condition again
and again, and that whoever wants not
merely to understand but also to act also has
need of this condition. Not even a boxer can
do without objectivity, which in his case
meansÒstaying cool,Óand inside the ropes he
can as little afford to be angry as he can to
lose his courage if he does not want to come
out the loser. So our emotional attitude too,
if it is to be adapted to reality, does not de-
pend solely on the emotions governing us at
the moment or on their submerged in-
stinctual levels, but depends simultaneously
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on the enduring and recurrent emotional
state that guarantees an understanding of
reality and is usually as little visible as the air
within which we breathe.

This personal discovery of a connection
that is usually not often taken into account
had enticed Ulrich to thinking further about
the relation of the emotions to reality. Here a
distinction must be made between the sense
perceptions and the emotions. The former
also Òdeceive,Óand clearly neither the sensu-
ous image of the world that sense percep-
tions represent to us is the reality itself, nor
is the mental image we infer from it inde-
pendent of the human way of thinking,
though it is independent of the subjective
way of thinking. But although there is no
tangible similarity between reality and even
the most exact representation of it that we
haveÑindeed, there is, rather, an unbridge-
able abyss of dissimilarityÑand though we
never get to seethe original, yet we are able
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in some complex way to decide whether and
under what conditions this image is correct.
It is different with the emotions: for these
present even the image falsely, to maintain
the metaphor, and yet in so doing fulfill just
as adequately the task of keeping us in har-
mony with reality, except that they do it in a
different way. Perhaps this challenge of re-
maining in harmony with reality had a par-
ticular attraction for Ulrich, but aside from
that, it is also the characteristic sign of
everything that assertsitself in life; and there
can thus be derived from it an excellent
shorthand formula and demonstration of
whether the image that perception and reas-
on give us of something is correct and true,
even though this formula is not all-inclusive.
We require that the consequences of the
mental picture of reality we have constructed
agree with the ideational image of the con-
sequencesthat actually ensue in reality, and
only then do we consider the
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understandingÕs image to be correct. In con-
trast to this, it can be said of the emotions
that they have taken over the task of keeping
us constantly in errors that constantly cancel
one another out.

And yet this is only the consequenceof
a division of labor in which the emotion that
is served by the tools of the senses,and the
thought processesthat are heavily influenced
by this emotion, develop and, briefly stated,
have developed into sources of understand-
ing, while the realm of the emotions them-
selveshas been relegated to the role of more
or lessblind instigator; for in primeval times,
our emotions as well as our sensesensations
sprang from the same root, an attitude that
involved the entire creature when it came in-
to contact with a stimulus. The division of
labor that arose later can even now be ex-
pressed by the statement that the emotions
do without understanding what we would do
with understanding if we were ever to do
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anything without some instigation other
than understanding! If one could only pro-
ject an image of this feeling attitude, it would
have to be this: we assume about the emo-
tions that they color the correct picture of the
world and distort and falsely represent it.
Scienceas well as everyday attitudes number
the emotions among the ÒsubjectivitiesÓ;
they assumethat these attitudes merely alter
Òthe world we see,Ófor they presume that an
emotion dissipates after a short time and
that the changes it has caused in a percep-
tion of the world will disappear, so that
Òreality Ówill, over a shorter or longer time,
ÒreassertÓitself.

It seemed to Ulrich quite remarkable
that this sometimes paralyzed condition of
the emotions, which forms the basis of both
scientific investigation and everyday behavi-
or, has a subsidiary counterpoint in that the
canceling of emotions is also encountered as
a characteristic of earthly life. For the
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influence our emotions exercise on the
mind Õs impartial representations, those
things that maintain their validity as being
true and indispensable, cancels itself out
more or less completely over a long enough
period of time, as well as over the breadth of
matter that gets piled up; and the influence
of the emotions on the mind Õs non-impartial
representations, on those unsteady ideas and
ideologies, thoughts, views, and mental atti-
tudes born out of changeable emotions,
which dominate historical life both sequen-
tially and in juxtaposition, also cancels itself
out, even if it does so in opposition to cer-
tainty, even if it cancels itself out to worse
than nothing, to contingency, to impotent
disorder and vacillationÑ in short, to what
Ulrich exasperatedly called the Òbusiness of
the emotions.Ó

