by the same author

Magister Ludi
{Nobel Prize novel)

Siddhartha

Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



HERMANN HESSE

GERTRUDE

\ F
translated from the \ /Hﬁ‘]%

German “Gertrud” by
HILDA ROSNER X, -
-
-

PETER OWEN VISION PRESS
London

Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



Published joindy Ky
PETER OWEN LIMITED
50 Old Brompton Road

London S.W.7 and
VISION PRESS LIMITED
Callard House 74A Regent

Street London W.1

Made and Printed in Great Britain by
JOHN BUCKLE (Printers) LIMITED
Theatre Plain Great Yarmouth Norfolk

Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



I

When I consider my life objectively, it does not seem
particularly happy. Yet I cannot really call it unhappy,
despite all my mjstakes. After all, it is quite foolish to
talk about happiness and unhappiness, for it seems to
me that I would not exchange the unhappiest days of my
life for all the happy ones.

When a person has arrived at a stage in life when he
accepts the inevitable with equanimity, when he has
tasted good and bad to the full, and has carved out for
hin.~elt z2longside his external life, an inner, more real
and not fortuitous existence, then it seems my life has
not b¢en empty and worthless. Even if my external
destiny has unfolded itself as it does” with everyone,
inevitably rd as decreed by the gods, my inner life has
been my own work, with its joys and bitterness, and I,
alone, hold myself responsible for it.

At times, when I was younger, I wanted to be a poet.
If I were, I would not resist the temptation of tracing
back my life into the dim shadows of my childhood and
to the fondly preserved sources of my earliest memories:
But the possession is far too precious and holy for me
to sgoil in any way. All I will say about my childhood
is that it was good and happy. I was given the freedom
to discover my own inclinations and talents, to create
my inmost pleasures and sorrows myself and to regard
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the future as the hope and produc: of my own strepgth
and not as something fashioned by a strange power from
above. So I passed unnoticed through the schools as an
ordmary, little tulented, but qiliet scholar who was finally
left alone as I did not seem to be subjected to any strong
influences. ‘

Wﬁen I was about six or seven years old, I rcalised that
among all invisible powers, I was destined to be most
strongly affected and dominated by music. From that
time I had my own world, my sanctuary and my hecaven
that no-one could take away from me or belittle, and that
I did not wish to share with anyone. I was a musician
although I did not learn to play any instrument before
my twelfth year and did not think that 1 would later
wish to carn my living by music.

That is how matters have been ever since, without
anything being essentially changed, and that is why on
looking back on my life it does not seem varied and
many-sided, but from the beginning it has been tuned to
one key-note and directed solely to one star. Whether
things went well or badly with me, my inner life remained
unchanged. I might sail for long periods across foreign
seas, not touching a manuscript-book or an instrument,
and yet at cvery moment there would be a melody in
my blood and on my lips, a beat and rhythm in the
drawing of breath and life. However eagerly I sought
salvation, oblivion and deliverance in many other ways,
however much I thirsted for God, understanding and
peace, I always found them in music alone. It diu not
need to be Beethoven or Bach: it has been a continual
consolation to me and a justification for all life that there
is music in the world, that one can at times be deeply
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movgd by rhythms Mnd pervaded by harmonies. » Oh,
music! A melody occurs to you; you sing it silently,
mwardly only; you steep your bemg in it; it takes posses-
sion of all your strength #nd emotions,sand during the
time it lives in you, it effaces all that is fortuuous, evil,
coars¢ and’sad in you; it brings the world into harmony
with you, it makes burdens light and gives wings to the
benumbed! The melody of a folk-song can do all that.
And first of all the harmony! ¥or each pleasing harmony
of clearly combingd notes, perhaps in one chord, charms
and delights the spirit, and the feeling is intensified with
each additional note; it can at times fill the heart with
joy #nd make it tgemble with bliss as no other sensual
pleasure can do.

Of all the conceptions of pure bliss that people and
poets have dreamt about, it seemed to me that the one
of li..cL1ug to the harmony of the spheres was the highest
and most intense. That is where my dearest and brightest
dreams have ranged—to hear for the duration of a heart-
beat the universe and the totality of life in its mysterious,
innate hav :ouy. Alas! how is it that life can be so
confusing and out of tune and false, how can there be
lies, evil, envy and hate amongst people, when the
shortest song and most simple piece of music preach
that heaven is revealed in the purity, harmony and close
play of clearly sounded notes! And how can 1 upbraid
pcople and grow angry when I, myself, with all the good
will in the world have not been able to make a song and
any Sweet music out of my life! Inwardly, T am really
Kware of an 1mperat1ve urge, of a thirsting desire for one
pure, pleaqmg. essentially holy sound and its fading away,
but my days are full of mischance and discord and
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whesever I turn and wherever I sfrike, there is never a
true and clear echo.

But no more; I will tell you the story. When I consider
for whom I am covering thdse pages and who has, in
fact, so much power over me that she can draw a con-
fession from me and penetrate my loneliness, I.must
give the name of a beloved woman, who is not only
bound to me by a large slice of experience and destiny,
but who also stands abové everything for me like a star
and sacred symbol.
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I1

It was only during my last year or two at school when
all my school-fellows were beginning to talk about their
future careers that 1 also began to think about mine.
The possibility of making music my profession and means
of livelihood was really far removed from my thoughts;
yet 1 could not think of any other career that would
make me happy. 1 had no objection to commerce or
other professions suggested by my father; I just felt
indifferent towards them. Perhaps it was because my
collewpues were so proud of the rareers of their choice
that an inwaiu voice also told me that it was good and
right to'make a career of that which filled my thoughts
and alone gave me rcal pleasure. It proved useful that I
had learned '~ play the viclin since I was twelve and
had made some progress under a good teacher. The
more my father resisted and worried at the thought of
his only son embarking upon the uncertain career of an
artist, the stronger grew my will in the face of his opposi-
tion, and the teacher, who liked me, strongly supported
my wish. In the end, my father submitted, but just to
test my endurance and in the hope that I would change
Yamind, he required me to stay on anothér year at
school I endurcd this with reasonable patience and
urmg thit time my desire became even séronger.

During the last year at school I fell in love for the

9
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first time with a pretty young girl who was in our circle
of friends. Without seeing her often and also without
suongly desiring her, I suffered and enjoyed the emotions
of first love as in a dream. Durmg this period when I
was thmkmg about my music as much as about my
beloved and could not sleep at nights through great
excitement, I consciously retained for the first time
melodies which occurred to me. They were two short
songs and I tried to write them down. This made me feel
bashful but gave me acute pleasure, and I almost forgot
my youthful pangs of love. Meantime, I learned that my
beloved took singing lessons and I was very eager to hear
her sing. After some months my wish was fulfilled 41 an
evening gathering at iny parents’ house. The pretty girl
was asked to sing. She resisted strongly but finally had to
give in and I waited with great excitement. A gentleman
accompanied her on our humble little piano; he played
a few bars and she began. Oh, she sang badly, very badly,
and while she was still singing, my dismay and torment
changed into sympathy then into humour, and from then
on I was free from this love.

I was patient and not altogether indolent, but I was
not a good scholar, and during my last year at school I
made very little effort. This was not due to laziness and
my ipfatuation, but to a state of youthful day-dreaming
and indifference, a dullness of senses and intcllect that
was only now and then suddenly and powerfully pierced
when one of the wonderful hours of premature creative
desire enveloped me like ether. I then felt as if I‘were
surrounded by a rarified, crystal-clear atmosphere ine
which dreaming and vegetating were not posmble and
where all my senses were sharpened and on the alert.

10
Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



Little was producel during those hours, perhaps ten
melodies and the beginnings of harmony, but I will never
forget the rarified almost cold -atmosphere of.that time
and the intense concentration required o give a nelody
the correct emotion and’ interpretation and not just the
rough cofiception of it. I was not satisfied ‘witi thesc
small results and did not consider them to be of any
great value, but it was clear to me that there would never
be anything as desirable and smportant in my life as the
return of such hours of clarity and creativeness.

At the same time 1 also had periods of day-dreaming
when 1 improvised on the violin and enjoyed the intoxi-
catien of fleeting ympressions and exalted moods. I soon
knew that tMis was not creativeness but just playing and
running riot, against which I had to guard. I also realised
that it was onc thing to indulge in day-dreaming and
in‘uxicating hours and another to wrestle strenuously and
resolutely with the secrets of form as if with fiends. I also
partly realised at that time that true crcative power
isolates one and demands something that has to be sub-
tracted fr 'm the enjoyment of life.

At last I was free. My school-days were behind me. I
had said good-bye to my parents and had begun a new
life as a student at the School of Music in the capital. I
commenced this new phase with great expectations and
was convinced that I would be a good scholar at the

School of Music. However. this did not prove to be the
case. I had\ difficulty in following the instruction in all
diractions. I found the piano lessons which I now had to

tak® only a great trial, and I soon saw my whole course
bf $tudy fAcing me like an unscalable mquntain. 1 did
not think of giving in, but I was disillusioned and dis-
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concerted. I now saw that with ak my modesty I had
considered myself some kind of a genius and had consider-
ably underestimated the toils and difficulties encountered
along’the path o an art. Moveover, my composing was
seriously affected for I now only saw mountains of diffi-
culties' and rules in the smallest exercise. I learned to
mistrust my sensibilities entirely and no longer knew
whether 1 possessed any talent. So I became resigned,
humble and sad. I did my work very much as 1 would
have done in an office or in another sphere, diligently
but without pleasure. I did not dare complain, least of
all in the lerters that I sent home, but continued in
secret disillusionment along the path | had commenced
and hoped to become at least a good violinis.. I practised
continually and bore hard words and sarcasm from the
teachers. I saw many others whom I would not have
believed capable of it, make progress easily and receive
praise, and my goal became even more humble. For
even with the violin things were not going so well that
I could feel proud and perhaps think of becoming a
virtuoso. If I worked hard, it looked as if I might at
least become a proficient violinist who could play a
modest part in some small orchestra, without disgrace
and without honour, and earn my living by it.

So this period for which I had yearned so much and
which had promised cverything to me, was the only one
in my life when I travelled along joyless paths abandoned
by the spirit of music and lived through days which had
no meaning and rhythm. Where I had looked for pleasure,
exaltation, radiance and beauty, I found only demands,
rules, difficulgies, tasks and trials. If a mdsical ilicu
occurred to me, it was either banal and imitative, or it
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was apparently in contradiction with all the laws of
music and had no value. So I said farewell to all my
great hopes. I was one of thousands who had apprqached
the art with youthful confidence and whose powers had
fallen short of his aspirations.

This state of affairs lasted about three years. I was
now over twenty ycars old. I had apparently failed in
my vocation and only continued along the path I had
commenced out of a feeling of shame and duty. I did
not know anythipg more about music, only about finger-
exercises, difficult tasks, contradictions in the study of
harmony, and tedious piano lessons from a sarcastic
teacher who onlysaw a waste of time in all my efforts.

If the old ideal had not secretly been alive in me, I
could have enjoyed myself during those vears. I was free
and had friends. I was a good-looking and healthv young
mun, the son of wealthy parents. For short periods I
enjoyed all that; there were pleasant days, flirtations,
carousing and holidays. But it was not possible for me
to console m.self in this way, to lav uside my obligations
for a sho:. time and above all to enjoy my vouth. With-
out really knowing it, in unguarded hours I still looked
longingly at the fallen star of creative art, and it was
imnpossible for me to forget and stific my feelings of
disillusionment. Onlv once was I reallv successful in
doing so.

It was the most foolish day of mv foolish vouth. I was
then pursuing a girl-student studving under the famous
singing teacher H. Both she and I were in a similar
rrgdicamept; she had armived with great hopes, had
ound strict teachers, wa> unused to the work, and finally
even thought she was going to lose her voice She had a
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light nature, flirted with her colleagues and knew how
to infuriate us. She had the vivacious, gaudy type of
beauty that soon fades.

This pretty gifi called Liddy continually captivated me
with her ingenuous coquetry whenever I saw her. I was
never in love with her for long. Often 1 completely
forgot her, but whenever I was with her, my infatuation
for her returned. She pla\ed with me as she did with
others, enticing me and en;oymg her power, but she was
only indulging in the sensual curiosity gf her youth. She
was very pr-'.v, but onlv when she spoke and moved.
when she laughed with her deep warm voice, when she
danced or was amused at the jealoust of l‘er admirers.
Whenever I returned home from a party where I had
seen her, I used to laugh at mvself and realise that it was
impossible for a person of my nature to be seriously in
love with this pleasant, light-hearted girl. Sometimes,
however, with a gesture or a friendlv whispered word, she
was 5o successful in exciting me, that for half the night I
would loiter with ardent feelings near the house where
she lived.

I was then going through a phase of wildness and
half-enforced bravado. After days of depression and
dullness, my youth demanded stormy emotions and excite-
ment and I went with some other companions of mv own
age in search of diversion. We passed for jolly, unruly,
even dangerous rioters, which was untrue of me, and we
enjoyed a doubtful but pleasant heroic reputation with
Liddy and her small circle. How muany of these ufges
could be attributed to genuine youthfulness, and how
many were a disire for forgetfulness, I cannot now decide,
for I have long ago completely outgrown those phases
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and all extreme youthfulness. If I indulged’in excesses,
I have since atoned for them.

