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“Is it newrotic that 1 should want a woman, a woman
of my own, for I cannot and will not be alone! 1o hell
with all my activities, analytic, scientific, medical,
and otherwise . . .”

Wilhelm Reich belongs to the trinity of
twentieth century psychoanalysts that also
includes Freud and Jung. When he died in 1957
he had become the most revolutionary figure

in psychoanalysis and the only student of
Freud’s to carry the libido theory into
experimental science.

Reich’s legacy includes such essential volumes
as Character Analysis, The Mass Psychology of
Fascism, and The Function of the Orgasm — his
most famous work which inspired the sexual
revolution in the West of the 1960s and *70s.

Reich’s life, the subject of Passion of Youth — the
latest of his writings to appear posthumously, is
no less provocative and instructive. Ina
reminiscence composed in 1919 entitled
Childhood and Puberty, Reich tells of his earliest
years spent on a country estate in Bukovina. He
describes his first conscious experiences of
sexuality and the further development of his
sexual life, his schooling and, above all, the
catastrophic infidelity that led to his mother’s
suicide in 1910 and then to his father’s death
in 1914.

In the second section Reich describes how he
fled Bukovina at the outbreak of the First World
War to enlist in the Austro-Hungarian army.
He became a battalion commander. But, inan
excerpt from his 1937 History of Sexpol, he
recounts how his four years in the military
impressed on him the masses’ numb obedience
to authority and the automatic quality of a
ccasclessly operating war machine.

Reich began his study of medicine at the
University of Vienna in 1919 and graduated in
the summer of 1922. The diaries of these years
record his encounter with Freud; the growth of
his conviction that sexuality is the core around
which all social life, and inner life, revolves; his
first political stirrings; and his analysis of the
woman who would become his first wife. Here,
in writing rich with the questing turbulence of
youth, is the vital insight into Wilhelm Reich,
the man and his work.
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Love, work, and knowledge are the wellsprings of our life.
They should also govern it.
WILHELM REICH






Preface

We rarely catch a glimpse into the process by which great men
develop, or experience intimately their passion, and their pain.
Only the finished product—the mature person, the objective
work—is presentable. Feelings of sexual need and desire, of love
and hate, of longing, despair, frustration, and confusion lie bur-
ied in secrecy. Man’s penchant for gossip and malicious intrusion
may well express his need, however distorted, to break through
this wall of secrecy and to learn the truth about his world and
the great men and women whose lives ““thrust it forward.”

Wilhelm Reich was well aware of the danger implicit in this
truth “in a world that was not ready to listen.” But he was firmly
convinced that it was essential to preserve it. In 1919, as a
twenty-two-year-old medical student, Reich began to keep dia-
ries and, during that same year, he wrote a recollection of his
childhood and youth. Later, in 1937, he recalled his experiences
in the Great War and his medical studies at the University of
Vienna. These writings are now made available in order to dispel
the myths given currency by the various biographies that have
appeared since his death and to keep faith with the basic mandate
of his will: “‘to safeguard the truth about my life and work.”

In publishing this material, I have not lost sight of the essential:
what Reich did, what he discovered, the tool of scientific knowl-
edge he has placed in our hands. But, as a Nobel laureate re-
marked recently, “Science is made by people.”

Mary Boyd Higgins, Trustee
The Wilhelm Reich Infant Trust Fund
New York, 1988






We tell ourselves that anyone who has succeeded in edu-
cating himself to truth about himself is permanently de-
fended against the danger of immorality, even though his
standard of morality may differ in some respect from that
which is customary in society.

—SIGMUND FREUD,
Introductory Lectures on Psychoanalysis






ONE

Childhood and Puberty
1897—1914






My CHILDHOOD

I was born in a small village as the first child of not unprosperous
parents. My father was a farmer who, together with an uncle
of my mother’s, had leased a fairly large landed estate in northern
Bukovina, the farthest outpost of German culture. From the
beginning, my mother tongue was German, as was my schooling.
My parents considered it very important that I not speak the
Yiddish of the surrounding population; they regarded it as “crude.”
The use of any Yiddish expression would bring severe punish-
ment. The line separating my parents from the Orthodox Jews
had a very material basis. In the agricultural business which my
father ran, there were three types of workers: the daily workers,
who were farmers from the surrounding villages; the farmhands,
who were the paid employees in the business; and, lastly, the
office workers, a number of whom were Jews—the manager,
the steward, the cashier, and so forth. My father was not only
a so-called free spirit but, as the boss, he had to keep himself
apart from the Ukrainian population as well as from the Jewish
administrative staff. The structure of the business was absolutely
hierarchical and patriarchal.

The Hebrew language, unlike Yiddish, was an expression of
reverence for the old Jewish tradition, built on a history of some
six thousand years. Thus, there existed a Jewish aristocracy and
great importance was attached to one’s lineage. My father’s
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PASSION OF YOUTH

father was famous as a “very wise man.” He, too, had been a
free spirit, a “thinker,” who was held in timid regard by the
Orthodox Jews but was highly esteemed by the Ukrainian farm-
ers. He ran an agricultural establishment, but actually left busi-
ness matters to his wife. He himself read many books, scolded
the farmers, and counseled the women as best he could. He
was, as they said, ‘““cosmopolitan” and a “‘kindly friend” to the
people. He adhered to the Jewish law, but only to avoid talk.
Once, when I was about six, we visited him on the Day of
Atonement, when Orthodox Jews fast. I was asked to call him
from the prayerhouse to a meal. But they forgot to tell me to
speak softly. I spoke loudly and in front of everyone. There was
a great fuss and my father spanked me.

My father had invested all his liquid assets and received the
major portion of his outside financial support from my great-
uncle, who was already a wealthy man. Father was a modern
person, and even though he was never reckless with money but
was rather shrewdly frugal, he had to work very hard so as not
to fall behind financially while still keeping up a comfortable
home.

A second child arrived a year after me; it was a girl, but she
died soon after birth. Two years later, my brother, Robert, was
born and, as his birth was also a difficult one, it became necessary
for my mother to be away at a spa on two or three occasions.