Now that he read it again, he would
have liked to work out this point more pre-
cisely but couldnÕt, becausethe written train
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of thought that ended here, trailing off in a
few further catchwords, required that he
bring more important things to a conclusion.
For if we project the intellectual image of the
world, the one that corresponds to reality
(even if it is always just an image, it is the
right image), on the assumption of a specific
state of the emotions, the question arises of
what would happen if we were to be just as
effectively controlled not by it but by other
emotional states. That this question is not
entirely nonsensical can be seenin that every
strong affect distorts our image of the world
in its own way, and a deeply melancholy per-
son, or one who is constitutionally cheerful,
could object to the ÒfanciesÓof a neutral and
evenhanded person, saying that it is not so
much because of their blood that they are
gloomy or cheerful as on account of their ex-
periences in a world that is full of heavy
gloom or heavenly frivolity. And so, however
an image of the world may be imagined
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basedon the predominance of an emotion or
a group of emotions, including for instance
the orgiastic, it can also be basedon bringing
emotions in general to the fore, as in the ec-
static and emotional frame of mind of an in-
dividual or a community; it is a normal
everyday experience that the world is depic-
ted differently on the basis of specific groups
of ideas and that life is lived in different ways
up to the point of obvious insanity.

Ulrich was not in the least minded to
consider that understanding was an error, or
the world an illusion, and yet it seemed to
him admissible to speak not only of an
altered picture of the world but also of an-
other world, if instead of the tangible emo-
tion that servesadaptation to the world some
other emotion predominates. This other
world would be ÒunrealÓin the sensethat it
would be deprived of almost all objectivity: it
would contain no ideas, computations, de-
cisions, and actions that were adapted to
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nature, and dissension among people would
perhaps fail to appear for quite some time
but, once present, would be almost im-
possible to heal. Ultimately, however, that
would differ from our world only in degree,
and about that possibility only the question
can decide whether a humanity living under
such conditions would still be capableof car-
rying on with its life, and whether it could
achieve a certain stability in the coming and
going of attacks from the outer world and in
its own behavior. And there are many things
that can be imagined as subtracted from
reality or replaced by other things, without
people being unable to live in a world so con-
stituted. Many things are capable of reality
and the world that do not occur in a particu-
lar reality or world.

Ulrich was not exactly satisfied with
this after he had written it down, for he did
not want it to appear as if all these possible
realities were equally justified. He stood up

462/1856



and paced back and forth in his study. So-
mething was still missing, some land of dis-
tinction between Òreality Óand Òfull reality,Ó
or the distinction between Òreality for
someoneÓ and Òreal reality,Ó or in other
terms, an exposition of the distinctions of
rank was missing between the claim to the
validity of reality and world, and a motiva-
tion for our claiming a priority dependent on
conditions impossible to fulfill for what
seemsto us to be real and true under all con-
ditions, a priority that is true only under cer-
tain conditions. For on the one hand an an-
imal, too, adapts splendidly to the world, and
because it certainly does not do so in com-
plete darkness of soul, there must be even in
the animal something that corresponds to
human ideas of world and reality without it
having to be, on that account, even remotely
similar; and on the other hand we donÕt pos-
sess true reality but can merely refine our
ideas about it in an infinite, ongoing process,
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while in the hurly-burly of life we even use
juxtaposed ideas of quite varying degreesof
profundity, such as Ulrich himself had en-
countered in the course of this very hour in
the example of a table and a lovely woman.
But after having thought it over in approxim-
ately this fashion, Ulrich was rid of his rest-
lessnessand decided that it was enough; for
what might still be said about this subject
was not reserved for him, and not for this
hour, either. He merely convinced himself
once more that there was presumably noth-
ing in his formulation that would be expec-
ted to impede a more precise exposition, and
for honors sake he wrote a few words to in-
dicate what was missing.

And when he had done this he com-
pletely interrupted his activity, looked out
the window into the garden lying there in the
late-afternoon light, and even went down for
a while in order to expose his head to the
fresh air. He was almost afraid that he could
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now assert either too much or too little ; for
what was still waiting to be written down by
him seemed to him more important than
anything else.
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58

ULRICH AND THE TWO WORLDS OF
EMOTION

ÒWhere would be the best place to begin?Ó
Ulrich asked himself as he wandered around
the garden, the sun burning his face and
hands in one place, and the shadow of cool-
ing leaves falling on them in another.
ÒShould I begin right away with every emo-
tion existing in the world in binary fashion
and bearing within itself the origin of two
worlds as different from each other as day
and night? Or would I do better to mention
the significance that sobered feeling has for
our image of the world, and then come con-
versely to the influence that the image of the
world born from our actions and knowledge



exerciseson the picture of our emotions that
we create for ourselves?Or should I say that
there have already been states of ecstasy,
which I have sketchily described as worlds in
which emotions do not mutually cancel each
other out?Ó But even while he was asking
himself these questions, he had already
made up his mind to begin with everything
at the same time; for the thought that made
him so anxious that he had interrupted his
writing had as many associations as an old
friendship, and there was no longer any way
of saying how or when it had arisen. While
he was trying to put things in order, Ulrich
had moved closer and closer to this
thoughtÑand it was only on his own account
that he had taken it upÑbut now that he had
come to the end, either clarity or emptiness
would have to emerge behind the dispersing
mists. The moment when he found the first
decisive words was not a pleasant one: ÒIn
every feeling there are two fundamentally
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opposed possibilities for development, which
usually fuse into one; but they can also come
into play individually, and that chiefly hap-
pens in a state of ecstasy!Ó