One winter's day when we were free, we went pn an

. .

excursion to the outskirts of the town. There were eight
or ten young people, amongst them Liddy and thxee girl
friends. We had toboggans with us, the use of which
was still a source of childish pleasure to us, and we
looked for good slides in the hilly districts outside the
town, on the roads and on the'slopes of fields. I remember
that day very wqll. It was extremely cold; at times the
sun would appear for about a quarter of an hour and
there was a wonderful smell of snow in the strong air.
The girls lgoked dovely in their bright clothes against
the white background; the sharp air was intoxicating
and the energetic exercise in the fresh air was delightful.
Ow }¥1+le party was in very high spirits; there was much
familiarity ~nd chaffing which was answered with snow-
balls,and led to short battles until we were all hot and
covered with snow. Then we had to stop a while to
recover or  treath before we began again. A large snow-
castle wa, built and besieged and every so often we
tobogganned down the slopes of ficlds.

At mid-day, when we were all cxtremely hungry as a
result of our exercise, we looked for and found a village
with a good inn; we cooled down, took possession of the
piano, sang, shouted, and ordered winc¢ and grog. Food
was brought and enjoyed enormously, and there was
good wine in abundance. Afterwards the girls asked for
cofffc while we had liqueurs. There was such an uproar
inthe littJe room that we were entirely confused. I was
with Liddy all the time who, in a gracieus mood, had
chosen me for special favour that day. She was at her
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best in this atmosphere of merrymaking and noise; her
lovely eyes sparkled and she permitted many half-bold,
half-timid‘ endearments. A game >f forfeits was com-
mepced in whichl the forfeiters were released after imita-
ting ane of our teachers at the piano, but many also
through kisses, the number agd quality of which were
closely observed.

When we left the inn and set off home, in high spirits
and with much noise, it wos still early afternoon but it
was already growing a little dark. We again romped
through the snow like carefree children, returning to
town without haste in the gradually approaching evemng
I managed to remain by Liddy’s si€e and appointed
myself her companion, not without opposition from the
others. I drew her on to my toboggan and protected her
to the best of my ability against the renewed attacks with
snow balls. Finally, we were left alone; each girl found
a male companion, and two voung men who were surplus
joined forces with much chaffing and mock belligerence.
I had never been so excited and madly in love as I was
at that time. Liddy had taken my arm and allowed me
to draw her close to me as we moved along. She was
soon chattering away; then she became silent and, it
appeared to me, content to be at my side. I felt very
ardent and was determined to make the most of this
opportunity and at least maintain this friendly, delight-
ful state of affairs as long as possible.

No-one Imd any objection when I suggested another
détour shortly before reaching the town and we tutned
on to a lovely road that ran high above thg valley i’
a semi-circle,*rich in extensive views over the valley,
river and town which, in the distance, was already aglow
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with rows of bright lamps and thousands of rosy lights.

Liddy still hung on to my arm and let me talk, received
my ardent advances with amusement and yet seemed very
excited herself. But when®l tried to draw her gently to
me and kiss her, she freed herself and moved .aw.ay.

“Look,” she cried, taking a deep breath,®“we must
toboggan down that field! Or are you afraid, my hero?”

I looked down and was astonished for the slope was
so steep that for the moment®l was really afraid at the
thought of such 2 dangerous ride. .

“Oh, no,” I said quietly, “it is alrcady far too dark.”

She immediately began to mock and provoke me, called
me 4 coward andesaid she would ride down the slope
alone if I ws too faint-hearted to come with her.

“We shall overturn, of course,” she said laughing, “but
that is the most amusing part of tobogganing.”

As she provoked me so much, I had an idea.

“Liddy,” I said softly, “we’ll go. If we overturn, you
can rub snow over me, but if we come down all right,
then I war. uy reward.”

She jus. iaughed and sat down on the toboggan. I
looked at her face; it was bright and sparkling. I took
my place in the front, told her to hold tightly on to me
and ‘we set off. I felt her clasp me and cross her hands
on my chest. I wanted to shout something across to her
but 1 could no longer do so The slope was so steep that
I felt as if we were hurtling through the air. I immediately
tried to put both feet on the ground in order to pull up
or fven overturn for suddenly 1 was terribly worried
abgut Liddy. However, it was too late. The toboggan
‘whizzed uncontrollably cown the hill. I was only aware
of a cold, biting mass of churned up snow in my face.
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I heard Liddy cry out anxiously—then no more. There
was a tremendous blow on my head as if from a sledge-
hammer; <somewhere there was a severe pain. My last
feeling was of Being cold.

Y was relieved of the tumult and agitation which took

[ ] L]

place afte? the accident. For the others it was a painful
time. They had heard Liddy shout out and they laughed
and teased from above in the darkness. Finally, they
realised that something wis wrong and climbed carcfully
down to us. It took a little while for thgm to sober dowh
and come t.. a rcalisation of the position. Liddy was
pale and halt nnconscious, but quite unharmed: only
her gloves were torn and her delicate white hands ‘were
a little bruised and bleeding. They carrled me away
thinking I was dead. At a later date I looked in vain for
the apple or pear tree into which the toboggan had
crashed and broken my bones.

It was thought that I had concussion of the brain but
matters were not quite so bad. My head and brain were
indeed affected and it was a long time before 1 regained
consciousness in the hospital, but the wound healed and
my brain was unharmed. On the other hand, my left
leg, which was broken in several places, did not fully
heal. Since that time I have been a cripple who can
only walk with a limp, who can no longer stride out or
even run and dance. My vouth was thus unexpectedly
directed along a path to quieter regions, along which I
travelled, not without a feeling of shame and resistance.
But I did go along it and sometimes, it seems to meShat
I would not willingly have missed that evening toboggan:
ride and its censequences in my life.

I confess that I think less about the broken leg than

18
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about the other consequences of the accident, which were
far happier. Whether it can be attributed to the accident,
the shock and the glimpse into darkness, or.the long
period of lying in bed, Being quiet fer months’and
thinking things over, the course of treatment provéd
beneficial tfo me.

The beginning of that long period of lying in bed, say,
the first weck, has quite vanished from my memory. I
was unconsciows a great part of the time and even when
1 finally recovered full consciousness, I was weak and
listless. My mother arrived and cvery day sat faithfully
beside my bed in the hospital. When 1 looked at her
and Spoke a few yords, she seemed ¢alm and almost
cheerful, altBough 1 learned later that she was very
worried about me, not, indeed, for my life, but for my
reasor Somctimes we chatted for a long time in the
quici little hospital ward. Yet our relationship had
never been very intimate. I had always been closer to
my father. Sympathy on her part and gratitude en mine
had made », more understanding and inclined to draw
closer, but w~e had both waited too long and become
accustomed to a mutual “laiser-faire” for the awakening
affection to show itself in our conversation. We were
glad to be together and left some things unspoken. She
was again my mother who saw me lying ill and could
care for me, and 1 saw her once again through a boy's
cyes and for a time forgot cvervthing else. To be sure,
the old relationship was resumed later and we used to
avoif talking much about this period of sickness for it
embarrassed us both.

,rndualfy, I began to realise my positiong and as I had
recovered from the fever and seemed peaceful, the doctor
19
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no longer kept it a secret from me that I would have a
memento for good as a result of my fall. I saw my youth,
which I had hardly yet consciously enjoyed, grievously
cut short and impoverished® 1 had plenty of time in
which to realise the state of affairs as I was bed-ridden
for anothtr three months.

I then tried hard to conceive my position and visualisc
thé shape of my future life, but I did not make much
progress. Too much thinRing was still not good for me.
I soon became tired and sank into a quiet reverie by
which nature protected me from anxiety and despair
and compelled me to rest in order to recover my health.
The thought of my misfortune tormegted me frequédntly,
often half through the night, without my 8btaining any
solace.

‘Then one night I awakened after a few hours of peace-
ful slumber. It secmed to mc that I had had a pleasant
dream and I tried in vain to recall it. I felt remarkably
well and at peace, as if all unpleasant things were sur-
mounted and behihd me. And as I lay there thinking and
felt light currents of health and relief pervade me, a
mclody came to my lips almost without any sound. -1
began to hum it and unexpectedly, music, which had so
long been a stranger, came back to me like a suddenly
revealed star, and my heart beat to its rhythm, and mv
whole being blossomed and inhaled ncw, pure air. It
did not reach my consciousness; I just felt its presence
and it penetrated my being gently, as if melodious choirs
were singing to mc in the distance.

With this inwardly refreshed feeling I fell asleep again..
In the morning I was in a good humour and frec from
depression, which I had not been for a long time. My




mother noticed it and asked what was making me feel
happy. I reflected a while and then said that I had not
thought about my violin for a long time; then Isuddenly
thought about it again and*it gave me pleasure.

“But you will not be able to play for a long time yet,”
she said in®a somewhat worried tone.

“That does not matter—also cven if I never play
again.”

She did not understand and I could not explain to her.
But she noticed that things were going better with me
and that no fiend lurked behind this unfounded cheer-
fulness. After a few days she cautiously mentioned the
matter again.

“How are fou progressing with your music? We have
felt that you were tired of it and your father has spoken
to your teachers about it. We do not want to persuade
vyou least of all just now . . . but we do feel that if vou
have made a mistake and would rather give it up, you
should do so and not continue out of a feeling of-defiance
or shame. Wkt do you think3"

I again . ,ought about this period of isolation. I tried
to tell my mother about my affairs and she seemed to
understand. I thought I now saw my goal clearly again
and 1 would not, at all events, run away from it but
study right till the end. That is how things remained
for the time being. In the depths of my soul where my
mother could not penetrate, there was sweet music.
Whether or not I should now make any progress with
the wiolin, I could again hear the world sound as if it
wer€ artistically created and I knew that outside music
the®e was ho salvation for me. Even if gy condition
never permitted me to play the violin again, 1 would
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resign myself to it, perhaps consider another career or
even become a merchant; it was not so important. As a
merchant or anything else, I would not be any less
sensitive to music or live andsbreathe less through music.
I Would compose again! It was not, as 1 had said to my
mother, the thought of my violin that made*me happy,
but the intense desire to make music, to create. I again
often felt the clear vibrations of a rarified atmosphere,
the intense concentration-of ideas, as I did previously in
my best hours, and 1 also felt that by the side of it, a
crippled leg and other misfortunes wele of little impor-
tance.

From that time on I was victorious,and however uften
since then my desires have travelled inf» regions of
physical fitness and vonthful pleasures, and however
often I have hated and cursed my crippled state with
bitterness and a deep sensc of shame, it has not been
beyond my power to bear this load: there has been some-
thing there to console and compensate me.

Occasionally my father came down to see me and. one
day, as I continued to improve, he took my mother home
with him again. For the hrst few davs I felt rather lonely,
and also rather ashamed that I had not talked more
affectionately to my mother and taken more interest in
her thoughts and cares. But my other emotion was so
intense that these thoughts about good intentions and
feelings of compassion receded into the background.

Then unexpectedly somcone came to visit me. who
had not ventured to do so while mv mother was dlcre
It was Liddy. I was very surprised to scc her. For the,
first moment jt did not enter my head that 1 Bad recehuy
been on close terms with her and very much in love with
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her. She came in a state of great embarrassment, which
she disguised very badly. She had been afraid of my
mother and judgment against her for she knew she was
responsible for my misf8rtune, and bnly gradbally
realised that things were not so bad, and that she was
not really affected. She breathed freely again *but could
not conceal a feeling of slight disappointment. The girl,
despitc her troubled conscience, had in her feminine
heart been dceply excited about the wholc business and
at such a great misfortune. Sne even used the word
“tragic” several times, at which I could hardly conceal a
smile. She had not really heen prepared to see me so
cheetful and so listle concerned about my misfortune.
She had had ft in mind to ask my forgiveness, the granting
of which as her beloved would have given her tremendous
satisfactioh, and at the climax of this stirring scene she
wo'.ida lave triumphantly conquered my heart anew.
It was ind.ed no small relief to the foolish girl to see
me so-contented and to find herself free from all blame
and accusation. However, this relief did not make her
fcel happ' and the more her conscience was eased and
her anxiety removed, the quieter and cooler did I see
her become. Subsequently, it hurt her not a little that
I regarded her part in the affair as so slight, and indeed,
cven seemed to have forgotten it. I had quenched her
apology and all the emotion and ruined the whole pretty
scene. Despite my cxtreme politeness, she observed that
I was no longer in love with her, and that was the worst
thing of all. Even if I had lost my arms and legs, I
-shopld stil] have been an admirer of hers, whom indeed
she did not love and who had never given her any
pleasure, but if I had been wretchedly lovesick, it would
23
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have been a greater source of satisfaction to her. That
was not the case, as she so well observed, and I saw the
warmth znd interest on the pretty face of the sympathetic
slgk-vmtor gradually grow léks and disappear. After an
effusive farewell, she finally went away and Dever came
agam altHough she faithfully promised to do $0.

However painful it was to me and however much it
reflected on my power of judgment to see my previous
infatuation sink into insignificance and become laugh-
able, the visit did, in fact, do me good. I was very
surprised to sce this attractive girl for the first time
without passion and without rose-coloured spectacles,
and to realise that I had not known hgr at all. If sonteone
had shown me the doll which I had embraled and loved
when I was three years old, the lack of interest and
change of feeling could not have surprised me“more than
in this case, when I saw as a complete stranger this girl
whom I had so strongly desired a few weeks earlier.