It is from this date that my recollections begin to grow clear.
There is one scene which I can still envision vividly in all its
detail: My brother must have been a year old, and I four. Mother
was away and had left us in the care of the servants, a fact which
was to play an important part in my later development, especially
in regard to sexuality. We had three servants: a cook; a house-
maid, who was a country girl; and a nurse for Robert. Father
had gone to the city for the day on business and was not expected
home until about ten o’clock. My brother and I were playing in
the kitchen on the bed of one of the servants. Suddenly my
brother let out a scream. I was terrified, for I had a great fear
of the beatings which were so amply meted out by my austere
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CHILDHOOD AND PUBERTY 1897—1914

father. And at that moment Father did, in fact, come in and ask
what had happened. Naturally, I could not answer; the nurse
told all. As our “‘family doctor” (who was also the steward of
our estate and had great practical experience in such matters)
later stated, I had dislocated my brother’s tiny arm. I can still
see him lying there on the bed, dressed only in a baby shirt and
screaming at the top of his voice.

Our steward reset the arm while I cowered in a corner, waiting
for what was to come. However, to my great astonishment, it
did not happen. My father only looked at me with that terrible
expression which, even when I was older, made me tremble and
which always heralded trouble.

I cannot remember my father ever having cuddled or treated
me tenderly at that time—nor can I recollect feeling any attach-
ment to him (I should like to emphasize at that time).

A second experience which either immediately preceded or
followed the above and to which I attach great significance will
serve to illustrate the first phases of my conscious sexuality.

As I have already mentioned, we children lived with the ser-
vants. Father was always away on trips, since he loved Mother
very dearly and could not stand being at home when she was
not there. Robert and I slept with his nurse, all in the same bed.
I recall that, even then, women were a mystery to me. As proof
of this, I offer the fact that I do not remember (nor has anyone
ever mentioned) that I asked adults the well-known children’s
questions such as “Where do babies come from?” etc. [ do know
very well, however, that 1 had been brooding over this and
similar problems long before this period and had never asked
those questions because I sensed something verboten.

Our housemaid was having an affair with the coachman, a
young, good-looking farm boy who had work to do in the house
every evening and often staged humorous little skits in the kitchen
when Father was away.

One evening when he was with us, I was on the lookout for
his every glance or gesture. I watched him reach down in the
vicinity of his genitals. He cast a laughing glance toward his girl,
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raised his fingers to his mouth, licked them, and clicked with
his tongue, which was probably meant to imply, ““It tastes good.”
He noticed my curiosity and with a laugh instructed me how to
perform this gesture. I enjoyed doing this very much and repeated
it several times ‘“‘charmingly” to the amusement of all present.

Another time he visited his girl and I eavesdropped on their
sexual act. This produced in me erotic sensations of enormous
intensity. (I was approximately four and a half years old.)

On a subsequent afternoon, the nurse was lying in bed with
Robi. I crawled in and joined them because, so | claimed, I
wanted to take a nap. It is obvious, though, that I had other
motives. The prostrate position of the girl with her exposed
breasts had excited me and in effect I wanted to do what the
coachman had done with the housemaid, namely, have inter-
course. The nurse calmly allowed me to proceed; I climbed on
top of her, lifted her dress, and reached feverishly for her genitals
(to her apparent enjoyment). Her hair excited me particularly (I
always slept with the maid, and several times before this I had
made believe I was asleep and touched her genitals, plucking at
the hair. After quite some time she would awake, hit me, and
threaten to tell Father. Usually I stopped for a few days and then
began anew). I should like to mention that I did not make any
coital movements but that her vagina did twitch with my penis.
I cannot say for sure whether | was erect, but presumably I was.
This activity had gone on for a good ten minutes when my
brother awoke, saw the caper, and called out, *“I’'m going to tell
Papa,” whereupon he got straight out of bed and toddled through
the door in his little red shirt. Naturally, | was terrified once
again, jumped down, and ran after him. But it was too late, for
Father had just come from the farmhouse and had already been
informed of the “‘good news” by the little fellow—although I
do not know how. I did not receive a beating but was no longer
allowed to sleep with the maid.

Among the other experiences | had during this period, and
which I can only relate from my parents’ accounts, were the
following: I was with a large group (my parents, an uncle, and
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his family) in the public park in Czernowitz. My uncle took me
up in his arms and | slapped his face, to the amusement of
everyone present. | have always hated people with fat, oily faces.
I don’t know why. Mother and Father were slim and well built.
But this uncle of my mother’s, who later brought about my
father’s financial ruin, was a fat millionaire and large landowner.
To me, he was an abomination.

On another occasion (I recall this only very vaguely) we were
again in the park—I was two years old at the time. A little girl
with a pretzel in her hand walked past us. I rushed at her, tore
the pretzel away, gave her a push, and ran off. She began to cry,
whereupon 1 went back to her, broke the pretzel in two, gave
one half to her, and kept the other half for myself.

I link both incidents, especially the first, to my pronounced
sadistic component and acquisitiveness and think I am not in-
correct in tracing my present frantic, ruthless ambition back to
this trait. However, other factors contributed heavily to the de-
velopment of my ambition as well. But they, too, will be dis-
cussed later.

It is also said that when my brother was shown to me just
after his birth I tried to strike him and called out, ““I don’t need
a brother!” I would not be justified in connecting the incident
to a mother complex by virtue of this one remark, for I cannot
recall any other actions during that period which would have
indicated the same. I must mention again that after my brother’s
birth my mother spent a long time at spas—1I think it amounted
to two years, with interruptions, and I therefore had no oppor-
tunity for close contact with her. I do remember clearly, though,
that later | felt a much greater fondness for her than for my
father. Today, nine years after her death and five years after
Father’s, my yearning for maternal love (which possibly mani-
fests itself in my substituting the love of women who are like
her) is greater than that for paternal affection, despite the fact
that my relationship to my father improved significantly after
Mother’s death, and despite the fact that I view his death as the
most crucial event in my life thus far.
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PASSION OF YOUTH

I should now like to continue with a description of the period
following ages three to five.

Mother soon recovered her health and returned home. I shall
always treasure among my happiest memories the family life
that started then.