He proposed to call them, for the time
being, the outer and the inner development,
and to consider them from the most harm-
less side. He had a crowd of examples at his
disposal: liking, love, anger, mistrust, gener-
osity, disgust, envy, despair, fear, desireÉ ,
and he mentally ordered them into a series.
Then he set up a second series:

affability, tenderness, irritation, suspi-
cion, high-spiritedness, anxiety, and longing,
lacking only those links for which he could
not find any name, and then he compared
the two series. One contained specific emo-
tions, chiefly as they are aroused in us by a
specific encounter; the second contained
nonspecific emotions, which are strongest
when aroused by some unknown cause.And
yet in both casesit was the same emotions,
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in one casein a general, in the other in a spe-
cific state. ÒSo I would say,ÓUlrich thought,
Òthat in every emotion there is a distinction
to be made between a development toward
specificity and a development toward
non-specificity. But before doing that, it
would first be better to list all the distinc-
tions this involves.Ó

He could have toted up most of them in
his sleep, but they will seem familiar to any-
one who substitutes the word ÒmoodsÓfor
the Ònonspecific emotionsÓfrom which Ul-
rich had formed his second series, although
Ulrich deliberately avoided this term. For if
one makes a distinction between emotion
and mood, it is readily apparent that the
Òspecific emotionÓis always directed toward
something, originates in a life situation, has
a goal, and expresses itself in more or less
straightforward behavior, while a mood
demonstrates approximately the opposite of
all these things: it is encompassing, aimless,
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widely dispersed, and idle, and no matter
how clear it may be, it contains something
indeterminate and stands ready to engulf
any object without anything happening and
without itself changing in the process. So a
specific attitude toward something corres-
ponds to the specific emotion, and a general
attitude toward everything corresponds to
the nonspecific emotion: the one draws us
into action, while the other merely allows us
to participate from behind a colorful
window.

For a moment Ulrich dwelt on this dis-
tinction between how specific and nonspecif-
ic emotions relate to the world. He said to
himself: ÒI will add this: Whenever an emo-
tion develops toward specificity, it focusesit-
self, so to speak, it constricts its purposive-
ness, and it finally ends up both internally
and externally in something of a blind alley;
it leads to an action or a resolve, and even if
it should not cease to exist in one or the
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other, it continues on, as changed as water
leaving a mill. If, on the other hand, it devel-
ops toward non-specificity, it apparently has
no energy at all. But while the specifically de-
veloped emotion is reminiscent of a creature
with grasping arms, the nonspecific emotion
changes the worl d in the same way the sky
changesits colors, without desire or self, and
in this form objects and actions change like
the clouds. The attitude of the nonspecific
emotion to the world has in it something ma-
gical andÑGod help me!Ñin comparison to
the specific attitude, something feminine! Ó
This is what Ulrich said to himself, and then
something occurred to him that took him far
afield: for of course it is chiefly the develop-
ment toward a specific emotion that brings
with it the fragility and instability of the life
of the soul. That the moment of feeling can
never be sustained, that emotions wilt more
quickly than flowers, or transform them-
selves into paper flowers if one tries to
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preserve them, that happiness and will, art
and conviction, pass away: all this depends
on the specificity of the emotion, which al-
ways imposes on it a purposiveness and
forces it into the paceof life that dissolvesor
changes it. On the other hand, the emotion
that persists in its non-specificity and
boundlessness is relatively impervious to
change.A comparison occurred to him: ÒThe
one dies like an individual, the other lasts
like a kind or species.ÓIn this arrangement
of the emotions there is perhaps repeated in
reality, even if very indirectly, a general ar-
rangement of life; he was not able to gauge
this but did not stop over it, for he thought
he saw the main argument more clearly than
he ever had before.

He was now ready to return to his
study, but he waited, becausehe wanted to
mull over the entire plan in his head before
putting it down on paper. ÒI spoke of two
possibilities of development and two states
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of one and the same emotion,Óhe reflected,
Òbut then there must also be present at the
origin of the emotion, of course, something
to initiate the process. And the drives that
feed our soul with a life that is still close to
animal blood actually demonstrate this bi-
partite disposition. A drive incites to action,
and this appears to be its major task; but it
also tunes the soul. If the drive has not yet
found a target, its nebulous expanding and
stretching become quite apparent; indeed,
there will be many people who seeprecisely
this as the sign of an awakening driveÑfor
example, the sexdriveÑbut of course there is
a longing of hunger and other drives. So the
specific and the nonspecific are present in
the drive. 1*11add,ÓUlrich thought, Òthat the
bodily organs that are involved when the ex-
ternal world arouses an affect in us can on
other occasions produce this affect them-
selvesif they receive a stimulus from within;
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and thatÕs all it takes to arrive at a state of
ecstasy!Ó