From among the companions who were present at that
Sunday outing in the winter, two visited me scveral times,
but we found little to talk about. I saw how relicved
they were when I improved, and I asked them not to
bring me any morc gifts. We did not meet again later.
It was a strange business and it made a sad and curious
impression on me; everything that had belonged to me
in these earlier years of my life left me, was alien and
lost to me. I suddenly saw how sad and artificial my
life had been during this period, for the loves, fricnds,
habits and pleasures of these years were discardeq.like
badly fitting clothes. 1 parted from'them without pamo
and all that cemained was to wonder that I could have
endured them so long.
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I was surprised to receive another visitor to whom I
had never given a thought. One day, that strict and ironic
gentleman, my piano teacher, came to see me.. Holding
his walking-stick and weafing gloves, he spoke it his
usual sharp, almost biting tones, called the ill-fatéd
toboggan-ride “that women's ride business,” and by the
tone of his words, seemed to take it quite for granted
that ill-luck had ensued. All the same, it was remarkable
that he had come, and he also proved, although he did
not change his tone of voice, that he had not come with
any bad intentions, but to tell me that despite my mis-
takes he considercd me a passable student. His colleague,
the Violin teacher,gwas of the same opinion and they
therefore hofled 1 would soon return fit and well and
give them pleasure. Although this speech almost sounded
like an apology for previous harsh treatment, and was
deli.cizd in the same sharp tones, it was as sweet to me
as a declaraiion of love. I gratefully held out my hand
to the-.unpopular teacher and in order to show confidence
in him, 1 tricd to explain the course of my lifé during
these year- anu how my old attitude towards music was
beginning to return.

The professor shook his head and whistled derisively.
Then he said: “You want to become a composer?"’

“If .possible,” I said disheartened.

“Well, I wish you luck. I thought you would now
resume practising with fresh enthusiasm, but if you want
to compose, you don’t, of course, need to do that.”

“¢gh, I didn’t mean that.”

‘}‘Vhat then? You know, when a music student is lazy
and doesn’t like hard work, he always takes yp composing.
Anyone can do that and each one, of course, is a genius.”
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“I really don’t mean that at all. Shall I become a
pianist then?"

*“No, my dear friend, you could never become that—
but you could <become a reasonably good violinist.”

*“I wish to do that, too!”

“I'hope.you mean it. Well, I must not stay'any longer.
Hope you will soon be better. Good-bye.”

Thereupon he went away and left me with a feeling of
amazement. I had thought very little about the return
to my studies. I was still afraid thmgs would be difficult
and go wrong and that everything would be as it had
been previously, but these thoughts did not remain with
me long, and it also seemed as if the surly professor's
visit was well-meant and a sign of sincere‘good-will.

After I had sufficiently recovered my health, it was
intended that I should go away for a period of conval-
escence, but I preferred to wait until the long vacation.
I wished to return to work immediately. I then exper-
ienced for the first time what an astonishing effect a
period of rest can, have, particularly a compulsory one.
I began my studies and practising with mistrust, but
everything now went better than previously. To be sure,
I now fully realised that I would never become a virtuoso,
but in my ptesent mood this did not trouble me.
Besides, matters were going well. In particular, the
impenetrable undergrowth of music theory, harmony and
the study of composition had been transformed into an
accessible, attractive garden. 1 felt that the inroads and
incursions which I made during my lessons no 1dpger
defied all the rules and laws, but that through assidyous,
study a narrqw but clearly discernible path 'to freedort
was revealed. There were indeed still hours and days
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and nights when I seemed to be confronted by impen-
etrable barriers, and with a ‘tired brain I flinched in the
face of obstacles and pitfalls, but I did not despair again
and I saw the narrow path become clearer and more
accessible.

On closing for the holidays at the end of the term,
the teacher of theory said to me, much to my surprise:
“You are the only student this year who really seems to
understand something about music. If you cver compose
anything, I should like to see it.”

With these com?orting words ringing in my ears, I set
off for my holidays. I had not been home for a long
time,’ and during the railway journey I again pictured
my native plfce with affection, and conjured up a series
of half-forgotten memories of my childhood and early
youth. My father was waiting for me at the station and
we ars.e home in a cab. The following morning I
alrcady felt an urge to go for a walk through the old
streets. For the first time I was overcome with a feeling
of tragedy at my lost vouthful fitness. It was painful
to me to :ave to lean on a stick and limp with my
crooked, sulf leg along these lanes, where every corner
reminded mec of boyish games and past pleasures. I came
back home feeling dejected, and whoever I saw, and
whose-ever voice I heard, and whatever I thought about,
cverything reminded me bitterly of the past and my
crippled state. At the same time, I was also unhappy
because my mother was less enthusiastic than ever about
my ghoice of career, although she did not actuallv tell
ane §o. A musician who could make an appearance as a
slender, erect virtuoso or an impressive-lookiag conductor,
she might have conceded, but that a semui-cripple with
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only moderate qualifications and a shy disposition could
bring himself to continue as a violinist was inconceivable
to her. In this corinection she was supported by an old
friehd who was a distant rélative. My father had once
forbidden her to come to the house, which caused her
to conceive a violent dislike for him, although this did.
not. keep her away for she often came to see my mother
while my father was at the office. She had never liked
me and had hardly ever spoken to me since I was a
young boy. She saw in my choice of career an unfortunate
sign of degeneration and in my accident an obvious
punishment and the hand of Providence.

In order to give me pleasure, myfather arrangdd for
me to be invited to play a solo in a concéft to be given
by tfle town's Music Society. But I felt I could not do
so. I refused and retired for many days to the small
room which I had occupied as a boy. 1 was particularly
harassed by continual enquiries and the necessity to
Stand talking so that I hardly ever went out. I then found
myself looking out of the window at the life in the street
and at the school-children, and above all I looked at the
young girls with unhappy longing.

How could ] ever hope to declare my love to a girl
again, I thought! I should always have to stand outside,
like at a dance, and look on, and never be taken scriously
by girls, and if any were very friendly with me, it would
be out of sympathy. Oh, I was more than sick of
sympathy!

As it was I could not remain at home. My pirents
also suffered considerably as a result of my extfeme
melancholy gnd hardly raised any objection when I asked
permission to set off immediately on the long-planned
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journey which my father had promised me. Later, my
infirmity caused me to be creative, and at the same time
destroyed my heart’s wishes and hopes, but I ngver felt
my weakness and deformity %o keenly as I did then, when
the sight of every healthy young man and every pretty
woman deptessed and hurt me. I slowly grew used to
my stick and to the limp until it hardly disturbed me
any more, and with the passing of the years I remained
conscious of my injury without bitterness and accepted
it with resignation or humour.

Fortunately, I Was able to travel alone and did not
need to wait fof anything. The thought of any compan-
ion would have beep repugnant to me and would have
disturbed my @ecd for inner peace. I already felt better
as I sat in the train and therc was no-one to look at me
curiously and sympathetically. I travelled day and night
with-cr stopping, with a feeling of really taking flight
and breathed a sigh of relief when, on the second day, I
caught sight of high mountain peaks through steamed
windows. I reached the last station as it was growing
dark. I we t w.earily yet happily along dark lancs to the
first inn oi a compact little town. After a glass of deep
red wine I slept for ten hours, throwing off the weariness
of travel and also a good deal of the distress of mind with
which I had come.

The following morning I took a seat in the small
mountain train which travelled through narrow valleys
and past white sparkling streams towards the mountains.
Then®from a small, remote station. I travelled by coach;
by mid-day I was in onec of the highest villages in the
c8un'try.

I stayed right into the autumn in the only small inn of
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the quiet little village, at times being the only guest. I
had had it.in mind to rest here for a short time and then
travel further through Switzerland and see some more of
foréign parts and the world.*But there was a wind at that
hcnght which blew air across which was so fresh and
strong, that [ felt I never wanted to leave it.' One side of
the steep valley was covered almost to the top with fir-
trees, the other slope was sheer rock. I spent my days here,
by the sun-warmed rocks, or by the side of onc of the swift,
wild streams, the music of which could be heard during
the night throughout the whole village. At the beginning,
I enjoyed the solitude like a cool, healing drink. No one
bothered about me; no-one showgd any curiosity or
sympathy towards mc I was alone and fiee like a bird
in the air and I soon forgot my pain and unhealthy
feelings of envy. At times I regretted being unable to go
far into the mountains to see unknown valleys and peaks
and to climb along dangerous paths. Yet I was not
unhappy. After the events and excitement of the past
months, the calm solitude surrounded me like a fortress.
I found peace again and learned to accept my physical
defect with resignation, although perhaps not with cheer-
fulness.

The weeks up there were almost the most beautiful in
my life. I breathed the pure, clear air, drank the icy
water from the streams and watched the herds of goats
grazing on the stcep slopes, guarded by dark-haired,
musing goatherds. At times I heard storms resound
through the valley and saw mists and clouds at ungsually
close quarters. In the clefts of rocks I observ cd the ‘small,
delicate, brightly-covered flowers and the many wonJerful
mosses, and on clear days I used to like to walk uphill
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for an hour until I could see the clearly-lined distant
peaks of high mountains with blue silhouettes and white,
sparkling snow-fields across the other side of the hill.
On one part of the footpath where a thin trickle* of
water from a small spring kept it damp, I found on every
fine day a swarm of hundreds of small, blue butterilies
drinking the water. They scarcely moved when 1
approached, and if I disturbed them, they whirled about
with a fluttering of tiny, silky wings. Since I made the
discovery, I only went that way on sunny days, and each
time the dense, bl swarm was there, and each time it
was a holiday.

When 1 consider it more closely, that period was not
really as perfectly serene and sunny and joyous as it
seems in retrospect. There were not only days when it
rained and cven days when it snowed and was cold;
there ¢+~ve also days when it was stormv and gloomy
within me. 1 was not used to being alone and after the
first days of repose and delight had passed 1 again felt
the pain from which I had run away. suddenlyv return
at times wi*" 1 «.eadful intensity. Many a cold evening I
sat in my uny room with mv travelling rug over my
knees, wearily and unrestrainedly giving wav o foolish
thoughts. Everything that young blood dssired and
hoped for, parties and the gaiety of dancing, the love of
women and adventure, the triumph of streugth and love,
lay on the other side of the shore, far removed and
inaccessible to me for ever. Exen that wi'd. defiant period
of hal#forced gaiety, which had ended in myv fall in the
tgh ‘an, then seemed in my memor to be beautiful and
cdloured in a’ paradisiacal wav like ¢ lost land pof pleasx.xre,
the echo of which still came across to me with bacchanal
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intoxication from the distance. And at times, when
storms passed over at night, when the continual sound
of the cold, down-pouring rain was drowned by the
strong, plamuve rustling through the storm-swept fir-
.Wwood, and when a thousand inexplicable sounds of a
slecpless summer night echoed through the girders of the
roof of the frail house, I lay dreaming hopclessly and
restlessly about life and the tumult of love, raging and
reproaching God. 1 felt like a miserable poet and
dreamer, whose most beautiful dream was only a thin,
coloured soap-bubble, whilst thousands of others in the
world, happy in their youthful strength, stretched out
joyous hands for all the prizes of life.

Just as I seemed to see all the glonou" heauty of the
mountains and everything that my senses enjoyed as
through a veil and from a great distance, so also did there
ar'se between me and the frequent wild outbursts of
gricf, a veil and a slight feeling of strangeness, and soon
the brightness of the days and the grief of the nights
were like external voices which I listened to with an
inviolate heart. I saw and felt myself like a mass of
moving clouds, like a battlefield full of fighiting troops,
and whether I experienced pleasure and enjoyment, or
grief and depression, both moods seemed clcarer and
more comprehensible to me. They arose from the depths
of ‘my soul, and came to me externally in harmonies and
series of sounds which I heard as if in my sleep and
which took posscssion of me against my will.

It was in the quict of one evening when I was retwrning
from the rocky side of the valley that I understooa it all
clearly for the first tit1e, and as I meditated upon it aud
found myself to be a riddle, it suddenly occurred to me
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what it all signified—that it was the rcturn of those
strange remote hours whick I had experienced with
some misgiving when I was younger. And with this
memory, that wonderful clarify returned, the almost gliss—
like brlghmcss and transpdrency of feclings where cvgry-
thing appeared without a mask, where things were no
longer labelled sorrow or happiness, but everything
signified strength and sound and creative release. Music
was arising from the turmoil, iridescence and conflict of
my hcightened sengibilities.

I now viewed the bright days, the sunshine and the
woods, the brown rocks and the distant snow-covered
mountiins with heiglytened feelings of happiness and joy,
and with a n®w conception. During the dark hours I
felt my sick heart expand and beat more furiously, and
I no longer made any distinction between pleasure and
pair, Lu. onc was similar to the other; both hurt and
both were prccious. Whether my inner life went well
or badly, my discovered strength stood peaccfully outside
looking on and knew that light and dark were closely
related an-’ .hart sorrow and peace were rhythm, part and
spirit of the same great inusic.

I could not write this music down; it was still strange
to me and its territorv was unfamiliar. But I could hear
it. I could feel the world in its perfection within me, and
I could also retain something of it. a small part and echo
of it, reduced and translated. I thought about it and
concentrated on it for days. I found that it could be
expregcd with two violins and began in complete
mnog.ncc like a fledgeling trving its wings, to write
down my first sonata.

As 1 pla)cd the first novement on my violin in my
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room one morning, I was fully aware of its weakness,
incompleteness and faults,» but every bar went through
me like' a heart-tremor. I did not know whether this
‘music was geod, but I kneW that it was my own music,
born and experienced within me and never heard any-
where else before.