At age six, I began to learn the primary-school subjects. Mother
and Father took turns teaching me reading, writing, and arith-
metic, and it was at that point that I felt the full extent of my
father’s strictness. For the slightest mistake or lapse of attention
he struck me, made me eat in the kitchen or stand in a corner.
This is the period during which he laid the foundation for my
ambitiousness, a characteristic which today I often find distaste-
ful, yes, even revolting. My mother always protected me from
his blows by standing between us, and I finally begged that only
she give me instruction. She promised, on the condition that I
really apply myself. And that I did! Under her guidance, I made
excellent progress. How vivid the picture is before me: Mother
sitting at the table, with her kind eyes, delicate profile, and the
distinctive set of her mouth. In her never-idle hands she holds
her knitting, before her is my exercise book and I next to it,
writing as she dictates. How often her hand stroked my long
hair, how concerned was her cry of “Start writing!”’ whenever
she heard Father coming from a consultation with officials or
the workers!

I do not wish to be sentimental, but I involuntarily choke up
at these memories. How I long for the blissful happiness of
childhood, and how little the help or protection of a father means
to me! I wish he, too, were alive, but not as a supporting guard-
ian, because it is now, since his death, that I have matured to
full adulthood. Only as a person in his own right would I have
him back, for when Mother died, we found each other and
became true friends—rather than just father and son.

Today my yearning for Mother is greater, due to the fact that
I no longer need a man to protect me yet | do need a woman’s
love—but wait! I cannot doubt the attachment to my mother,
for not only my yearning for the tender touch of a woman’s
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hand is traceable to her but, as just occurred to me, the girls to
whom 1 have felt attracted have always been peaceful, gentle
types, and all of them with a soft expression around the mouth.
However, I do have a preference for blondes, while my mother’s
hair was dark.

The roots of my initially poor relationship to my father lay
very deep; they were closely connected with my having black
hair and eyes, traits inherited from my maternal grandmother,
with whom Father had a typical mother-in-law relationship. I
was always Mother’s favorite, while my brother—a golden
blond—was Father’s.

Still another fact is significant: during this period (ages five to
ten) I remember next to nothing about my brother. This can
probably be explained by the fact that my attachment to Mother
and the mutuality of this feeling gave me no cause to fear com-
petition from him. (Later I found living with him extremely
difficult.) On the other hand, my indifference (if not something
stronger!) toward Father was rooted partially in his attitude
toward me and partially in my fear of him as a rival. In addition,
I sided with Mother for the following reason (which subse-
quently provoked the family catastrophe): despite Mother’s fer-
vent love, and even adoration of Father, he grew extremely jealous
of her, and this was outright torture for her. Father was quite
her opposite, in that he had a ferocious temper, although he was
an extremely kind, intelligent, and knowing person. Mother
trembled with fear (literally!), as did I, when he was “excited,”
no matter if the reason for this lay within the household or
elsewhere. My brother also has a bad temper, and since he re-
sembled Father and Father’s family in other respects, he was
constantly held up as a ““true” man, compared to me, who never
had a temper but was always inclined to hold a grudge. Father
also placed much greater demands on me than on Robert as far
as work was concerned. I recall the following incident which
took place when I was seven years old: We had a governess whe
was preparing me for the entrance examinations for the regular
school. One day I was writing as she dictated in the children’s
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room, the window of which opened onto a garden. Father came
to the window and had a look at the notebook. I was trembling
in anticipation and stood there with my head lowered for what
I knew would surely come. And how correct 1 was! Father’s
austere voice rang out from the window: “Come here!” I obeyed
and had my ears boxed for having made a slight mistake. As an
additional punishment, I was also sent to eat in the kitchen.

As a child, I was strictly forbidden to play with the peasant
and servant children. Until I was twelve, apart from my brother,
I had no playmates. I often stood by our courtyard fence gazing
longingly at the other children. Once I was playing by the fence
and a peasant boy my age was watching me from a few meters
away. Suddenly he grabbed a stone, I presume as a joke, and
threw it at me. It hit my forehead and I bled a little. He certainly
had not intended to be mean. My mother washed my forehead
and told my father what had happened. Father became enraged.
He summoned the child and the child’s father. After referring
briefly to the incident, he gave the father a dreadful beating. The
peasant endured it quietly, without defending himself. As he
walked off with his child, I could see him beating him the whole
way home. The boy screamed frightfully. I was very upset, but
said nothing and crept away to hide. I was about eight years
old. I both hated and feared my father. But the submissive at-
titude of the peasant must have left a deep impression on me,
an impression of my father’s power. His power over the servants
and peasants was in fact enormous. Whoever spoke to him had
to take off his hat. If anyone forgot, his hat was sure to fly off
with a blow.

One scene remains unforgettable. Every Saturday, all the many
workers were paid. They stood in a row, and my father walked
along the row with the manager and the cashier and paid them.
This time, a coachman came by with supplies he had purchased
in town. He was a little drunk and reeled slightly as he ap-
proached my father to give him a message. When my father
noticed his condition, he cuffed him so hard that the man fell
to the ground. I stood there filled with fear, fear of two kinds:
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What will the peasants do now? and: How dreadful my father
can be! Nothing happened! The paying went on calmly.

It was only after my father’s death that I examined his per-
sonality for its good as well as its bad character traits. I should
like to mention only two of my current findings: He was a person
whose narcissism was quite strongly pronounced (although this
pertained more to the intellectual than to the physical realm),
as was his sadism, for we know that all individuals with quick
tempers are more or less sadistic.

He was very proud of himself and his family and favored my
brother because of his physical and intellectual qualities.

I am thoroughly convinced that his love for my mother was
genuine and deep, for he was a forthright, openhearted person.
Proof of this may be seen in his tragic fate four years after her
death.

But Mother suffered dreadfully from his jealousy and sudden
temper, although she bore it with quiet submission and without
resistance. | shall have to go into this issue in detail later on.

Family life at our house during this period (ages five to ten)
was truly ideal, with the exception of incidents which must cer-
tainly occur in all families.

Father prospered financially, although never brilliantly, be-
cause of his honesty. He put nothing aside but lived within his
means in accordance with his and his family’s needs. We oc-
cupied a house with eight rooms, in addition to side rooms, and
thanks to Mother’s sense of orderliness, every corner of the house
was pleasantly livable. Our education was channeled in the best
possible directions, with the exception of a few errors stemming
from the general trend in those days. For four years we had a
highly intelligent girl living in our home to teach and educate
us. There was also no lack of merry get-togethers, sometimes at
home and occasionally in town. We lived as one can live only
in the country, close to nature. Father was well known and
esteemed in his own circles in town, and Mother’s kindness and
gentleness captured hearts wherever she went.