Then he reflected that according to the
results of research, and especially after his
discussion of these results in his diaries, it
was also to be assumed that the impulse for
one emotion can always serve for another
emotion, too, and that no emotion, in the
process of its shaping and strengthening,
ever comesto an entirely specifiable end. But
if that was true, then not only would no emo-
tion ever attain its total specificity, but in all
probability it would not attain perfect non-
specificity either, and there was neither an
entirely specific nor an entirely nonspecific
emotion. And in truth it almost always hap-
pens that both possibilities combine in a
common reality, in which merely the charac-
teristics of one or the other predominate.
There is no ÒmoodÓthat does not also in-
clude specific emotions that form and dis-
solve again; and there is no specific emotion

474/1856



that, at least where it can be said to Òradiate,Ó
Òseize,ÓÒoperate out of itself,ÓÒextend itself,Ó
or operate on the world Òdirectly, Ówithout
an external emotion, doesnot allow the char-
acteristics of the nonspecific emotion to peer
through. There are certainly, however, emo-
tions that closely approximate the one or the
other.

Of course the terms ÒspecificÓ and
ÒnonspecificÓinvolve the disadvantage that
even a specific emotion is always insuffi-
ciently specified and is in this sensenonspe-
cific; but that should probably be easyto dis-
tinguish from significant non-specificity. ÒSo
all that remains is to settle why the particu-
larity of the nonspecific emotion, and the
whole development leading up to it, is taken
to be less real than its counterpart, ÓUlrich
thought. ÒNature contains both. So the dif-
ferent ways they are treated are probably
connected with the external development of
emotion being more important for us than
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the inner development, or with the direction
of specificity meaning more to us than that of
non-specificity. If this were not so, our life
would truly have to be a different one than it
is! It is an inescapable peculiarity of
European culture that every minute the Ôin-
ner world Õis proclaimed the best and most
profound thing life has to offer, without re-
gard for the fact that this inner world is
treated as merely an annex of the outer
world. And how this is done is frankly the
secret balance sheet of this culture, even
though it is an open secret: the external
world and the ÒpersonalityÓ are set off
against each other. The assumption is that
the outer world stimulates in a person inner
processesthat must enable that person to re-
spond in an appropriate fashion; and by
mentally setting up this pathway leading
from a change in the world through the
change in a person to a further change in the
world, one derives the peculiar ambiguity
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that permits us to honor the internal world
as the true sphere of human grandeur and
yet to presuppose that everything taking
place within it has the ultimate task of flow-
ing outward in the form of an orderly extern-
al action.Ó

The thought went through Ulrich Õs
mind that it would be rewarding to consider
our civilization Õs attitude toward religion and
culture in this sense, but it seemed to him
more important to keep to the direction his
thoughts had been following. Instead of Òin-
ner world, Óone could simply say Òemotions,Ó
for they in particular are in the ambiguous
position of actually being this inwardness
and yet are mostly treated as a shadow of the
world outside; and this of course was in-
volved with everything that Ulrich thought
he could distinguish as the inner and non-
specific development of emotions. This is
already shown in that the expressionswe use
to describe inner governing processes are

477/1856



almost all derived from external processes;
for we obviously transpose the active kind of
external happening onto the differ entl y con-
stituted inner events even in representing
the latter as an activity, whether we call it an
emanation, a switching on or off, a taking
hold, or something similar. For these images,
derived from the outer world, have become
accepted and current for the inner world
only because we lack better ones to appre-
hend it. Even those scientific theories that
describe the emotions as an interpenetration
or juxtaposition on an equal footing of ex-
ternal and internal actions make a conces-
sion to this custom, precisely because they
ordinarily speak of acting and overlook pure
inwardnessÕs remoteness from acting. And
for these reasons alone, it is simply inevit-
able that the inner development of emotions
usually appears to us as a mere annex to
their external development, appears indeed
to be its repetition and muddying,
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distinguishing itself from the outer develop-
ment through lesssharply defined forms and
hazier connections, and thus evoking the
somewhat neglected impression of being an
incidental action.