* Downstairs in the coffee-room, notionless and with
*hair as white as snow, there sat year in year out, the
innkeeper's father, who was over eighty years' old. He
never said anything and only looked around him atten-
tively through peaceful-looking eyes It was a mystery
as to whether the solemn, silent man possessed more
than human wisdom and stillness, of spirit, or whether
his mental powers had deserted him. I'went down to
that old man that morning. my violin under iny arm, for
I had observed that he always listenced attentively to my
playing and indeed to all music. As I found him alone,
1 stood before him, tuned my violin and played mv first
movement to him. The old man directed his peaceful-
looking eyes, the whites of which were yellowish and the
eyelids red, towards me and listened, and whenever 1
think of that music, I also se¢ the old man again and his
peaceful-looking eycs watching mne. When 1 had finished,
1 nodded to him. He winked knowingly and scemed to
understand everything. His yellowish eyes returned my
glance; then he averted his gaze, lowered his head a little
and returned to his former motionless state.

Autumn began carly at that height, and as [ made my
departure one morning, there was a thick mist which fell
in fine drops as cold rain, but I took with me the
sunshine of the good days and also,as a thankful remém-
brance, courage for my next path in lifc.
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III

During my last term at the School of Music, I made the
acquaintance of the singer Muoth, who had quite a
creditable reputation in the town. He had finished his
studies four years 4go and had immediately obtained a
position at the Opera House where he was at present still
takmg'lcsser rdles, aud by the side of older well-known
singers was net oulstandmg Many people, however,
considered him to be a future celebrity whose next step
must lead him to fame. I had seen him on the stage in a
nuroe: of réles and he had strongly impressed me,
although nn' always favourably.

We. became acquainted in the following way. After
my return to the School of Music, I took niy violin
sonata an< tw. songs that I had composed to the teacher
who had showed such kind sympathy towards me. He
promised to look through the work and give me his
opinjon about it. It was a long time before he did so,
and meantime I could detect a certain feeling of embar-
rassment on his part whenever { met him. Finally, he
called mc aside one day and returned the manuscript to
me.

*“HeXe is your work,” he said somewhat uncomfortably.
“I hope you have not built too many hopes upon it!
TRere is something in it, without any douft, and you
may yet achieve sometning. To be quite honest, I
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thought you were already more mature and tranquil. I
did not really credit you with such a passionate nature.
I expected something quieter and more pleasing, some-
thing more tg¢chnically cortect and which could have
been judged technically. But your work is not good
techinically so I can say little about that. It is a brave
attempt, the merit of which 1 am unable to judge, but
as your teacher I cannot praise it. You have put both
less and more in it than I expected and you thus place
me in an embarrassing position. I am too much of a
school-master to overlook the sins of Style, and whether
you will be able to outweigh them with originality, I
should not like to say. I will therefore wait until I see
some more of your work. I wish ' you lrck. You will
compose again. I know that.”

I then went away and did not know what to make of
his verdict, which was no real crticism. It seemed to
me that one should be able to look at a piece of work
and e immediately whether it was done as a game and
pastin€ or whether it arose from necessity and the
heart,

I put the manusaipt away and decided to forget all
aboyt jt for the time being and work really hard during
my lase’> few months of study.

On«: day I received an invitation from a family with
:v.rong musical interests. They were friends of my parents
and I used to visit them once or twice a4 year It was one
of the usual evening gatherings except that there were
one or two wellknown people from the Opera %louse
there whom 1 knew by sight. The singer Muoth was
also there. He interested mc most of all and it was the
first time I had seen him at such close quarters He was
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tall and handsome, a dark, imposing-look man with a
confident and perhaps already somewhat pampered
manner. One could see that women liked him. Apart
from his manner, he seemed neither pleased nor proud
and there was something in his look and countengnce
which expressed much secking and discontents When 1
was introduced to him, he acknowledged me with a short
stiffl bow, without saying anything to me. After a while
he suddenly came up to me and said: *“Isn’t your name
Kuhn? Then I already know you a little. Professor S.
has shown me you} work. You must not hold it against
him; he was not indiscreet. 1 came up just as he was
lookifig at it, and ag there was a song there, I looked at
it with his ptrmission.”

1 was surprised and embarrassed. “Whv are vou telling
me about it?” I asked. “I believe the professor didn’t
like 1.’

“Does that hurt you? Well, I liked the song very
much. I could sing it if 1 had the accompaniment. [
should like you to let me have it.”- '

“You " +ea it? Can it be sung then?”

*Of course—although it would not be suitable for anvy
type of concert. I should like to have it for my own use
at home."”

“I will write it out for you. But why do vou want to
have it?”

“Because it interests me. There is real music in that
song. You know it vourself.”

Hg looked at me. and his way of looking at people
madg me feel uncomtortable. He looked me straight in
the face, studying it with complete calmmess, and his
eyes were full of curiosity.
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* You are younger than I thought. You must have
already suffered a great dealt”

“Yes,” 1 said, “but I cannot talk about it.”

“You don't need to. I shah't ask you any questions.”

Hijs look disturbed me. After all, he was quite a well-
known mun and I was still a student, so that although I
did not at all like his way of asking questions, I could
odly defend myself weakly and timidly. He was not
arrogant but somehow he pierced my sense of misfortune
and I could only put up a slight resistance for there was
no real opposition on my part. I had a feeling that he
was unhappy and that he had an undesircd, powerful
way of seizing on people as if he wapted to snatch ‘some-
thing from them that would comfort hith. His dark,
searching eyes were as sad as they were bold and the
expression on his face made him look much older than
he really was!

Soon afterwards, while his remarks were still occupying
m) thoughts, I saw him chatting politcly and inerrily to
the hgt's daughter, who was listening to him with delight
and Jooked at him as if he were a wonderful person.

I hag lived such a lonels life since mv accident, that

I though! abput this meeting for many days, and it
disturbeq . ¢ 1 was too unsure of myself not to stand
in dwe of this superior man, and vet too lonely and in
need of Someone, not 1o be flattered by his approach.
Finajl. > 1 thought he had forgotten me and his whims
of 1+ 4t evening. Then, to my confusion, he visited me
ar + My rooms. )

It was on a December evening and it was alrpady
dark. The «nger knocked at the door and came in is
if there was nothing remarkable about his visit, and
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without any introduction and superficialities he immedi-
ately entered into conversdtion with me. I had to let
him have the song, and ag he saw my hired *pianp in
the room, he wanted to sing it immediately. I had to sit
down and accompany him and so I heard my song sung
properly for the first time. It was sad and rhoved me
against my will, for he did not sing it at full singing
strength but softly, as if to himself. The text, which I
had read in a magazine the previous year and had copied,
was as follows:

When the south wind blows
The avalanchc tumbles

And death’s dirge rumbles.
Is that God’s will?

Through the lands of men
1 do wander alone,
Ungreeted and unknown.
Is that God's willr

Pain is my lot,

My heart is like lead.

I fear that God is dead!
— Shall I then liver

From the way he sang it, 1 could tell that he liked the
song.

We were silent for a short time; then I asked him if
he cquld point out any mistakes and suggest any correc-
tions.

Muoth gave me onc of his keen lnoks ahd shook his
head.
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“There is nothing to correct,” he said. “I don't know
whether the composition is food or not. I don’t under-
stand arything about that, There is experience and
feeling in the'song and because I don't write poetry
myself, or compose, I am glad when I find, something
that.seems individual and that I want to sing.”

“But the text is not mine,” I exclaimed.

“Isn’t it? Well, it doesn’t matter; the text is of secon-
dary importance. You must have experienced it, other-
wise you could not have written the qusic.”

I offered him the copy which I had had ready for
some days. He took it, rolled it up and pushed it into
his coat-pocket.

“Come and visit me some time, if you want,” he said
and gave me his hand. “I know vou lead a quiet life.
I don’t want to disturb it, but now and then one is glad
to look a good fellow in the face.”

When he had gone, his last words and his smile
remained with me. They were in keeping with the song
he had sung and with everything that I knew of the man.
The longer I pondered upon it, the cleatcr it became to
me, and in the end I felt I understood this man. 1
understood why he had come to me, why he liked my
song, why he almost presumptioushy intruded upon me,
and why he seemed halfshy, half-bold to me He was
unhappy, an inward pain gnawed at him, and his lone-
liness had become intolerable to him. This unhappy man
had been proud and had tasted solitude. He coyld no
longer endure it; he was searching for pcople, for a kind
look and a little understanding. and he was ready (o
sacrifice hinfself for them. That is what I thought at the
time.
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My feelings towards Heinrich Muoth were not clear.
I sensed his desires and neéds, yet I feared he could be
a cruel, rclentless man who might use and then disgard
me. [ was too young and my experience of people too
limited, to pnderstand and accept the fact that he algnost
revealed himself naked to pcople and in doing so, hardly
scemed to know any shame. Yet I also saw that here was
a sensitive passionate man who was suffering and who
was alone. Involuntarily, I remembered rumours I had
heard about Muo‘h, vague, chsjointed students’ talk, the
exact details of which I had forgotten, but the echo and
patiern of which I Fnd preserved in my memory. There
were c:'ccmnt.J tales 9f women and ddvmture and with-
out remembcfing onc of them, 1 seemed to recall some-
thing about bloodshed, and that he was involved in an
account of a murder or suicide.

When i had conqucred my shyness and asked one of
my colleagues about it, the matter seemed less serious than
I had thought. Muoth, it was said, had had a love-affair
with a yorr'ig woman of good family, and the latter had,
in fact, « :omitted suicide two years’ ago. but no-one
had ventured to connect the singer with this affair with
more than cautiously made allusions. Evidently, my
imagination, stirred by the meeting with this strange
and somewhat disturbing person, had created this atmos-
phere of horror around him. Just the same, he must
have suffered over that love affair.

I dld not have the courage 1o go and see him. I could
not conceal the fact from myself that Heinrich Muoth
was gin unhappy and perhaps desperate person who
wanted and nceded me, and at times I fele 1 ought to
obcey the call and that I was contemptible if I did not
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do so. Yet I did not go; another feeling prevented me.
I could not give Muoth what he sought from me. I was
quite different from him and cven if in many ways I was
also isolated and not fully understood by other people,
eveq if I was different from everyone else and separated
from mos: people by fate and my talents, I did not want
to, make an issue of it. I had a feeling of aversion and
repugnance towards Muoth’s vehement manner. He was
a theatrical man and an adventurer, 1 thought, and he
was perhaps destined to live a tragic and public life.
On the contrary, I wanted a quiet life; excitement and
audacious talk did not suit me—resignation was my lot.
That was how I argued with myself tg set my mind at rest.
A man had knocked at my door. I was Yorry for him
and perhaps I ought tc put him before myself, but I
wanted peace and did not want to let him in. 1 threw
myself energetically into my work but could not rid
myself of the tormenting idea that someone stood behind
me and tugged at me.

As I did not come, Muoth again took the initiative. [
received a note from him written in large bold characters,
which read:

Dear Sir,

I usually celebrate mv birthdav on the 11th
January with a few friends. Would you like to
come along? It would give us pleasure if we
could hear your sonata on this occasion. What
do you think? Have you a colleague with whom
you could play it, or shall I send somcone tq vou?
Stefan Kran:l would be agrzcable. It would plcase
me véry much.

Heinrich Muoth
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I had not expected that—to play my music, which
no-one yet knew about, beYore experts, and to play the
violin with Kranzl! Ashagecd and grateful, F accepted
the invitation, and only two days later £ was requested
by Kranzlyto send him the music. After anothers two
days, he invited me to visit himm. The well-kndwn violin-
ist was still young. He was very pale and slender and
looked like a virtuoso.

As soon as I entered, he said, “So vou are Muoth’s
friend! Well, leg us start straight awav. If we go well
together, we should be all right after plaving it two or
three times.”

Then he placed :estand before me. gave me the second
violin part, tharked time and began with his light sensi-
tive touch, so that in comparison I was quite feeble.

“Not 50 timidly ! he shouted across to me without
stopping, and we played the music right through.

“That's all right!™ he said. *It's a pitv vou haven’t
a better violin. But never mind.. Now let us plav the
Allegro - li‘'le faster so that no-one takes it for a funeral
march. Keady!"”

I then plaved my music quite confidently with the
virtuoso, my modest violin sounding quite well alongside
his valuable one. 1 was surprised to find this distin-
guished-looking man so natwral, indeed, almost naive.
As I began to feel more at home and gathered up courage,
I asked him with some hesitation what he thought about
my qomposition.

“You will have to ask someone else, mv dear sir. I
domt understand much about it. It's a little unusual,
but people like that. If Muoth likes it.*you can feel
flactered. He is not easily pleascd.”

43

Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



He gave me some advice regarding the playing and
showed me a few places whert alterations were necessary.
We arranged to have another, praitice the following day,
and I then departed.

Itcwas a comfort to me to find this man so natural
and sincer'e. If he was one of Muoth's fricnds, perhaps 1
could also find a place amongst them. To be sure, he
was an accomplished artist and I was a beginner without
any great prospects. [ was sorry that no-one would give
me an honest opinion of my work, /The most severe
criticism would have been preferable to these good-
natured remarks which said nothing.

It was bitterly cold at that timer-it was dxﬂl(ull to
keep warm. My companions enthusiastically‘went skating.
It was just a yecar since our outing with Liddy. That
was not a happy period for me. I looked forward to the
evening at Muoth's, not because I eapected too much
from it, but because I had had no friends and gaiety
for so long. During the night before the 11th January,
I was awakened by an unusual noise and an almost
amazing feeling of warith in the air. I rose and went
to the window, surprised that it was no longer cold.
The south wind had suddenly come. Damp and warm,
it blew vigorously. High above, the storm swept the
heavy. masses of dlouds across the sky; in the small gaps
between the clouds, a few stars, wonderfully lurge and
brilliant, shone through. The roofs already had black
patches on them, and in the morning, when I went out,
all the snow had gone. The streets and people’s ifaces
seemed strangely altcred, and everywhere there was a
breath of prémature spring.