Father often joshed with our tutoress, S., who was a thor-
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oughly decent girl, but this arose more from his excellent spirits
and almost constant good humor than from any ulterior motives.
He found it particularly amusing to make the girl blush, partly
by way of delicately disguised erotic puns and partly through
direct audacity (I must emphasize that I am entirely sure he had
no ulterior motives)—but always in Mother’s presence. Mother
responded with complete indifference, sometimes she even en-
joyed it in the way that married women often take a lively
pleasure in the game of ‘“‘virginal chastity.” It is a well-known
fact that women who are married themselves find enormous
satisfaction in helping their unmarried friends to find similar
happiness. However, I do not think that Father’s easy manner
made no impression at all on Mother! An isolated incident might
have had no impact, but there may have been a cumulative effect
which played an important role in the later catastrophe.

Our tutoress was also the object of my desire. Once I actually
lay down on top of her while she was taking an afternoon nap,
and fantasized having intercourse with her. Even now, I cannot
understand why she allowed this. Was it “fun” for her, too, or
was she not aware of what I had in mind? (Probably the former.)
The following recollection gives rise to this assumption: One
afternoon, Mother and she were sitting on the lawn in front of
our house. I had just finished a drawing and came out of the
children’s room to show the tutoress what I had done. She praised
me highly and said that as a reward I might stay with them for
a quarter of an hour. I was overjoyed and quickly lay down next
to Mother, with my head in her lap. Apparently they had just
been interrupted in a conversation on some sexual matter, for
when Mother began to speak again, she veiled the meaning of
her words. Since there were no secrets for me, even at that age,
I understood it all. They were discussing S.’s future husband.
Suddenly Mother looked at me and said, with a laugh (I cannot
remember exactly the words she used): “In seven years Willy
will be grown up too, or do you think he might even be able to
help you now?” (I was “grown up” in less time than that, in
the sense that Mother had used the expression—and can still

I2



CHILDHOOD AND PUBERTY 1897—1914

remember the feeling of pride I had, naturally without showing
it, when I heard her say this.) I soon discovered the close con-
nection of this remark to S. and their earlier conversation and
several times a day during that period fantasized having inter-
course with S.

In the late afternoon we very frequently drove to the river,
about an hour away, to go swimming. Since I always bathed
with Mother (S. did not), sexual feelings regularly stirred within
me and I often attempted to undress Mother with my eyes.

One of our farmhands had a son approximately twenty years
old who was a complete idiot. All day long, he would lie in the
sun in front of the house, wearing only a shirt, and play with
his genitals while mumbling unintelligible sounds. I enjoyed
watching him play with himself and, through this, experienced
highly pleasurable sensations. I cannot say whether or not my
later intense pleasure in masturbating, which lasted for so many
years, is rooted here. It is quite probable, however, due to the
intensity of my sensations while watching the idiot and his per-
formance. But this is not to say that I wouldn’t have succumbed
to masturbation apart from this incident.

I also enjoyed watching the men catching fish in the fish pond.
They were either completely naked or wore only shirts. Here
again, it was the pubic hair as well as the hair on their legs which
attracted my attention. I might also have wondered why I myself
had none.

According to my parents’ later accounts, I was a well-behaved
and diligent child in all other respects. I worked all day and
always tried to complete my assignments to the satisfaction of
the tutoress, yet my behavior was subdued and frequently even
glum, which caused my father to call me “sourpuss.”

How could I have been different after hearing the answers
Mother or Father gave to Robi’s questions about sex, or the talk
of “the birds and the bees” which they employed when referring
to such matters among other people when we children were
present.

My brother was much moodier than I and very often dissolved
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into tears, at the slightest cause. But he was always pampered
and cuddled; he was also a much more beautiful child than I,
with his long, curly blond hair and pretty blue eyes. And he was
an enormous “little fatty,” as my parents called him.

I had few opportunities to be away from home, with the
exception of two trips to our grandmother in L., and to Uncle
Bernhard, a brother of my father’s who was a lawyer in S., as
well as our trips to Czernowitz.

I recall the following incident which took place on one of the
trips to our uncle’s. I was playing “‘trains” on the parquet floor
of the dining room with a female cousin who was twelve (i.e.,
five years older than I). As my uncle’s wife was quite taken aback
at this, Father forbade me to continue the game. I immediately
hung my head and he ordered me, in a severe tone of voice, to
leave the room.

On another occasion, when that same cousin and aunt were
visiting us, she and I tore off the tail of my wooden hobbyhorse
and stuck a silver spoon in. The spoon was found several years
later, when we moved and the hobbyhorse was moldering in the
attic.

In contrast to my mother, whose demands were very modest,
my maternal grandmother (who lived with her husband in L.)
took a great deal of pleasure in all the latest styles. In general,
she looked very youthful, had not a single gray hair as yet, and
was altogether more of a whorish than a motherly type, in Wei-
ninger’s sense of the word. Thus, she also enjoyed dressing up
Mother with clothes and jewelry. Nor, much to Father’s an-
noyance, had she relinquished the maternal prerogative of ex-
erting her influence in various ways. This fact has great importance
in understanding the events that were to come.

The following incident will serve as an excellent illustration
of the relationship between Father, Mother, and Grandmother.
I was approximately six and a half or seven years old when
Mother and I went to Grandmother’s to visit. I enjoyed being
at her house not only because of her kindness—she adored Mother
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and me—but also to no small extent because of the sense I had
of having escaped Father’s severity for a little while.

At that time, Mother bought herself a hat as well as several
other things and then reported this most dutifully to Father,
giving him all the prices. Today I no longer remember whether
it was the independence exhibited by Mother in buying herself
clothes without his approval, or whether it was the fact that she
had been influenced by his mother-in-law, which moved my
father to write a harsh letter saying, in so many words, that he
was not willing to waste money on trash. Several days later, he
appeared personally to take us home. When he arrived, Mother
was cool toward him because of the letter, and I pressed close
to her and did not greet him, despite his calling me over. He
reproached me for this behavior for years to come and said it
was characteristic of my personality. The fact that Mother was
made to suffer for this incident for a long time is, unfortunately,
a well-established fact.

Mother was a thoroughly good soul who loved both Father
and Grandmother dearly but was caught between the devil and
the deep blue sea if only because of the mother-in-law relation-
ship. Grandmother sent me ten kronen each year for my birth-
day. It was after the above incident, around the time of my
birthday, that an argument arose one evening between Father
and Mother. Father was already lying in bed; Mother and I were
still up. Suddenly Father shouted that I should give him the ten
kronen I had received that very day from my grandmother. I
obeyed, and Father set the money aflame with a candle. Mother
made no remark but sat in the next room, quietly weeping.