But of course what is at stake is not
simply a form of expression or a mental pri-
ority; what we ÒreallyÕfeel is itself dependent
on reality in hundreds of ways and is there-
fore also dependent on the specific and ex-
ternal development of emotions to which the
development of inner and nonspecific emo-
tions subordinates itself, by which the latter
are, as it were, blotted up. ÒIt shouldnÕt de-
pend on the details,ÓUlrich resolved, Òyet it
could probably be shown in every detail not
only that the concept we create for ourselves
has the task of service-ably integrating its
ÔsubjectiveÕelement into our ideas about
reality, but also that in feeling itself, both
dispositions merge in a holistic process that
unites their outer and inner development in
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very unequal fashion. Simply stated: we are
acting beings; for our actions we need the se-
curity of thinking; therefore we also need
emotions capable of being neutralizedÑand
our feeling has taken on its characteristic
form in that we integrate it into our image of
reality, and not the other way around, as ec-
statics do. Just for that reason, however, we
must have within us the possibility of turn-
ing our feeling around and experiencing our
world differently! Ó

He was now impatient to write, feeling
confident that these ideas had to be subjec-
ted to a more intense scrutiny. Once in his
study, he turned on the light, as the walls
already lay in shadow. Nothing was to be
heard of Agathe. He hesitated an instant be-
fore beginning.

He was inhibited when he recollected
that in his impatience to take shortcuts in
laying out and sketching his idea he had used
the concepts Òinner Óand Òouter,Óas well as
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Òindividual Óand Òworld, Óas if the distinction
between both agenciesof the emotions coin-
cided with these representations. This was of
course not so. The peculiar distinction Ulrich
had made between the disposition for and
the possibility of elaboration into specific
and nonspecific emotions, if allowed to pre-
vail, cuts across the other distinctions. The
emotions develop in one and the other fash-
ion just as much outwardly and in the world
as they do inwardly and in the individual. He
pondered over a proper word for this, for he
didn Õt much like the terms ÒspecificÓ and
Ònonspecific,Óalthough they were indicative.
ÒThe original difference in experienceis most
exposed and yet most expressive in that
there is an externalizing of emotions as well
as an inwardness both internal and extern-
al,Óhe reflected, and was content for a mo-
ment, until he found these words, too, as un-
satisfactory as all the others, when he went
on to try out a dozen. But this did not change
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his conviction; it only looked to him like a
complication in the discussion he was em-
barking on, the result of languagenot having
been created for this aspectof existence.ÒIf I
go over everything once more and find it cor-
rect, it wonÕt matter to me if all I end up talk-
ing about is our ordinary emotions and our
Ôother ones,Óhe concluded.

Smiling, he took down from a shelf a
book that had a bookmark in it and wrote at
the head of his own words thesewords of an-
other: ÒEven if Heaven, like the world, is
subjected to a series of changing events, still
the Angels have neither concept nor concep-
tion of space and time. Although for them,
too, everything that happens happens se-
quentially, in complete harmony with the
world, they do not know what time means,
becausewhat prevails in Heaven are neither
years nor days, but changing states. Where
there are years and days, seasons prevail,
where there are changesof state, conditions.
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Since the Angels have no conception of time
the way people do, they have no way of spe-
cifying time; they do not even know of its di-
vision into years, months, weeks,hours, into
tomorrow, yesterday, and today. If they
should hear a person speak of these
thingsÑand God has always linked Angels
with peopleÑwhat they understand by them
is states and the determination of states.
ManÕs thinking begins with time, the AngelsÕ
with a state; so what for human beings is a
natural idea is for the Angels a spiritual one.
All movement in the spiritual world is
brought about through inner changes in
state. When this troubled me, I was raised
into the sphere of Heaven to the conscious-
ness of Angels, and led by God through the
realms of the firmament and conducted to
the constellations of the universe, and all this
in my mind, while my body remained in the
sameplace. This is how all the Angels moved
from place to place: that is why there are for
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them no intervals, and consequently no dis-
tances either, but only states and changesin
state. Every approach is a similarity of inner
states, every distancing a dissimilarity;
spaces in Heaven are nothing but external
states, which correspond to the internal
ones. In the spiritual world, everyonewill ap-
pear visible to the other as soon as he has a
yearning desire for the otherÕs presence, for
then he is placing himself in the otherÕs state;
conversely, in the presence of disinclination
he will distance himself from him. In the
same way, someone who changes his abode
in halls or gardens gets where he is going
more quickly if he longs for the place, and
more slowly if his longing is less; with as-
tonishment I saw this happen often. And
since the Angels are not able to conceive of
time, they also have a different idea of etern-
ity than earthly people do; they understand
by it an infinite state, not an infinite time. Ó
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A few days earlier, Ulrich had accident-
ally come across this in a selection of the
writings of Swedenborg he owned but had
never really read; and he had condensed it a
little and copied down so much of it because
he found it very pleasant to hear this old
metaphysician and learned engineerÑwho
made no small impression on Goethe, and
even on KantÑtalking as confidently about
heaven and the angels as if it were Stock-
holm and its inhabitants. It fit in so well with
his own endeavor that the remaining differ-
ences,which were by no means insignificant,
were brought into relief with uncanny clarity.
It gave him great pleasure to seize on these
differences and conjure forth in a new fash-
ion from the more cautiously posited con-
cepts of a later century the assertionsÑdryly
unhallucinatory in their premature self-cer-
tainty, but with a whimsical effect neverthe-
lessÑ of a seer.
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And so he wrote down what he had
thought.
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49