That day I went about in a state of feverish excite-
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ment, partly on account of the south wind and the
intoxicating air, partly in anticipation of the evening.
1 frequently took out my sopata, played parts of it, then
pushed it away again. Sometimes I found it quite
beautiful; @t other times it scemed trivial, melancholy
and vague to me. I could not have endured “this state
of agitation and anxiety much longer. In the end, I did
not know whether I was looking forward to the forth-
coming evening or not.

Howecver, it caye at last. I put on my overcoat, took
my violin-case with me, and went to find Muoth's house.
It wag with some difficulty that I found it in the dark.
It was far out in the suburbs in an unknown and unfre-
quented road. It was a detached house with a large
garden, which looked untidy and neglected. From behind
th: wu.clnsed gate a large dog sprang at me. Somecone
whistled 1t Lack from a window, and growling, it accom-
panied me to the entrance. A little old woman with an
anxious expression on her face received me here. took
my coat, nua led me along a brightly-lit passage.

Kranzl, the violinist, lived in a very clegant fashion
and I had expected Muoth, who was reputed to be rich,
to live in a similar lavish wav. I now saw two large,
spacious rooms, far too large for a bachelor who was
little at home. Apart from that, evervthing was very
simple, or not really simple but casual and unarranged.
Part of the furniture was old and seemed to belong to
the house; amongst it were new things, bought indis-
crimimately and placed about the room without any
fgreshought. Only the lighting was splcndld There
was no gas—mstcad there were a large number of white
candles in single, attracyve pewter candlesticks. In the
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main room there was also a kind of chandelier,-a plain
brass circle containing many candles. The chief item
hene was a very good grand piano.

" In the rooni into which I was led, several men stood
talking to each other. 1 put my violincase down and
said: “ Good-cvening!” Some of them nodded and then
turned to each other again. I stood there feeling uncom-
fortable. Then Kranzl, who was amongst them and had
not scen me immediately, came across to me, held out
his hand, introduced me to his friendr and said: “Hcre
is our new violinist. — Have you brought vour violin
with you?” Then he called across to the next room:
“Muoth. the young man with the »onata is here.”

Heinmrich Muoth then came in, greeted me very warmly
and took ane into the music 100m which looked cheerful
and festive. An attractive woman in a white dress
handed me a glass of sherrv  She was an actress from the
Royal Theatre. To my suiprise, 1 observed that apart
from her, no other colleagues of the host had been
invited. She was the only lady present.

As I had emptied my glass very quickly, partly through
embarrassment, partly from an instinctive need to get
warm after the damp, evening walk, she poured me out
anqther and ignored mv protests. “ Fake it; it won't do
you any harm. We do not cat until after the music
Have you brought jour violin with vou — and the
sonata?"

I made reserved replics and felt embarrassed. I did
not know what her relationship was to Muoths She
seemed to be the mistress of the house. She wasevepy
attractive. 1 subsequently noted that my new friend
only went about with verv beautiful women.
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Meantime, everyone came into the music-room. Muoth
put up a musicstand. Evesyone sat down and soon I
was playmg the music wnh Kranzl, I played mecham-
cally; it seemed poor to mte. Only now and then “for
fleeting monents, like flashes of lightning, was I conscipus
of the fact that I was playing here with KranzL and that
the evening I had waited for so long with trepidation
was here, and that a small gathering of experts and
discerning musicians were sitting there listening to my
sonata. Only durmg the Rondo did I become aware that
Kranzl was pla)mg magmﬁcenl[\ but I was still so shy
and distracted from the music that I continually thought
about’ other things jnd it suddenly occurred to me that
I had not ewen congratulated Muoth on his birthday.

We finished playing the sonata. The pretty lady rose,
heldd «nt her hand to Krawsl and me, and opened the
door of a s;maller room where a table was set for a meal,
with flowers and bottles of wine.

“At last!” cried one of the men, “I'm nearly starving.”

“"You're a hocking person,” the lady rephed. “What
will the composer think?”

“Which composer? Is he hete:”

She pointed me out. “There he is.”

He looked at me and laughed. “You should have told
me that before. Anyway, the music was very enjovable.
But when a man is hungry

We began the meal and as soon as the soup was
finished and the white wine was poured out, Kranzl
rose gnd proposed a toast to the host on the occasion of
hlS dirthday. Immediately after the toast, Muoth rose
to his feet. "My dear Kianal, if you think am going to
make a speech in reply. you are mistaken. I don’t want
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any more speeches, please. But perhaps the only one
that is necessary, I will take upon myself. I thank our
young friend for his sonata, which I think is splendid.
Pef'haps our friend Krana“will some day be glad to
!'CCEIVC music of his to play, which he should do, for he
played the sonata very sympathetically. 1 drink a toast
to the composer and to our good friendship.”

’They all clinked glasses, laughed, chafied me a little,
and soon the good wine helped to produce an atmos-
phere of gaiety into which I entered. It was a long time
sinced 1 had enjoyed myself and felt at easc in this way,
in fact, I had not done so for a whole ycar. Now, the
laughter and wine, the clinking of glasses, the interming-
ling of voices and the sight of a gay, ptetty woman,
opened up closed doors of pleasure to me, and I easily
entered into the atmosphere of unrestrained merriment,
of light and lively conversation and smiling faces.

Shortly after the meal, everyone rose and returned to
the music-room, where wine and cigarettes were handed
round. A quict-looking man who had not spoken much
and whose name I did not know, came up to me and
said some kind words about the sonata, which I have
quite forgotten. Then the actress drew me into conver-
sation and Muoth sat down beside us. We drank another
glass of wine to our friendship and suddenly, his dark,
sad eyes sparkled and he said: *“I1 know your story now.”
He turned to the lady. “He broke his bones while
tobogganing. out of love for a pretty girl.™ Then he
turned to me again. “That is beantiful—to go head
over heels down the hill at the moment when love js at
its peak and {s still quite unsullied. It is worth losing &
healthy leg for that.” Laughing, he cmptied his glass
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and again looked gloomy and thoughtful. Then he
said: “What made you integested in composing?"

I told him how music had affected me since I was a
young boy. I told him aboul the previous summer, about
my flight into the mountains, about the song and _the
sonata.

“I sce,” he said slowly, “but why does it give you
pleasure? You can’t express sorrow on paper and be
finished with it.”

“I don't want to do that,” 1 replied. “I don’t want to
thrust aside and be rid of anvthing but weakness and
constriction. I want to feel that pleasurc and pain arise
from *the same source, that they are aspects of the same
force and pertions of the same piece of music, each
beautiful and each essential.”

“Man,” he shouted vehemently, “you have a crippled
leg! Can nusic make you forget it:”

“No, why? In any case, 1 can never make it better.”

“And doesn’t that make you despairx?”

“It does ne+ please wne, you can he sure of that, but I
hope it w..1 never bring me to despair.”

“Then you are lucky, but I wouldn’t exchange a leg
for that kind of luck. So that is how it is with vour
music! Marian, this is the magic of art that we read
about so much in books.”

“Don’t talk like that!™ I cried angrilv. ‘ You, yourself,
don’t sing just for vour salary, but because it is a source
of pleasure and satisfaction to vou. Whyv do vou mock
me and yourself? 1 think it is cruel.”

“Flush!™ said Marian, “or he will become angry.

Muoth looked at me. “I shan’t be angry, He is quite
right, really. But you can’t feel <o bad about your leg,
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otherwise music-making would not be such a compensa-
tion to you. You are a contented sort of person. Anything
can happ,en to you and you stxll remain contented—but I
wolild never have believed i\

He sprang angrily to his feet “And it isn’t true. You
set thc Avalanche Song to music; that was no indication
of consolation and satisfaction—but of despair. Listen!”

Suddenly he went to the piano, and it became quieter
in the room. He began to play, made a mistake, then
omitted the introduction and sang the song. He now
sang it differently from the way he Had sung it at my
rooms, and I could tell that he had sung it often_since
then. He now sang it aloud in the deep baritone voice
which I had heard from the stage, and thesstrength and
intense feeling in his voice made one forget the unrelieved
distress of the song.

*“This man says he wrote that purely for pleasure. He
doesn’t know anything about despair and is perfectly
contented with his lot!™ he cried and pomtcd his finger
at me. There were tears of shame and anger in my eycs.
I saw everything through a mist, and in order to end it
I stood up to go.

Then I felt-a smooth but strong hand press me back
into the armchair and gentlv stroke my hair. There were
beads of perspiration on my brow; mv eyes were closed
and I held back my tears with difficulty. Looking up, I
saw Heinrich Muoth standing in front of me. The others
did not appear to have observed the whole scene and
my agitation. They were drinking.wine and laughing.

“You are a child,” said Muoth softly. “When a pan
writes songs like those, he should be beyond that kind
of thing. But, I am sorry I find a person whom I like
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and we have hardly been together at all when I begin
to pick a quarrel with him#

“Oh, all right,” I said with embarrassmens, “buj I
should like to go home now. The best part of the even-
ing is finished.”

“Very well, I will not press you to stay. The rest of
us will have another drink vet, I think. Would jou
mind seeing Marian home? She lives on the inner side
of the moat: it is not out of vour way.”

The preitv wgguan looked at him curiously for a
moment. Then she turned to me and said. “Will you?”
I said: “With pleasure,” and stood up We onlv said
good-bye to Muoth, In the anteroom a servant helped
us on with ofr coats; then the hittle old woman appeared
sleepily and took us through the garden to the gate by
th. Ligat of a large lantern. The wind was still warm
and caressing, it drew along masses of black ddouds and
stirred the tops of the bare trees

I did not venture to offer Martan- my anm, but she
took it ' asked, breathed m the might ann wath her head
thrown back and looked up at me enquiringly and
trustfully 1 sull seemed to feel her soft hand on my
hair. She walked slowly and seemed 10 want to lead me.

“There are cabs over there, * 1 said, for 1t was painful
to me that she should adapt harsedf to my lame walk and
it made me suffer to have to himp beside this warm,
healthv, slender woman

“Let us walk a hittle,” she saad - She took care to walk
veryeslowly, and if I had had mv wav. 1 should have
drawn her still closer to me  But I was filled with so
much pain and anger that 1 relcased her arn, and when
she looked at me with surprise, 1 said to her: “It is no
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good like this. Pardon me, I must walk alone.” She
walked anxiously and sympe¢ thetically by my side, and I
only lacked an upright walk and the consciousness of
physical strength for me to have been contrary in every-
thing I said and did. I became quiet and ,reserved. I
could not do otherwise, or I should have had tears in
my eyes and longed to feel her hand on my head again.
I 'would have preferred to escape into the next side-
street. I did not want her to walk slowly, to show con-
sideration towards me and to pity me.

“Are you vexed with him?” she said at last.

“No, it was stupid of me. I hardlv know him yvet.”

“He upsets me when he is like that. There are days
when I am afraid of him.”

“You, too?”

“Yes, more than anyonce. le hurts no-one more than
himself. He hates himself at times.”

“Oh, he puts on a pose.”

“What did you say?" she said startled.

“That he is an actor. What does he want to mock
himself and others for? Why does he have to draw out
the expericnces and secrets from a friend and ridicule
them-—the miscrable wretch!™

My previous anger found a way into my specch again.
I wanted to insult and disparage this man who had hurt
me and whom I really envied. Also my respect for the
lady had decreased since she defended him and openly
admitted it to me. Was it not alrcady bad enough that
she had been the only woman at this bachelors’ drind-.ing-
party? 1 was used to little licence in these things, and I
was ashamed to have a yearning for this pretty woman
just the same. I preferred in my vexation to start a
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quarrel with her rather than fecl her pity any longer.
If she thought me rude and jcft me, it would be better
than her staying and being kind to me.

But she put her hand on my arm. “Step,” she cried
warmly, so 4that her voice moved me despite mysebf;
“don’t say any morc! What is the matter with you?
Muoth wounded you with two or three words because
you were not skilful or couragcous cnough to defend
yoursclf, and now that you have left, you attack him in
hateful language in, front of me. I ought to let vou walk
alone!”

“As you wish. I only said what I thought.™

“Don’t lie' You acegpted his invitation and you plaved
your music t® him. You saw how he liked 1t, how it
pleased you and cheered vou up. And now, because vou
are angry and can’t bear to hear a word about him, vou
began to wsult him  You shouldn’t do that, and T will
put it down to the wine vou havc had”

It appeared to me that she suddenly realised how things
were with 5 e ind that it was not the wine that had excited
me; she ckanged her tone although 1 did not make the
slightest attempt to vindicate mvself T was defenceless.

“You don't know Muoth yet,” she conunued. “You
have heard him sing, haven't vou? Ihat is what he is
like, fiexce and violent, but mostly against himself. He
15 an emotional man; he has great vigour but no goal.
At everv moment he would like to taste the whole world,
and whatever he has and whatever he does, onlv consti-
tutes @n infinitesimal part of it. He drinks and is never
dl.'unk; he has women and is never happy: he sings
magnificendy and yet does not want to be An artist. If
he likes ansone, he hurg; him. He pretends to despise
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all who are contented, but it is really hatred against
himself because he does not know contentment. That
ig what.he is like. And he has shown friendship towards
you, as much as he is capable of doing.”

oI maintained an obstinate silence.