My great-uncle, Grandmother’s brother, had bought an estate
near ours. Father, an academically trained agronomist, equipped
it for him completely so that all he had to do was move into
the manor and take over the administration. He knew very little
about farming but had enough money, even at that time, to pay
a hardworking, responsible steward. He had married for the
second time—in fact, a woman twenty years younger than he,
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much to the annoyance of my father, for Robert and I were his
sole heirs, in the absence of any other relatives. His aged mother,
i.e., our great-grandmother, a spry woman of about eighty, moved
in with him. She was enormously greedy, bossy, and mean, ““the
true mother of her even truer son,” as my father put it.

Every summer, when Uncle went away with his wife, the old
lady would come and stay with us for six or eight weeks. This
never made Father very happy and, indeed, sharing the house
with her was no joy. She involved herself in everybody’s business.
She was easily annoyed or would grow sullen, frequently at the
slightest incidents; she refused to speak for days on end or made
scenes—in short, she was a nuisance to everyone.

During this time my grandmother’s husband died, and soon
after, she moved in with us. It was our uncle’s wish, too, that
our great-grandmother should live with us, so that mother and
daughter could be together. From that time on, the household
was pure hell. Mother suffered most from this, for Father would
simply not allow himself to be disturbed. In general, he always
followed the dictum: “If there is something on your mind—out
with it!”’ Luckily, this state of affairs lasted only one year. We
then moved to a different estate and Father adamantly refused
Uncle’s demand that he take both Grandmother and Great-
grandmother into his home.

The estate was located several kilometers from the imperial
highway and connected with it by a bumpy country road which
was extremely dangerous in bad weather. It led over three hills
and four valleys, one of which was always swampy close to the
road, and a source of the most outlandish stories and tales—
for example, that ghosts walked the swamp by night, that one
could even see phantom lights, for the body of a murdered man
lay there whose “soul could not find the gateway to heaven.”
The region really was desolate, not a tree or bush far and wide;
bleak, stripped soil, and the swamp. In the winter, wolves prowled
there, and when one morning a worker reported that only the
boots, some traces of blood, and torn bits of clothing of a farm
woman had been found, our fear reached its height. Whenever
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we passed the swamp, we pressed close to our parents (especially
at night), and along this piece of road the coachman had to keep
a bundle of straw ready to light, because, it was said, wolves
were afraid of fire. Father was actually attacked by wolves one
winter and escaped a horrid death only through the coachman’s
presence of mind. Whenever Father went into town and was not
expected home until late at night, Mother and I would linger at
the window which faced in that direction, watching anxiously
for the coach lights to appear.

Through constant contact with the servants we had grown
very superstitious, to the extent that no cat or mouse could scurry
through the room, no farm woman cross the road with empty
buckets, no dog howl, without its being interpreted as an omen
of something horrible. And when the interpretation of a com-
monplace event of this sort was confirmed (which can easily
happen by chance once in a hundred times), our superstitions
were reinforced. One evening the chambermaid came into the
house filled with dread and reported that the dog on his chain
was howling so terribly that we had better brace ourselves for
an awful catastrophe. She added, however, that she did not know
whether the dog was pointing its snout toward the heavens or
toward the earth when it howled. In the first instance, it would
mean a conflagration; in the second, death. One or two evenings
later, an alarm was sounded throughout the entire village. We
rushed outside and saw a column of fire reaching up to the sky
from the direction of a barn which was full, since it was harvest
time. The whole area was brightly illuminated for a radius of
ten kilometers. Fortunately, the wind had turned away from the
village, so that it was not in danger. Soon, however, the grain
sheds in the fields within a distance of two kilometers caught
fire and the whole horizon was a flaming inferno. Extinguishing
the blaze with the fifty-liter village pump was out of the question,
and thus, all that was done was to equip the farm boys with
buckets and wet down the thatched roofs of our buildings.

The fire raged for ten days. The damage was inestimable,
because the whole crop had been brought in. Fortunately, Father
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had insured his grain, as always, and suffered only a moderate
loss.

The dog had apparently howled with its snout toward the
heavens.

THE CATASTROPHE

I view the time just described, up to the age of ten, as the happiest
period of my life.

The next phase, from age ten to approximately eighteen, not
only influenced the direction of my later development but also
contains a great many events which were of grave consequence
for our family. It includes the catastrophe which destroyed, first,
Mother, then Father, and finally my youth (and, partially, Rob-
ert’s), as well as our beautiful domestic happiness. The deep
inner causes for this I have already sketched in the previous
section. Later, I shall return to them and give a brief summary.
My intention now is to consider and describe the situation from
a strictly subjective standpoint, neither as son nor as judge.

The groundwork for the disaster was laid the day my father
asked me whether I wanted to attend the Gymnasium in town
or study at home under the guidance of a tutor. How vividly |
still see Father and Mother talking in their bedroom. I was in
the children’s room when Mother came in teary-eyed and took
me to Father, who asked me which I preferred. I remained silent
for a while, as I really was undecided; all that | had heard about
attending a public school and about life in town drew me, while
at the same time I was touched by Mother’s tears, which were
imploring me to remain with her. Finally, my wish to stay at
home gained the upper hand—not because it seemed more de-
sirable (after all, I had never known anything else) but simply
because I wanted for once to do my parents a “favor.” Oh, that
I had never done so! Mother immediately showered me with
kisses and promised me heaven on earth as a reward for sparing
her the painful separation.

Father engaged a law student from the university to prepare
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me for the entrance examination and to give me instruction later
in all the Gymnasium’s required subjects.

I still recall very clearly the feeling I had that evening when
Father arrived with H. I was timid, either because I feared the
transition from being educated under the guidance of a woman
to being taught by a man, or due to the respect I felt at having
a “real” university student before me. It turned out to be not
so bad after all, for soon we were fast friends, although he
permitted no nonsense while we were at work. I had to curve
my fingers, hold them stiff, and receive a sharp rap on my
fingertips—common educational practice in those days! He also
had a way of spurring me on, not by force but through accom-
plishment based on independent motivation, on my own incen-
tive rather than that of others. Soon he introduced me to the
world of German literature, beginning with Karl May and grad-
ually rising to Peter Rossegger and other popular poets, to Schiller
and Kleist, and to the beautiful tales and stories of Hauff, which,
among others, provided so many pleasurable hours.