CONVERSATIONS ON LOVE

Man, the speaking animal, is the only one
that requires conversation even for his re-
production. And not only because he is al-
ways talking does he speak while that is go-
ing on too, but apparently his bliss in love is
bound root and branch to his loquacity, and
in so profoundly mysterious a fashion that it
almost calls to mind those ancients accord-
ing to whose philosophy god, man, and
things arose from the Òlogos,Óby which they
variously understood the Holy Ghost, reas-
on, and speaking. Now not even psychoana-
lysis and sociology have had anything of con-
sequence to say about this, although both
these modern sciences might well compete



with Catholicism in intervening in everything
human. So one must construct oneÕs own ex-
planation, that in love, conversations play an
almost greater role than anything else. Love
is the most garrulous of all emotions, and it
consists largely of loquaciousness.If the per-
son is young, these conversations that en-
compass everything are part of the phe-
nomenon of growing up; if he is mature, they
form his peacockÕs fan, which, even though it
consists only of quills, unfolds the more vi-
brantly the later it happens. The reason
might lie in the awakening of contemplative
thinking through the emotions of love, and
in its enduring connection with them; but
this would only be putting off the problem
for the moment, for even if the word
Òcontemplation Óis used almost as often as
the word Òlove,Óit is not any clearer.

Whether, moreover, what bound
Agathe and Ulrich together can be accusedof
being love or not is not to be decided on
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these grounds, although they spoke with
each other insatiably. What they spoke
about, too, turned around love, always and
somehow; that is true. But what is true of
every emotion is true of love, that its ardor
expands more strongly in words the farther
off action is; and what persuaded brother
and sister, after the initial violent and ob-
scure emotional experiences that had gone
before, to give themselves over to conversa-
tions, and what seemedto them at times like
a magic spell, was aboveall not knowing how
they could act. But the timidity before their
own emotions that was involved in this, and
their curious penetration inward to this emo-
tion from its periphery, sometimes caused
these conversations to come out sounding
more superficial than the depth that under-
lay them.
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50

DIFFICULTIES WHERE THEY ARE
NOT LOOKED FOR

How do things stand with the example, as
celebrated as it is happily experienced, of
love between two so-called people of differ-
ent sexes?It is a special case of the com-
mandment to love thy neighbor without
knowing what land of person he is; and a test
of the relationship that exists between love
and reality.

People make of each other the dolls
with which they have already played in
dreaming of love.

And what the other thinks and really is
has no influence on this at all?



As long as one loves the other, and be-
cause one loves the other, everything is en-
chanting; but this is not true the other way
around. Never has a woman loved a man be-
causeof his thoughts or opinions, or a man a
woman on account of hers. These play only
an important secondary role. Moreover, the
same is true of thoughts as of anger: if one
understands impartially what the other
means, not only is anger disarmed, but most
of the time, against its expectation, love as
well.

But, especially at the beginning, isnÕt
what plays the major role being charmed by
the concord of opinions?

When the man hears the womanÕs
voice, he hears himself being repeated by a
marvelous submerged orchestra, and women
are the most unconscious of ventriloquists;
without its coming from their mouths, they
hear themselvesgiving the cleverestanswers.
Each time it is like a small annunciation: a
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person emerges from the clouds at the side
of another, and everything the one utters
seemsto the other a heavenly crown, custom
fitted to his head! Later, of course, you feel
like a drunk who has slept off his stupor.

And then the deeds! Are not the deeds
of loveÑits loyalty, its sacrifices and atten-
tionsÑits most beautiful demonstration? But
deeds,like all mute things, are ambiguous. If
one thinks back on oneÕs hfe as a dynamic
chain of actions and events, it amounts to a
play in which one has not noticed a single
word of the dialogue and whose sceneshave
the same monotonous climaxes!

So one does not love according to merit
and reward, and in anti-phony with the im-
mortal spirits mortally in love?

That one is not loved as one deservesis
the sorrow of all old maids of both sexes!

It was Agathe who gave this response.
The uncannily beautiful where-does-it-come-
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from of love rose up from past loves in con-
junction with the mild frenzy of injustice and
even reconciled her to the lack of dignity and
seriousness of which she sometimes com-
plained becauseof her game with Professor
Lindner, and which she was always ashamed
of whenever she again found herself in Ul-
richÕs vicinity. But Ulrich had begun the con-
versation, and in the course of it had become
interested in pumping her for her memories;
for her way of judging these delights was
similar to his.