“Perhaps you don’t need him,” she began again, “you
have other friends. But when we see somcone suffer and
being ill-mannered because of his suffering, we ought to
be indulgent and forgive him.”

Yes, I thought, one should do, and,gradually the walk
in the night cooled me down, and although my own
wound was still open and required to be hcaled, 1 was
induced to think more and more akout what Marian had
said and about my stupid behaviour that evening. I felt
that I was a miserable creature who really owed an
apology. After the cffect of the wine had worn off, 1 had
an uncomfortable feeling against which T fought. I did
not say much more to the pretty woman, who now seemed
agitated and moody herself as she walked beside me
along the dark strects where, here and there, the light
of a lamp was suddenly reflected on the dark surface of
the wet ground. It occurred to me that 1 had lcft my
violin in Muoth’s house; in the meantime, 1 was again
filled with astonishment and alarm at evervthing. The
evening had turned out to be so different from what I
had anticipated. Henrich Muoth and Kransl the violinist,
and also the radiant Marian, who played at being queen,
had all climbed down from their pedestals. They were
not gods or saints who dwelt on Qlympian heighs:, but
mere mortals; one was small and droll, anothes was
oppressed aud conceited, Muoth was wretched and self-
tormented, the charming woman was pathetic and miser-
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able as the lady-friend of a restless sensualist who knew
no joy, and y~t she was good) and kind and acquainted
with suffering. I, myself, felf changed, was no longer 2
single person, but a part of all people, seeing good and
bad featuresin all. I felt I could not love a person heve
and hate another person there. I was ashamned of my lack
of understanding and saw clearly for the furst time in my
young life that one could not go through life and amongst
people so simply, hating one person and loving another,
respecting one petson and despising another, but all,
these cmotions were closely tied up, hardly separable
and at times hardly distinguishable I looked at the
woman walking by mv side who was now also silent as
if shc too reathised that the nature of many things was
different from what she had thought and said

At last we reached her house  She held out her hand
to e, whnch I gently pressed and Kissed. *“Sleep well'”
she said kindly but without a smile

1 did, too I went home and to bed, 1 know not how,
tell asleep ‘m.iediately and slept far into the next morn
ing. The 1rose like the man in the Jack-in-the-box, did
my exercses, aud washed and dressed myvself It was
onlv when I saw mv cvat hanging on the chair and
missed my violin-case, that 1 thought of the previous
dav  Mcantime, I had slept well and felt better 1 could
not link up the thoughts I had had the previous night.
There only remained small, stiange, mward experiences
in my memorv, and a feehng of surprise that I was sull
unchanged and the same as ever

I wanted to wotk but my violin was not there So I
went out, at first neso'utely, then with dstermination
in the direction I had gone vesterday and arrived at

55

Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



Muoth’s house. Even from the garden-gate I heard him
singing. The dog sprang @ me and was led away with
difficulty by the old woman who had quickly come out.
She allowed me to go in. I told her I only wanted to
isich my violin and did not want to disturh the gentle-
man. My violin-case was in the anteroom and my violin
was in the case. My music had also been put there.
Muoth must have done that; he had thought about me.
He was singing aloud close by. I could hear him walking
quietly up and down as if wearing slippers. At times
he would strike keys on the piano. His voice sounded
clear and bright. more powerful than 1 had ever heard
it at the theatre. He was practijing a réle that was
unknown to me. He repeated parts of it a number of
times and walked quickly up and down the room.

I had taken my things and was going to leave. 1 felt
quite calm and hardlv affected by the memory of the
previous day. But I was curious to sce him and to know
whether he had, changed. 1 went nearer, and almost
involuntarily I put my hand on the handle, turned it
and stood in the open doorway.

Muoth turned round while singing. He was in a shirt,
in a very long, fine, white shirt and looked fresh, as if
he had just had a bath. Too late I ook fright that I
had surprised him like that. However, he seemed neither
surprised that I had come in without knocking nor
embarrassed because he was not dressed.  Just as if
everything was perfectly normal, he held out his hand
and asked: *“Have you had breakfast vet:” Then,as 1
said: “Yes,” he sat down by the piano.

“Shall I sing my part? Listen to the aria! It is a
mixture! The opera is to be gjvcn at the Royal Opera
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House with Biittner and Dueclli! But that docsn't
interest you, or me, really. t{ow are you? Have you
had a good rest? You didif't look so well when yoy
left last night. And you were annoved yith me, too.
Anyway, we,won't start that nonsense again now."”

And straight away, without giving me a change to say
anything, he said: “You know, Kran is a nuisance.
He won't play your sonata.”

“But he played it yesterday.”

“I mean at a concert. I wanted him to take it on, but
he won't. It would have been grand if it had been
included in say, a matinée concert next winter. Kranal
isn't a’ fool, you kngw, but he is lasv. He is always
playing Russi#h music by ‘insky’ and *owsky’. He doesn’t
like learning anything new.”

“T don't think,” I began, “that the sonata is suitable
for a concert and I never had that in mind. It is still
not flawless technically.”

“That’s nonsense! You and vour technicalities! We
are not sc* oc -teachers and without doubt worse things
will be played, even by Kranzl. But I know differently.
You must give me the song and write some more soon!
I am leaving here in the spring. I hase handed in my
resignation and am going on a long holidav, during
which I want 1o give onc or two concerts, but with
something new, not Schubert, Wolf and Liowe and the
others that we hear every evening. I want at least one
or two new and unknown picces of music, such as the
Avalagiche Song. What do you think:?”

The prospect of my song. being sung in public by
Muoth was like a gatewsy to the future throygh the bars
of which I could sce splendid vistas. For that very reason
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I wanted to be cautious and neither abuse Muoth’s
kindness nor bind myself go him too much. It seemed
¢o me shat he wanted to draw me to him forcibly, to
dazzle me apd in some way overpower me. Therefore
d.hardly committed myself.

MI will see,” I said. “You are very hind to me, [
realise that, but I cannot promise anvthing. 1 ain at
the end of my studies and must now think about good
testimonials. Whether I shall ever make my way as a
composer is uncertain. Meantime, I am a violinist and
must try to obtain a position soon.”

“Oh, ves, you can do all that. But you may think of
another song like that one, which,7ou can let me have.
Will you?”

“Yes, of course, although I don’t know why you take
such an interest in me.”

“Are you afraid of me? 1 simplv like vour music. I
should like to sing some more of your songs and look
forward to doing so. It is pure cgoism.”

“All right, but why did vou t1alk to me as you did
yesterday 2"’

“Oh, you are still offended! What did I really sav?
I no longer remember. Anvway, I didn’t intend to treat
you roughly, as I seem to have done. But vou can defend
yéurself! One talks, and every person is as he is and
as he must be, and people have 1o accept each other.”

“That’s what I think, but you do just the opposite.
You provoke me and do not accept what I say. You
draw out of me things that I don't want to thinkabout
myself and that are my affair, and throw them ba-k in
my face like a reproach. You even mock me about my
stiff leg.”
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Heinrich Muoth said slowly: “Well, well, people are
diflerent. One man is wild if you tell him the truth,
and another can't bear it if y6u say nothing. You were
annoyed because 1 didn't tréat you with false respect
and I was apnoyed because you were on the defensive,
and tried to delude me with fine phrases about the solace
of art.”

“I meant what I said, only I am not used to talking
about these things. And I won't talk about the other
matter either. How things seen: to me, whether I am sad
or in despair and hdw my leg came to be injured, I want
to keep to myself, and I don’t want to let anyone drag
them ofit of me and mock me about them.”

He stood um

“I haven't anything on yet. I'll go and get dressed.
You're a good fellow. I'm not, I know. We won't talk
about 1t s0 much again. Hasn’t it occurred to vou that I
like you? Just wait a little. Sit down by the piano until
I'm dressed. Do you sing? —— No?- Well, I'll only
be a few mwiautes.’

He soos .cturned dressed from the adjoining room.

“We'll go into town now and have a meal,” he said
lightly. He did not ask whether it suited me. He said:
“We'll go,” and we went. For however much his manner
annoyed me, it impressed me: he was the stronger char-
acter of the two. At the same time, he displaved a
whimsical, childlike disposition in his conversation arid
behaviour which was often charming and which quite
won 1ge over.

Frgm that time I saw Muoth often. He frequently
sefit me tickets for the oprra. sometimes invitgd me down
to play the violin, and if I did not like evervthing about
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him, there were little things he did not like about me.
A friendship was established between us, at that time my
only ope, and I almost bcg;zm to fear the time when he
would no lopger be there. Hec had in fact handed in his
gesignation and could not be pressed to stay, despite a
number,of requests and inducements. At times he hinted
that there might be a part for him at a large theatre in
the autumn, but it was not yet arranged. In the mean-
time spring arrived.

One day I went to Muoth’s house for the last gentle-
men'’s gathering. We drank to our next meeting and the
future, and this time therc was no woman present. Muoth
accompanied us to the garden -gate carly in the mornlng
He waved us farewell and returned shivering in the
morning mist to his already half-emptied rooms, accom-
panied by the lcaping and baiking dog It scemed to
me that a section of mv life and experience had now
ended. I felt I knew Muoth well enough to be sure that
he would soon forget us all, and onlv now did I sce
clearly and unmistakeably how much I had liked this
moody, imperious man.

The time for my departure had also arrived. I made
my last visits to places and to people whom 1 would
remember kindly. I also went once more up to the high
road and looked down at the slope, which I would not
indeed forget.

I set off home to an unknown and appatently uninter-
esting future. [ had no situation ond [ could not give
independent concerts. At home there onlv awaitgd me,
to myv dismay, some students who wanted violin Igssons.
To be sure, my parents also awaited me and they wére
rich enough to see that 1 did not want for anvthing,
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also tactful and kind enough not to press me and ask
what was to become of me But right from the beginning
I knew that I should not be dble to endure it here long,

There is not much for me % say about the ten months
that I spent at home. During this time 1 gave lessons tg.
three students, and despitc everything was not really
unhappy. People lived here also- things happened here
also every day, but I only had a feeling of police indiffer-
ence towards everything On the other hand, I secretlv
experienced strange, entrancing hours with music, when
my whole way ot 1ift seemed to1pid and remote, and only
a hunger for music remained, which often tormented
e unbearably during the violin lessons and certainly
made me a bed teacher But afterwards, when I had
fulfilled mv obligations or had evaded mv lessons with
cunning and excuscs. I relapsed into 2 wonderful dream-
like state m which 1 built bold sound edifices, crected
magnificent castles 1n the air, raised arches casung long
shado'vus, and created musical patterns as light and
delicate as  o. n-bubbles

Whilst  went about 1n a state of stupefaction and
absorption which drove awav mn pievious companions
and worried mv parents, the dammed up spring within
me burst forth even mote forably and profusely than it
had done the previous vear in the mountains The fiunts
of seemingly lost vears during which I had worked and
dreamed, suddenly ripened and fell softlv and gently,
one after the othet Thev were sweet and fragrant, they
surrounded mc 1n almost overwhelming abundance, and
I prcked them up with hesitatcon and mistiust It began
wth a song, then follewed a viohin fantgma, then a
string quartet. and when after a few months I had
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composed some more songs and several symphonic themes,
I felt that it was all only the beginning and an attempt
Jnwardly, I had visions dt a great symphony; in my
wildest moments I even tholight of an opera. Meanwhile,
$rom time to time I wrote polite letters to conductors and
theatres, enclosed copies of testimonials from my teachers
and humbly asked to be remembered for the next
vacancy for a violinist. Then came short, polite replies
which began: “Dear Sir”;—sometimes there were no
replies, and there was no promise of an appointment.
Then for a day or two I felt insignificant and retreated
into myself, gave conscientious lessons and wrote further
polite letters. When I was alone, I again immediately
felt that my head was still full of niusic that I wanted to
write down. Hardly had I begun again when the letters,
theatres, orchestras, conductors and “Dear Sirs” faded
away from my thoughts and I found myself fully occupied
and contented.

But these are memories that one cannot properly
describe, like most recollections. What a person really
is and experiences, how he develops and matures, grows
fecble and dies, is reallv all indescribable. The lives of
ordinary working pcople are boring, but the activities
and destinies of idlers are interesting. However rich
that period remains in my memory, I cannot say anything
about it, for I remained apart from ordinary social life.
Only once, for moments, did I again come closer to a
person whom I will not forget. He was a teacher called
Lohe. .

One day, late in the autumn, I went for a wa‘!:. A
modest villg suburb had arisen on the south side of the
town. No rich people dwelt in the small, inexpensive
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houses with their neat gardens, but respectable middle-
class families and people who lived on small incomes.
A clever young masler-build‘r had erected a nymber of*
attractive houses here which I was integested to see.

It was a warm afternoon. Here and there, nuts has
fallen belately from the trees; the small new hguses and
gardens were clearly outlined in the sunshine. They
were of a simple design that appealed to me. 1 looked
at them with the superficial interest that young people
have for these things, when thoughts of house, home and
family, rest-days and holidays are still remote. The
peaceful streets with their gardens made a very pleasing
impression on me. I strolled along slowly, and as I was
walking, I happened %o read the name of the occupier of
the house on a small bright brass-plate on the garden-
gate

t’he name “Konrad Lohe” was on the small brass
plate, and as I read it, the name seemed familar to me.’
1 stood still and reflected. Then 1 remembered that that
was the r .m¢ of one of the teachers at the Gramnnar
School. lur a few moments, the past rose before me, con-
fronted me with surprise, and a mass of faces, tcachers
and friends, memories ot nicknames and stories danced
before me in ficeting waves. As 1 stood there looking at
the brass-plate, a man rose from behind a nearbyv currant-
bush where he had been bending down while working.
He came forward and looked at me.