But we were also given physical training—gymnastics and
track as well as a variety of other sports—and on free afternoons,
if I had been behaving well, walks into the surrounding coun-
tryside. He encouraged me to catch butterflies and in time I had
put together a most beautiful collection of these colorful insects
(which was later destroyed during the Russian invasion). He
awakened in us country children a love of nature by taking us
on all-day hikes into the forests and mountains. He would drive
us on over stick and stone until we dropped exhausted in the
shadow of a beech tree, dug into the “feed bag,” and made short
work of it. In that period my sexual desire seemed to diminish,
for I can recall nothing of that sort during those years.

In the summer, I passed the entrance examination and was
both proud and impatient for the time when I was to begin
studying Latin—oh, the grandeur of the word alone!

The ardently desired moment soon arrived and 1 addressed
myself with fiery zeal to studying Latin vocabulary. The winter
passed without any major events, and after the first semester I
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brought home a report card with the top grade in every subject.
Robert (who was still in primary school) did likewise, and thus
everything progressed satisfactorily.

An incident which was a source of pain for Father, especially,
occurred while we were taking a pleasure ride. Father, H., P.
(one of Grandmother’s young nieces), and we children were
along. We were using a high, single-seat tilbury drawn by spirited
young sorrels driven by Father himself. H., Robi, and I were
sitting in the back, Father and P. in the front. He was busy with
all kinds of flirtatious nonsense, and not paying close attention.
All at once, we drove over a milestone and the high, light carriage
tipped over to the right. Unfortunately, there was a deep ditch
about a meter wide on that side of the road. I jumped off, as
did H., who had taken six-year-old Robi by the arm. I saw P.,
who had been sitting on the left, hurled off the carriage in an
arc. Father was lying in the ditch, trying to restrain the startled
horses. H. helped him to his feet and asked if he was hurt, for
he looked extremely pale. When he replied that he had a pain
in his shoulder H., who was a strong person, began to “reset”
the arm; i.e., began to pull on it with all his might. We then
went home, and Father, Mother, and H. drove right into town
to a surgeon whom they knew. Unfortunately, he was not in,
so Father had to be treated by a different doctor, who put the
arm in a cast, saying that it had been wrenched from its socket
and, apparently, the ligaments were torn as well. He was to
return in eight days. It is impossible to describe how Father
suffered. Night after night he paced back and forth in his room,
his teeth clenched in pain. After three days he went into town
again, but this time he saw the surgeon with whom he was
acquainted. After the cast was removed and the arm examined
carefully, the surgeon remarked that, had the cast stayed on for
the full eight days, Father would have had to say goodbye to
his arm. Important ligaments had been torn and the articular
capsule was distended, so that the articular head had been dis-
located to the axilla. Then Father had to travel to a sulfur spa
in Hungary, where he stayed for eight weeks. When he returned
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home, he was unable to raise his arm above a horizontal position,
although this in itself spelled progress. With the help of special
apparatus, which Father had acquired on the surgeon’s advice
and which was to strengthen the somewhat atrophied arm through
activity and therapeutic exercises, he gradually regained com-
plete use of his arm and hand.

Through my jump, I incurred a left inguinal hernia, which
was soon followed by orchitis. When I returned from town with
Mother after seeing the doctor, who prescribed a truss, I was
met at the gate by P. In reply to her question about what the
doctor had said, I proudly showed off the area of the hernia and
allowed her to touch the truss. This elicited a rebuke from Mother
which I could not understand. It is, however, noteworthy that
both my brother and- 1 were always very proud of ourselves for
being ill and frequently exaggerated our ailments. This is readily
understandable in view of the extra tenderness shown to us
during periods of illness.

In the spring of 1907 we moved to another estate but had to
live in a run-down building for several months because the house
being built to Father’s specifications was not yet finished. The
house was situated close to the road and surrounded by a large
area which was intended as a flower garden, although that plan
was never realized. In back there was a large orchard as well as
stables and barns and a fence separating them from the steward’s
farmhouse and the village.

As I mentioned above, we spent some time living in the house
of a farmhand, where I tried to have intercourse with the maid
again after a long interval, but I wasn’t successful. My general
condition at this age (ten and a half years old) was one of sexual
hyperesthesia. Once | witnessed a mare being covered and was
outright shocked at the size of the stallion’s penis. After that,
the sight of urinating stallions, cows, dogs, etc., produced pro-
nounced sexual sensations in me. One of my favorite activities
was to go into the stall at noon, while all the farmhands were
eating or sleeping. I wantonly enjoyed observing the genitals of
both male and female animals. While doing this, I always had
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an erection—something which had already been bothering me
for some time. I had not yet masturbated and was equally in-
nocent regarding nocturnal emissions.

One day I grew so excited looking at the animals that I took
a whip with a smooth grip, turned it around, and thrust the
handle into the vagina of a mare. The animal was surprised at
first but then seemed to enjoy it. She spread her legs wide and
began to urinate while I had an orgasm (without ejaculation).
From then on, I did this every day and extended my activities
to other mares as well, although I never could understand why
their reactions were so varied. Whereas some would sooner or
later begin to urinate or merely stand there without participation
(in time, I discovered that these were the older ones), others
kicked up their hind legs as if they were possessed. I resorted to
this mode of satisfaction for approximately two months; then
it began to disgust me and I stopped.

Long before this time, and for years thereafter, I loved to watch
animals mate, especially dogs, and was never able to explain the
phenomenon of coupling in dogs, all the more so as the young
men and women on the farm never laughed as much at the sight
of dogs mating as at the coupling.