She looked at him and laughed.
ÒHavenÕt you ever loved a person above
everything, and despised yourself for it?Ó

ÒI could say no; but I wont indignantly
reject it out of hand,ÓUlrich said. ÒIt could
have happened.Ó

ÒHave you never loved a person,Ó
Agathe went on excitedly, Òdespite the
strangest conviction that this person,
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whether he has a beard or breasts, about
whom you thought you knew everything and
whom you esteem,and who talks incessantly
about you and himself, is really only visiting
love? You could leave out his thinking and
his merits, give him a different destiny, fur-
nish him with a different beard and different
legs: you could almost leave him out, and
you would still love him! É That is, insofar as
you love him at all!Óshe added to soften it.

Her voice had a deep resonance,with a
restless glitter in its depths, as from a fire.
She sat down guiltily, because in her unin-
tentional eagernessshe had sprung up from
her chair.

Ulrich, too, felt somewhat guilty on ac-
count of this conversation, and smiled. He
had not in the least intended to speakof love
as one of those contemporary bifurcated
emotions that the latest trend calls
Òambivalent,Ówhich amounts to saying that
the soul, as is the casewith swindlers, always
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winks with its left eyewhile pledging an oath
with its right hand. He had only found it
amusing that love, to arise and endure, does
not depend on anything significant. That is,
you love someone in spite of everything, and
equally well on account of nothing; and that
means either that the whole business is a
fantasy or that this fantasy is the whole busi-
ness, as the world is a whole in which no
sparrow falls without the All-Feeling One be-
ing aware of it.

ÒSo it doesnÕt depend on anything at
all!ÓAgathe exclaimed byway of conclusion.
ÒNot on what a person is, not on what he
thinks, not on what he wants, and not on
what he does.Ó

It was clear to them that they were
speaking of the security of the soul, or, since
it might be well to avoid such a grand word,
of the insecurity, which theyÑusing the term
now with modest imprecision and in an
overall senseÑfelt in their souls. And that
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they were talking of love, in the course of
which they reminded each other of its
changeability and its art of metamorphosis,
happened only becauseit is one of the most
violent and distinctive emotions, and yet it is
such a suspicious emotion before the stern
throne of sovereign understanding that it
causeseven this understanding to waver. But
here they had already found a beginning
when they had scarcelybegun strolling in the
sunshine of loving oneÕs neighbor; and mind-
ful of the assertion that even in this gracious
stupefaction you had no idea whether you
really loved people, and whether you were
loving real people, or whether, and by means
of what qualities, you were being duped by a
fantasy and a transformation, Ulrich showed
himself assiduous in finding a verbal knot
that would give him a handhold on the ques-
tionable relationship that exists between
emotion and understanding, at least at the
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present moment and in the spirit of the idle
conversation that had just died away.

ÒThis always contains both contradic-
tions; they form a four-horse team,Óhe said.
ÒYou love a person becauseyou know him;
and because you donÕt know him. And you
understand him becauseyou love him; and
donÕt know him becauseyou love him. And
sometimes this reaches such a pitch that it
suddenly becomes quite palpable. These are
the notorious moments when Venus through
Apollo, and Apollo through Venus, gazeat a
hollow scarecrow and are mightily amazed
that previously they had seensomething else
there. If love is stronger than this astonish-
ment, a struggle arises between them, and
sometimes loveÑalbeit exhausted, despair-
ing, and mortally woundedÑemerges the vic-
tor. But if love is not so strong, it becomesa
struggle between people who think them-
selvesdeceived; it comesto insults, crude in-
trusions of reality, incredible humiliations
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intended to make up for your having been
the simpleton É .Ó He had experienced this
stormy weather of love often enough to be
able to describe it now quite comfortably.

But Agathe put an end to this. ÒIf you
donÕt mind, IÕd like to point out that these
marital and extramarital affairs of honor are
for the most part much overrated!Óshe ob-
jected, and again tried to find a comfortable
position.

ÒAll love is overrated! The madman who
in his derangement stabs with a knife and
runs it through an innocent person who just
happens to be standing where his hallucina-
tion isÑin love heÕs normal! Ó Ulrich de-
clared, and laughed.
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51