“Did you want me?” he asked, and it was Lohe, the
teachgr whom we used to call Lohengrin

“Not really,” I said and saised my hat. “I did not
khow that you lived hure. T used to be gne of vour
scholars.”
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He looked at me more keenly, observed my stick,
reflected a moment and then pronounced my name. He
had not remembered my | ‘ace, but my stift leg, for he
naturally knew about my accident. Then he asked me
to come in.

His shirt-sleeves were rolled up and he was wearing a
gréen gardening apron. He did not seem to have grown
older and looked wonderfully well. We walked through
the small, neat garden, then he led mec to an open
veranda, where we sat down.

“Well, I would never have rccogflised you,” he said
candidly. *“1 hope your memory of me has been a kind
one.”

“Not entirely,” 1 said l.nughing‘. “you ¢nce punished
me for something I did not do and declared my protes-
tations of innocence to be lies. It was in the fourth class.”

He looked up with a troubled expression on his face.
“You must not hold it against me. 1 am very sorry.
With all the good intentions in the world, it continually
happens with teachers that something goes wrong and
an act of injustice is committed. I know of worse cases.
That is one of the rcasons why I left.”

“Oh, aren’t vou still teaching:”

“Not for a long time now. 1 becane ill, and when I
recovered, my views had changed so much that I resigned.
I tried to be a good teacher, but I wasn't onc; vou have
to be born to it. So I gave it up and since then 1 have
felt better.”

I could see that I enquired further, but he warjted to
hear my story, which was soon told. He was not, alto-
gether pleased that T had become a musician. On the
other hand, he showed uncommon sympathy, which did
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not make me feel too sensitive, in regard to my ill-luck.
He discreetly tried to discover how I had succeeded in
ﬁndmg consolation, and was ‘ot fatisfied with my half-
evasive answers. With mysterious gesticulations, he inti-
mated hesitagingly and yet unrcservedly, with much
halting circumlocution that he knew of a solace, of
complete wisdom which was there for cvery earnest
seeker.

“I know,” I said, “you mean the Bible.”

Mr. Lohe smiled m\st(.nou'h The Bible is good; it
is the way to knowlcdge but it is not knowledge itself.”

“Well, where is knowledge itself?”

“You will find i1 L.hlly if you wish to. I will give you
somcthing to read that gives the principles of it. Have
you heard of the study of Karma:?”

“Karma? No, what is it?"

"1oa will find out. Just wait a minute!” He went
away and was absent for a short time while I sat there
surprised, not knowing what to expect, and looked down
the garden where diminutive fruir-trees stood in faultless
rows. Af » a short time, Lohe returned. He looked at
me with a beam on his face and handed me a sinall book,
which bore in the middle of a mysterious symbolic pat-
tern, the title of “Theosophical Catechism for Beginners.™

“Take that with you!™ he said. “You may keep it and
if you want to study further, I can lend vou some more
books. This one is only an introduction. I owe everv-
thing to these teachings. I have become well in body and
soul through them and hope they will do the same for
you.”

£ took the small book and put it in my pocket. The
man accompanied me through the garden down to the
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road, took friendly leave of me and asked me to come
again soon. I looked at his face, which was good and
happy, and it seemed to nje that there could be no harm
.in trying the path to such happiness. So I went home with
the little book in my pocket, curious about,the first sieps
along this path to bliss.

"Yet I only embarked upon it after a few days. On my
teturn home, the call of music was again powerful. I
threw myself into it and lived in a world of music. I
wrote and played until the storm within me was again
silenced and I could return calmly to everv-day life.
Then I immediately felt the need to study the new
teachings and sat with the little book in front of me
which I thought I could soon absorb.

But I did not find it so easy. The little book became
massive in my hands and finally scemed untathomable.
It began with an interesting introduction on the many
paths to wisdom to which everyone had access, and the
theosophical brotherhood which stood independently
for knowledge and inner perfection, in which every faith
was respected and every path to the light was welcome.
Then followed a cosmology which I did not understand,
a division of the world into different “planes”, and
history into remarkable ages unknown to me, in which
the lost country of Atlantis was also included. I left this
for a time and turned to the other chapters where the
doctrine of reincarnation was presented, which I under-
stood better. Yet it was not quitc clear to me whether it
was all mythology and poetic fables, or whether .it was
to be taken literally. It seemed to mnc to be the Jatter,
which I could not accept. Then came the teachings
about Karma. It appeared to me to be a religious
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interpretation of the law of causality, which was not
unattractive to me. And so on. I soon realised that
these teachings could only pe of solace and value to
those who could accept them literally, and s'mcerely
believe therg to be true. If, as they were to me, partly
beautiful literature, partly intricate symbols, an attempt
at a mythological explanation of the world, one could be
instructed by them and hold them in esteem, but one
could not learn how to live and gain strength from them.
One could perhaps he a worthy and religious theosophist,
but the final solace® only beckoned to those who accepted
simple beliefs without too much questioning. In the
meantime, it was not for me.

All the same, I weflt to see the tcacher several more
times. Twelve years' ago we had plagued each other with
Greck, and now, in quite a different way, equally unsuc-
cussful'y, he tried to be my teacher and guide. We did
not become close friends, but I liked going to see him,
and ‘for a time he was the only person with whom I
discussed important aspects of mv life. 1 did indeed
realisc t* '+ all this talk was of no value and at its best
only led to clever phrases. Yet I found him soothing
and worthy of reverence, this devout man who had
coolly renounced church and knowledge and who in the
latter half of his life experienced the peace and glory of
religion through naive belict in remarkable, subtly
reasoned teachings.

Despite all endeavours on my part, this path has
alwayg been closed to me. Yct I have a great leaning,
whicl} is not reciprocated, towards religious people who
aft fortified and gain peace through one faithgor another.

67

Downloaded from https://www.holybooks.com



IV

During the short period of my visits to the pious theoso
phist and fruit-grower, I one day received a small cheque,
the reason for which was a mystery to me. It had been
sent to me by a well-known north-Gérman concert agent
with whom, however, I had never had anv dealings. On
making enquiries, I received the reply that this dmount
had been forwarded to me by order of Mr. Heinrich
Muoth. He had sung a song composed bv me at six
concerts, and this sum represented my fee.

I then wrote to Muoth, thanked him and asked for
news. Above all, I wanted to know how mv song had
been received at the concerts. I had heard about Muoth's
recitals and had seen notices about them once or twice
in the newspapers. Of course, 1 did not” expect to sce
anything about my song. I wrote to him about my
activities and work in minute detail, as solitary pecople:
often do, and also enclosed one of mv new songs. Then
Iwaited for an answer. As I had still received none after
faur weeks, I forgot all about the whole matter again.
Almost every day, I still wrote music, which haunted
me like in a drecam. During the intervals, however, 1 felt
limp and discontented. 1 very much disliked giving
lessons and felt 1 could not endure it much lpnger.

I therefare felt that a curse was lifted from me when
I finally received a letter from Muoth. He wrote:
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Dear Mr. Kuhn,

I am no letter-writer. I did not answer your
letter as I did not reafly know what to sgy. But
now I can put forward concrete proposals. I am
now éngaged at the Opera House here in R, and
I should be pleased if you could also come here.
You could, in the first place, obtain a position
here as a second violinist. The conductor is an
intelligent, frank man, even though somewhat
abrupt. Yoy would probably also soon have an
opportunity to play some of your music. We have
good chamber concerts here. I also have some-
thing to tell yqu about vour songs; one thing is
that théc is a publisher whe wants to have them.
But writing is such a bore. It would be better if
vou came. Come quickly and wirc me about the
position.

Yours,
Muoth.

1 was t.u suddenlyv dragged awav from my unprofi-
table an«. aermit’s existence I was again drawn into the
strcam of life. had hopes and cares, sorrows and jovs.
There was nothing to keep me. and my parents were
glad to see me take mv first definite step in my career
in life. I sent a wire without dclay, and three days later
I was already in R. with Muoth.

I had obtained accommodation in a hotel. L went’to
visit Muoth but did not find him in. Then he came to
my hetcl and unexpectedly stood before me. He held
out lis hand, asked me no questions, did not tell me
anything and did not share mv excitement im the sligh-
test. He was used to letting himself be drawn along by
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events, only experiencing and taking the present moment
seriously. He hardly gave me time to change my clothes
and then took me to see Rlssler, the conductor.

“This is Mr. Kuhn,” he said.

Rossler nodded. “How do you do! What can I do for
you?"

“He is the violinist,” cried Muoth.

The conductor looked at me with surprise, turned to
the singer again and said rudely: “You didn't tell me
that the gentleman was lame. I muct have people with
straight limbs.”

The blood rose to my face but Muoth remained calm.
He just laughed. “Do sou want bim to dance, Rossler?
I thought he was to plav the violin. If he can’t do that,
we must send him away again. But let us hear him first.”

“Very well. gentlemen. —~Mr. Kuhn, come and see
me tomorrow morning about nine o’clock, here in my
rooms. Are you annoved at what I said about the foot?
Well, Muoth should have told me about it. Anyway,
we shall see. Till tomonow!"

As we went awav, I reproached Muoth about it. He
shrugged his shoulders and said that if he had mentioned
my infirmity at the beginning, it would have been
difficult to obtain the conductor’s consent. Now I was
here and if Rossler found me reasonablv satisfactory, 1
would soon get to know the better side of his nature.

“But how could you recommend me in anv case?”
I asked. “You don’t even know if I am any good.

“That’s your affair. I thought-you would be al right
—and you will be, too. You're such an unassiming
fellow that if someone didn’t give you a push at times,
you would never get anywher¢. That was a push—now
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you go ahead! You need not be afraid. Your predeces-
sor wasn’'t much good.”

We spent the evening in hidrooms. Here againyhe had
rented some rooms in a remote district where there was
a large garden and it was quiet. His powerful dog
sprang forward to greet him. We had hardly sat down
and warmed ourselves when the bell was rung and a tall,
very beautiful woman came in and kept us company.
It was the same atmosphere as previously, and his lady-
friend was again a gplendid, queenly person. He seemed
to take the lovely woman very much for granted and I
looked at this latest lady-love with sympathy, and with
the embarrassinent thgt I always felt in the presence of
attractive woflen. It was, indeed, not without envy,
for with my lame leg T was unloved and without hope of
lovr.

As in he past, we enjoyed ourselves and drank a great
deal, at Muoth’s. He dominated us with his extieme,
but inwardly half-enforced gaicty, which nevertheless
charmed s. He sang for us enchantinglv and also sang
one of i, songs. The three of us became very friendly;
a feeling of warmth spread amongst us and drew us
close. We were natural with cach other and remained
close as long as the warmth in us endured. The tall
lady, who was called Lottie. was friendly towards me in
a gentle way. It was not the first time that a beautiful
and affectionate woman had treated me in this sympa-
thetic and extremely confiding wav. It hurt me this time
too, but I now recognised this recurrent form of
behaviour and did not take it too much to heart. Some-
“times I have even knowi.. women who havc shdwn special
friendship towards me. TRey all regarded me as incapable
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of jealousy as of love. That was where the yndesired
sympathy appeared and they confided in me in a half-
maternal way.

Unfortunately, I still had no experience of such affairs
and could not look on the happiness of love at close
quaiters. without thinking about myvself a little and
feeling that I should also have liked to 1ndulge in some-
thing similar It spoilt my pleasure to some extent, but
on the whole it was a pleasant evening 1 the company
of thiy lovely, kind lady and the abpupt, vigorous man
who liked me and took an mterest 1n me and vet could
not show his affection in any different way than he did
with women. namelv 1in a forcefyl and moody fashion

As we clinked glasses for the last umd before leaving,
he nodded to me and said  “I really ought to drink to
our good friendship, shouldn’t 1- I should certainly
like to do so But never nund 1t will be all night just
the same At onc ume, whenever I met amvone 1 hiked,
I always addresscd hmn immediately i an intimate
fashion, but 1t 1snt a good thing, least of all amongst
cotleagues I quartellcd with them b just the same ™

This time I did not have the bitter swcet pleasure of
having to accompany iy fucnd’s lady love home  She
r¢gmained there and 11 was better so The journey, the
visit to the conducior the suspense about the following
morning and the rencwed association with Muoth had
all done*me good Only now did T sec how forgotten, 11l
at ease and 1cmote from people 1 had become during
my long, lonelv vear of warung: and with a sease of
enjoyment and healthy suspense, I was agamn alex apd
active amdngst people, again bdlonging to the world

The next morming I reportegd to Rossler m good tme
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1 found him in his dressing-gown and with his hair
uncombed, but he made me welcome, and in a friendlier
fashion than the previous da}, he invited me to play the
violin, placed hand-written music before me and sat
down by the piano. I played as well as I could, but
rcading the badly-written music gave me some trouble.
When we had finished, he silently placed another sheet
beforec me to play without any accompaniument, and
then a third sheet.

<‘That’s all right)” he said. “You will have to become
more used to rcading the music; it is not always printed.
Come to the theatre tonight. I will make room for you:
then you can play your part with the others, who have
meantime fill8d the gap where necessary. It will go a
little hard at the beginning. Study the music well in
adh uvee, There is no rehcarsal today. I will give you
a note: take it to the theatre at eleven o'clock and ferch
the music.”