I was extremely fond of dogs, especially very little or very big
ones. To my parents’ great dismay, I accepted pups as presents
from all the farmhands who were dog owners. What I liked so
much about them was the fact that their snouts appeared so
human to me. I was always annoyed when, in time, they grew
longer, as I preferred round, nicely shaped forms to elongated,
rectangular ones. Thus, I also rounded off the corners of many
a toy or farm machine with my penknife. This is, of course,
another proof of my attachment to Mother and the great plea-
sure | experienced as a child when I touched her breasts or
suckled them. It just occurred to me that I always petted those
pups on their heads and snouts with a slightly cupped hand and
that the moistness was decidedly pleasurable. There is an analogy
here to the motions of an infant when it touches its mother’s
breasts with its hands.
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Since my parents urged me never to stray far from home, I
considered it a bit of luck that I had to have boards made at
the cartwright’s to mount my butterfly collection and on this
pretext asked permission to go there. I was happiest when I was
allowed to plane the little boards myself, but, naturally, I got
nowhere. The cartwright had a beautiful daughter, so I promised
to give him tobacco and then waited anxiously for any chance
to steal some from Father’s locked drawer. When Father went
away one day, I asked Mother for the keys to the house, under
some pretense, and proceeded to try the drawer to his desk. By
sheer chance, one of the keys fit perfectly and the drawer opened.
All manner of secret things peered out at me. | filled an envelope
from an unopened tin of Turkish tobacco and then began to
acquaint myself with the contents of the drawer. The first thing
I discovered was an album with pictures of beautiful naked
women, marvelous nude models. The effect this had on me is
not hard to guess. The next thing I found was a book entitled
The Marriage Counselor. 1 was almost in a fever as I grabbed
the book, shut the drawer, and rushed out into the garden where
I began reading. As I read through the book, which was about
150 (?) pages, I had an erection, my heart was pounding, and
my face was flushed. When | saw the well-known drawing of a
child in the womb, a feeling of sudden illumination came over
me, and | was happy that my assumptions had been correct. 1
had always envisioned it that way and no other, although it did
seem silly to me that the child lay inside with its head pointing
downward. I was also very stimulated by the equally well-known
cross section of the uterus, vagina, and rectum. The hair on the
labia fascinated me and I could have sat there looking at it for
days if  hadn’t been driven by the fear that Father might possibly
arrive home earlier than expected. I put the book back into the
drawer and firmly resolved to study it thoroughly at the next
opportunity, especially since there was no difficulty in getting
at it with the help of the spare key.

But the child proposes and the father disposes! The next day
was to prove just how correct this saying is. Father had, of
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course, immediately noticed the missing tobacco, but suspected
me least of all. He called me in and asked whether I had taken
the tobacco. Since I had come to resent his incessant strictness
and thrashings, I answered with a clear no. After some close
questioning, Father was just about to let me go when Mother
entered, holding in her hand the corpus delicti; namely, a
cigarette-rolling device which she had found in my jacket pocket.
That settled it. I received a good beating and slinked off into
the garden, without shedding a tear. The beating didn’t bother
me, I was used to that, but being betrayed by Mother confused
me completely. She had delivered me into Father’s clutches! 1
could not get over it, nor did I ever forgive her.

In the summer of that year, we were visited by the female
cousin with whom I had once torn off the tail of the hobbyhorse,
along with her governess and her little brother, who was Robert’s
age. Naturally, I fell in love with her straightaway and felt bitter
when she preferred my brother to me.

During that time, I also learned to ride, which I enjoyed very
much, and went hunting—in secret, of course. Our estate in-
cluded a fish pond of approximately five hundred hectares which
offered a magnificent opportunity for hunting wild ducks and
otters. My father had always been a keen hunter, and a Sunday
never passed without the gentlemen from the nearby county seat
and county court coming to visit us, usually with their wives.
Since 1 would have liked to participate in everything but was
forbidden to go hunting, for fear of some mishap, I struck out
independently. The employees whose task it was to protect the
fish pond from poachers were equipped with guns and I bribed
one of them with fifty heller to row out with me. He agreed,
and how proud I was when, after missing several times, I saw
a wild duck lying in the water, dead. But now what? I could not
admit that I had shot it myself and therefore persuaded the
keeper to accompany me home and claim that he had shot the
duck. That was the way it started, and from then on, I went
hunting frequently, although only in Father’s absence. Later, I
succeeded in convincing Father to allow me to shoot occasionally
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with him. How happy I was when I received permission. Soon
I was lord of the hunting grounds and could even keep up with
the hunting parties. Eating the game which I had shot and which
was so beautifully prepared by Mother was my greatest pleasure
for quite some time.

My physical development was incredibly rapid. I simply shot
upward and Mother would say with pride, “He is almost as tall
as .”

At approximately eleven and a half, I had intercourse for the
first time. It was with a cook who had been hired from someone
in town. She was the first to teach me the thrusting motion
necessary for ejaculation and at that time it occurred so quickly
and unexpectedly that I was frightened and thought it had been
an accident. From then on, I had intercourse almost every day
for years—it was always in the afternoon, when my parents
were napping. Later, I tried it at night, too, whenever Father
was away from home. I gradually grew so daring that I attempted
it when Father was home, and that almost ended unhappily. The
room where I slept was adjacent to my parents’ bedroom but
had a door to the corridor and from there one could enter the
servants’ room. A few minutes after Father turned off his light,
I got up, dressed only in a nightshirt, went to the door, and
slowly opened it. Suddenly, I heard someone strike a match; I
rushed back into bed, pretending to be asleep. Father came to
my room, found the door open, “woke” me, and asked if I had
been outside. Naturally, I acted as if I had just been startled out
of a deep slumber.

Since the open door remained an unsolved riddle, Father went
out, alarmed the night watchmen, and set out to find the “thieves,”
armed, of course, with his revolver. My heart was pounding
from the shock and I was kept awake by the horrible thought
of what Father would have done if he had caught me. After that,
| prudently discontinued experiments of this sort.

Now I should like to relate the actual incident to which this
chapter owes its title.

Since H. could not be engaged for the next school year because
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he had to enter military service, a search was begun for another
tutor. H. recommended one of his fraternity brothers, who had
just completed his first state examination and who, as he told
us, would teach us sports properly, for, although small in stature,
he was an excellent athlete. (How important to us that seemed
at the time!)

S. came to us at the beginning of the academic year and proved
to be an affable, pleasant young man who devoted himself to
us wholeheartedly. He was an outstanding dancer and soon
taught me this art. During our working hours he was strict,
although not as severe as his predecessor.

In the fall, Grandmother came to visit for a few weeks, and
after that, a period of three or four months passed, partly in
interesting work and partly in hours of happy activity. In the
winter, we went bobsledding every day, even in the coldest weather,
took glorious walks, and always came home hungry to Mother,
who awaited us with hot coffee and big, thick slices of bread
spread with drippings or honey. My mother looked after S. with
the same care she gave us; it even seemed that she was trying
to mother him. Strangely, Father did not notice this, whereas he
usually saw the dark side in much more innocent cases.