LOVING IS NOT SIMPLE

A comfortable position and lackadaisical
sunshine, which caresseswithout being im-
portunate, facilitated these conversations.
They were mostly conducted between two
deck chairs that had been not so much
moved into the protection and shade of the
house as into the shaded light coming from
the garden, its freedom modulated by the
morning walls. One should not, of course,as-
sume that the chairs were standing there be-
cause brother and sisterÑstimulated by the
sterility of their relationship, which in the or-
dinary sense was simply present but in a
higher sense was perhaps threaten-
ingÑmight have had the intention of



exchanging their opinions concerning the de-
ceptive nature of love in Schopenhauerian-
Hindu fashion, and of defending themselves
against the insane seductive workings of its
drive to procreation by intellectually dis-
membering them; what dictated the choice
of the half-shadowed, the protective, and the
curiously withdrawn had a simpler explana-
tion. The subject matter of the conversation
was itself so constituted that in the infinite
experience through which the notion of love
first emergesdistinctly, the most various as-
sociative pathways came to light, leading
from one question to the next. Thus the two
questions of how one loves the neighbor one
does not know, and how one loves oneself,
whom one knows even less, directed their
curiosity to the question encompassingboth:
namely, how one loves at all; or, put differ-
ently, what love ÒreallyÓis. At first glance this
might seem rather precocious, and also an
all-too-judicious question for a couple in
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love; but it gains in mental confusion assoon
asone extends it to include millions of loving
couples and their variety.

These millions differ not only individu-
ally (which is their pride) but also according
to their ways of acting, their object, and their
relationship. There are times when one can-
not speakof loving couples at all but can still
speakof love, and other times, when one can
talk of loving couples but not of love, in
which casethings proceed in rather more or-
dinary fashion. All in all, the word embraces
as many contradictions as Sunday in a small
country town, where the farm boys go to
mass at ten in the morning, visit the brothel
in a side street at eleven, and enter the tav-
ern on the main square at noon to eat and
drink. Is there any sensein trying to invest-
igate such a word all the way around? But in
using it one is acting unconsciously, as if des-
pite all the differences there were some in-
herent common quality! Whether you love a
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walking stick or honor is six of one and half a
dozen of the other, and it would not occur to
anybody to name these things in the same
breath if one werenÕt accustomed to so doing
every day. Other kinds of gamesabout things
that are different and yet one and the same
can be addressedwith: loving the bottl e, lov-
ing tobacco, and loving even worse poisons.
Spinach and outdoor exercise. Sports or the
mind. Truth. Wife, child, dog. Thoseonly ad-
ded to the list who spoke about: God. Beauty,
Fatherland, and money. Nature, friend, pro-
fession, and life. Freedom. Success,power,
justice, or simply virtue. One loves all these
things; in short, there are almost as many
things associatedwith love as there are ways
of striving and speaking. But what are the
distinctions, and what do these loves have in
common?

It might be useful to think of the word
Òfork.ÓThere are eating forks, manure forks,
tree-branch forks, gun forks, road forks, and
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other forks, and what they all have in com-
mon is the shaping characteristic of
Òforkness.ÓThis is the decisive experience,
what is forked, the gestalt of the fork, in the
most disparate things that are called by that
name. If you proceed from these things, it
turns out that they all belong to the same
category; if you proceed from the initial im-
pression of forkness, it turns out that it is
filled out and complemented by the impres-
sions of the various specific forks. The com-
mon element is therefore a form or gestalt,
and the differentiation lies first in the variety
of forms it can assume, but then also in the
objects having such a form, their purpose,
and such things. But while every fork can be
directly compared with every other, and is
present to the senses,even if only in the form
of a chalk line, or mentally, this is not the
casewith the various shapesof love; and the
entire usefulnessof the example is limited to
the question of whether here, too,
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corresponding to the forkness of forks, there
is in all casesa decisive experience, a love-
ness,a lovebeing, and a lovekind. But love is
not an object of sensory understanding that
is to be grasped with a glance, or even with
an emotion, but a moral event, in the way
that premeditated murder, justice, or scorn
is; and this means among other things that a
multiply branching and variously supported
chain of comparisons is possible among vari-
ous examplesof it, the more distant of which
can be quite dissimilar to each other, indeed
distinct from eachother to the point of being
opposite, and yet be connected through an
association that echoesfrom one link to the
next. Acting from love can thus go as far as
hate; and yet the cause is not the much-in-
voked Òambivalence,Óthe dichotomy of emo-
tions, but precisely the full totality of life.

Nevertheless, such a word might also
have preceded the developing continuation
of the conversation. For forks and other such

505/1856



innocent aids aside, sophisticated conversa-
tion knows nowadays how to handle the es-
sence and nature of love without faltering,
and yet to express itself as grippingly as if
this kernel were concealed in all the various
appearancesof love the way forkness is con-
tained in the manure fork or the salad fork.
This leads one to sayÑand Ulrich and
Agathe, too, could have been seduced into
this by the general customÑthat the import-
ant thing in every land of love is libido, or to
say that it is eros. These two words do not
have the same history, yet they are compar-
able, especially in the contemporary view.
For when psychoanalysis (because an age
that nowhere goes in for intellectual or spir-
itual depth is riveted to hear that it has a
depth psychology) began to become an
everyday philosophy and interrupted the
middle classesÕlack of adventure, everything
in sight was called libido, so that in the end
one could as little say what this key and
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