I was not quite cértain of mv posjtion, but realised
that this axr. did not like questions, and T went away.
At the wacatre no-one wanted to know anvthing about
the music or to listen to me. 1 was unused to the machin-
cry there and was discoucerted. I sent a special messenger
to Muoth. He came and immediately evervthing went
smoothly. In the evening I plued for the first time at
the theatre and was closely observed by the conductor.
The following day I obtained the appointent,

So strange is the human being that in the midst of
my new life and fulfilled wishes, I was sometimes aware
of a “light. flecting, subconsiious desire for solitude, for
cven boring and empty davs. It then seemedrto me that
the time 1 had spent at home and the dreary uneventful
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life from which I was so glad to escape, was something
desirable. In particular, I though with real longing
about the weeks I had speilt in the mountains two years’
‘ago. I felt that I was not destined for well-being and
happiness, but for weakness and oppression, and that
without these shadows and sacrifices, the creative spring
within me was more feeble and turbid. At first there
really was no question of quict hours and creative work,
and although I was living a full life, 1 continually
thought I heard the dammed-up . spring within me
whisper softly and complainingly.

I enjoyed playing the violin in the orchestra. [ poured
over full scores a great deal and felt myv way longingly
in this field. Slowly, I learncd what 1 hdd only known
theoretically and remotely, namely to understand the
nature, colour and significance of single instruments
from the bottom upwards. At the same time, I studied
ballet music and looked forward with greater carnestness
to the time when I could venture to write an opera
myself.

My close relationship with Muoth, who held one of
the best positions at the Opera House, facilitated my_
progress and was veryv useful to me. 1 was very sorry,
however, that 1 did not make any close friends among
my own colleagues in the orchestra, which I would have
liked. Only a first violinist, a Styrian called Teiser, took
an interest in me and became my friend. He was ten
years older than I, an honest, straightforward man with
a gentle, refined face that easily reddened. He was an
extraordinarily competent musician, and had a particu-
larly keen and sensitive ear. He was one of those people
who find satisfaction in their art without wanting to
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play any outstanding part. He was no virtuoso and had
never composed anything. He was content to play the
violin and obtained his greatdst pleasure from a thorough
knowledge of technique. He knew everv overture in
dctail, and Anew as well as any conductor where delicacy
and brilliant playing were necessary and where the inclu-
sion of an instrument produced a beautiful and original
effect. This made him radiant and he ¢njoyed himself
more than anyonc else in the whole theatre. He could
play nearly all the instruments so that I could ask him
questions and lcarn from him daily.

For many months we discussed nothing but technique,
but I liked him and he saw that I was anxious to learn.
An unspoken®understanding arose between us that did
not fall far short of friendship. Then 1 finallsy told him
abror my violin sonata and asked him to play it with
me some ti ne. He kindly agreed and came to mv rooms
at the appointed time. In order 1o please him, I obtained ™
some wine from his native town. We drank a glass of
the wine tl >n I put up the music and we began. He
read the music very well. but suddenly he stopped and
lowered his bow.

“I say, Kuhn.” he said, “this reallv is lovely music.
1 don't want to plav it amvhow. I want to take it home
and practise it first. Mav 127

“Yes,” I said. and when he came again, we played the
sonata through twice. When we had finished, hg slapped
me on the shoulder and (ried: “You modest creature!
You Rretend to be such an innocent and secretly vou do
thins like this! 1 won't say much—I am not a professor,
but it is beautiful!”

That was the first tim~ that someone in whom I really
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had confidence had praised my work. I showed him all
my work, including the songs which were just being
publish¢d and which were doon to appear. But I did not
‘dare tell him,that I was so bold as to think of composing
an opera.

‘During those good days 1 was shocked by a small
mcident that I can never forget. At Muoth’s, where I
was a frequent visitor, I had not seen the pretty woman
called Lottie for some time, but I did not think much
about it because I did not want to hecome involved.in
any of his love-aftairs. I preferred not to know about
them. I therefore did not inquire about her. Besides,
he never talked to me about theye things.

One afternoon 1 sat in my room studyihg a score. By
the window, my black cat lay slecping in the sunshine.
The whole house was quiet. Fhen 1 heard someone
enter by the front door who was stopped and questioned
by the landlady, left her, then came and knocked at my
door. I went to open it and a tall, elegant woman with
a veil over her face came in and closed the door behind
her. She took a few steps into the room. breathed deeply
and then took off her veil. It was Lottie. She looked .
excited and T immediately guessed why she had come.
At my request she sat down. She had taken mv hand
but had not vet said anvthing. She scemed more at case
when she observed my embarrassment, as if she feared
I might have sent her awav immediately.

“Is it about Heinrich Muoth:” 1 asked at last.

She nodded. “Did vou know atvthing?”

“No, I don’t know anvthing. It is only what I thought”

She lookéd me in the face like a sick person looks at a
doctor, was silent and slowly touk oft her gloves. Suddenly,
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she stood up, placed both hands on my shoulders and
gazed at me with her big cyes.

“What shall I do? He is never at home, he never
writes to me, he never 6pens my letters! 1 have not been
able to spedk to him for three weeks. I went there yester-
day. I know he was in but he did not open the door.
Not once did he whistle to his dog which had torn my
dress. He doesn’t want to know me any more.”

“Have you had a quarrel with him?” I asked, so that
Ishould not remgin silent.

She laughed. “Quarrel? Oh, we have had enough
quarrels right from the beginning! I was used to that.
No, he has cven beeny polite to me lately, which 1 imme-
diately mistuisted. On one occasion he wasn't there
when he asked me to come: another time he said he was
¢ uil g 1o see me and did not turn up. Finally, he began
to address me formally. I would have preferred him to,
beat me again.”

I was stunned “Beat you!” }

She ' agued again. “Didn’t vou know. Oh, he has
often beaten me, but not for a long time now. He has
become polite; he addresses me formally and does not
want to know mc any mote. I expect he has someone
else. That is why I have come here. Tell me, please!
Has he another woman? You know, vou must know!"

Before I could prevent it, she took hold of both-my
hands. I was astounded at what she had told me, but
because 1 did not wish to discuss it and desired to end
the scene, I was almmost glad that she did not give me a
char.ce to speak, for I would not have known what to say.

Alternately hopeful and sorrowful, she whs contented
that I should listen to hgr. She asked me questions. told
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me things and burst into fits of weeping. All the time
I looked at her pretty, tearful face and could think of
nothing glse except, “He has beaten her!” I secmed to
see his clenched hand, and I shuddered at the thought
of him, and of her, too. After being beaten, dcorned and
repulsed, she seemed to have no other thought and wish
but to return to him and the same humiliations.

At last the flood subsided. Lottie began to speak more
slowly. She seemed embarrassed and conscious of the
situation, became silent, and at the me time releasod
my hands.

“There is no-one clse,” I said gently, “at least not as
far as I am aware.” -

She looked at me gratefully.

“But I can’t help vou,” I continued, “I never talk to
him about such things.”

We were both silent a while. I could not help but think
of Muarian, of pretty Marian and that evening when we
had walked arnrin-arm the same night the south wind
had come, and how she had so lovally defended her lover.
Had he beaten her also? And did she still pursue him?

“Why did you come to me?” I asked

“I don’t know. I had to do something. Do yvou know
if he still thinks about me? You are a good man. You
will help me, won't you? You could ask him some time,
speak about me . . ."”

“No, I ean’t do that. If he still loves vou, he will come
to you himself. If not, then . . ."”

“Then what?"

“Then let him go. He is not worthy that vou sheuld
humble youtself so much.”

Th-reupon she smiled.
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“Oh, what do you know about love!"”

She was right, I thought, but it hurt me just the same.
If love did not come to 1ne, if I stood outside, how could
I be taken into anyonc’s confidence and be of help? 1
felt sorry for this woman but I despised her even more.
If that was love, with cruelty here and humiliation there,
then it was better to live without love.

“I don’t want to argue, ' I said coolly. I don’t under-
stand this kind of love.”

JLottie fastened on her veil again.

“Very well, I'm going.”

Then I felt sorry for her again, but I did not want this
ridiculous scene to be  repeated so 1 did not say anything.
She walked ®wards the door and I opened it for her.
I accompanied her past the inquisitive landlady to the
sta - then I bowed and she went away without saying
anything wore and without looking at me.

I Jooked after her sadly and could not tid myself of
the memory of her for a long time. -Was 1 really quite
different ro.a all these other people, from Marian, Lottie
and Muoth? Was that really love? I saw all these
passionate pcople reel about and drift haphazardly as if
driven by a storm, the man filled with desire today,
satiated on the morrow, loving fiercely and discarding
brutally, sure of no affection and happy in no love;
then there were the women who were drawn to him,
suffering insults and beatings, finally rcjected, and yet
still clinging to him, degraded by jealousy and despised
love..but still ygemaining faithful. That day, for the
ﬁrst time for a very long time, I wept. I shed involun-
tiry tears of vexation about these peopla about my
friend Muoth, and life and love, and also secret tears
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about myself who lived amongst everything-as if on
another star, who did not understand life, who longed
for love and yet was afraid of it.

I did Yot go to see Heinrich any more for a long time.
At that time he was enjoying triumphs ad a singer of
Wagner opera and was beginning to be regarded as a
celebrity. At the same time, I also had a moderate
amount of publicity. My songs had been published and
well received and two pieces of my chamber-music had
been performed. It was still just 3 little encouraging
recognition amongst friends; the critics still said little
or were for the most part indulgent towards me as a
beginner.

I spent a great deal of time with T'ciset, the violinist.
He liked me, praised mv work, and took friendly plcasure
in it. He prophesied great things for me and was alwavs
readv to play music with me. Just the same I felt that
somcthing was lacking. I was drawn to Muoth, although
1 still avoided him. I did not hear any more from Lottic.
Why then was I not content? 1 reproached mvsclf for
not being satisfied with the company of Teiser, who was
so good and loval. But I found something lacking in
him, too. He was too happy. too cheerful, too coutented;
he scemed to have no depth. He did not speak well of
Muoth. Sometimes when Muoth sang at the theatre, he
looked at me and whispered: *“He has ruined it again!
That man is quite spoilt. He doesn’t sing Mozart and he
knows why.” 1 had to agree with him and yet I did so
unwillingly. I was drawn to Muath, but did not like to
defend him. Muoth had something that Teiser did not
have or understand and which bound me to him. His
nature was continually desiring, longing and insatiable.
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These same qualities drove me to study and work, to
people who seemed to slip away from me, just as they
goaded and tormented Muoth in other ways. I would
always write music. I'knew that. But I also%vanted to
create somttthing out of happiness and abundance and
uninterrupted joy, instead of continual longing and a
sense of lack. Oh, why was 1 not happy with what I
had—my music? And why was Muoth not happy with
what he possessed — his tremendous vitality and his
women?

Teiser was lucky: he was not tormented by any desires
for the unattainable. He derived a keen, unfailing
pleasure from his art - He did not ask for more than it
gave him, aftd outside his art he was even more easy to
satisfy; he only needed a few friendly penple, an occasion-
at pood glass of wine, and oni free dasvs an excursion into
the courury, for he liked walking and open-air life. If
there was anything in the teachings of the theosophists,
then this man was almost perfect: s disposition was so
kind ~ .1 ue harboured so little passion and discontent.
Yet, even if I perhaps deceived myself, I did not wish to
be like him. I did not want to be like anvone clse. I
wanted to remain in my own skin. although it was often
so constrictive. I began to feel power within me as my
work grew and 1 also began to feel proud. I had to find
a bridge to reach people, I must learn how to live.with
them without alwavs feeling at a disadvantagg. If there
was no other way, perhaps myv music would create a
bridge. If people did not like me, thev would have to
like my music.

I could not rid mvself of such foolish shoughts and
vet 1 was readv to devote and sacrifice myself to someone
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who wanted me, to someone who really understood me.
Was not music the secret law of the world? Did not
the earth and stars move in a harmonious circle? And
should I Aave to remain alone and not find people whose
natures harmonised well with my own?

A year had gone by since I had been in this town.
Apart from Muoth, Teisler and our conductor, Réssler,
I had very few acquaintnnccs at the beginning; latterly,
however, I moved about in a larger circle, which did not
particularly please or displease me. Smcc the performange
of my chamber-music, I had become acquainted with
musicians in the town outside the theatre and now
enjoyed a growing reputation in a sm.xll circle. I noticed
that people knew and observed me. Of all fame, the
sweetest is that which is not yet for any great success,
which cannot cause envy and which does not isolate vou.
You go about with the feeling that your are noticed,
hamed and praised; you meet people who welcome you
with a smile, and acquaintances who give you a friendly
nod. Younger people greet you with respect, and you
secretly feel that the best is still to come, as all young
people do, until they see that the best already lies behind
them. My pleasure was spoilt chiefly by the fecling that
there was always some sympathy behind this recognition.
Quite often I even felt that people were so kind and
friendly towards mc because I was a poor fellow and a
cripple whom they wanted to console.

After a concert at which a violin duet of mine had
been played, I made the acquaintante of a rich mcrcbant
called Imthor, who was reputed to be a lover of mustc
and a patrons of young talent. He was a rather small’
quiet man with greving hair in whom one could detect
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neither his riches nor his love of art. But from what he
said to me, 1 could see that he understood a great deal
about music; he did not give extravagant praise, but
quiet com