This seems to be the right place to embark upon a detailed
description of Mother’s physical and emotional constitution, and
so I shall attempt it with the greatest possible objectivity.

At the time in question, Mother was thirty-three years old,
her build was slender, her face round, with a beautiful, gentle
profile and delicate features. She had thick, jet-black hair which
fell in natural waves all the way to her knees whenever she let
it down. Her eyes were also black, her nose small and straight,
her complexion as white as snow. As the daughter of a mer-
chant, she had been raiséd in the city. When she was two years
old, her father died, but her mother soon married an extremely
kind, intelligent man, whom she loved very much as a stepfather.
Her brother had left home for America at age eighteen and had
never been heard from again. Her upbringing in her parents’
home was in keeping with the customs of those and of present
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times; in other words, she had waited for a man. At the age of
nineteen, she married Father, who loved her dearly to the day
of her death, although she suffered indescribably because of his
bad temper and jealousy. Her infinite kindness far outweighed
any other less appealing traits and also made her adored by
friends and acquaintances and especially by my paternal grand-
father, who always protected her from Father’s outbursts. The
postcards and letters she wrote to us during her journeys (which
I have kept) will bear out the fact that she was an exceptionally
loyal and self-sacrificing mother to whom her children meant
everything.

S. began to court her. He arranged for pleasant drives and
seemed to become bolder as he grew aware of the situation at
home and also of the fact that she fancied him. I am not quite
sure just how the developing affair began, because I noticed
nothing. I first became conscious of the situation and began to
keep track of it one afternoon when Father was asleep and I
saw my mother going into the tutor’s room. The feelings I had
at the time were partly erotic curiosity and partly fear (fear that
Father might wake up—I thought no further). From that day
on, I constantly played the role of monitor and pursuer, but also
that of defender, in the event of a possible surprise by my father.
I cannot explain to myself the reasons for my behavior. Either
it was my unconscious hatred of Father or the sexual titillation
of being party to such a horrible secret that prevented me from
telling Father anything. I think both these elements were equally
responsible for my behavior. The relationship grew deeper; not
a day passed on which they didn’t seek and find an opportunity
to be alone. This situation lasted about three months. Their
afternoon meetings were limited to just a few minutes and I
never thought of the possibility of their having sexual inter-
course. One day, however, 1 became certain of it. Father had
gone out at about six o’clock and stayed away for a long while.
I spent the entire time waiting in the foyer, struggling to decide
whether to disturb them or to report it to Father. Some very
vague feeling restrained me from doing either. Then, when Mother
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(oh, what a terrible ring that word now has!) came out of the
room, which I could see was completely darkened, with flushed
cheeks and a wild, darting look in her eyes, I knew for sure it
had happened, although I had no way of telling whether or not
for the first time. I stood in a corner, cowering behind a cabinet,
with tears streaming down my face. | wanted to run to her but
could not do it, to the great misfortune of us all. I am still deeply
convinced that seeing me at this point would have brought her
to her senses, even though belatedly, and saved us our mother
as well as Father his wife. This would have been the only possible
salvation! Just what held me back at that moment I cannot say,
but at the same time I began to feel pity for Father, and gritting
my teeth, I crept away. I was then eleven and a half or twelve
years old.

Nothing had changed in our daily life. I cannot recall any
scenes of jealousy between my parents during this period.

Shortly after Christmas, Father went away for three weeks.
During that time [ had the most horrible and repulsive experi-
ences imaginable, which buried themselves deep in my thoughts
and emotions.

During Father’s absence, Mother slept with Grandmother in the
back room at the end of the hall; after it came our room, then the
dining room, and then the tutor’s—one connected to the other.
The very first night (I hadn’t shut an eye from excitement), I
heard Mother get out of bed—even now disgust seems to be
strangling me—and tiptoe through our bedroom in her night-
gown. Soon [ heard his door open and close partially. Then all
was quiet. | jumped out of bed and crept after her, freezing, with
my teeth chattering from cold and fear and horror. Slowly 1
made my way to the door of his room. It was ajar. I stood there
and listened. Oh, the frightful memories that drag each recol-
lection of my mother down into the dust, that soil my image of
her with muck and filth! Must I go into details? My pen refuses
to obey me. No, it is | myself refusing with all my might, yet I
want to, I will, I must if I am to do justice to the title of this
section.
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I heard them kissing, whispering, and the horrible creaking
of the bed in which my mother lay. Ten feet away stood her
own child, a witness to her disgrace. Suddenly, there was quiet.
Probably I had made some sound in my excitement. Then his
soothing voice, and then, then again, again—oh!

Oh, composure, peace! What a superhuman effort it takes to
view this shattering tragedy “‘objectively’’! What mockery! What
an undertaking! All I remember of that catastrophic night is that
I wanted to rush into the room, but was held back by the thought:
they might kill you! I recalled having read that a lover will kill
anyone who disturbs him. With a head full of bizarre fantasies
I crept back to bed, without hope of consolation, my youthful
spirit broken! For the first time, a deep feeling of misfortune
and of having been abandoned overcame me.

And so it happened night after night. I followed her to his
door and waited there until morning. Gradually 1 became ac-
customed to it! My horror gave way to erotic feelings. Once I
even considered breaking in on them and demanding that she
have intercourse with me too (shame!), threatening that other-
wise | would tell Father. During the final few days, I visited the
cook regularly.

When Father was away, Mother and S. made practically no
secret of their relationship. During the day they danced and
laughed, while Grandmother watched their frolicking. Today I
must agree with Father in his accusation that Grandmother was
the matchmaker. She certainly at least encouraged the illicit ac-
tivity.

Days passed, months went by, and when vacation time came,
S. left our house without Father’s having noticed anything. Dur-
ing the summer he even mentioned on several occasions that S.
should come back the following year—but Mother was strictly
against it. Apparently, her better traits and her remorse had
gained the upper hand. The vacation passed very pleasantly with
visits from our relatives. Everything could have continued along
the same old lines, but fate decided otherwise.

At the beginning of the school year, Father engaged a uni-
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versity student who was a nice, sincere person, although not
quite as young and lighthearted as S. Mother was so curt to
him that Father asked her on several occasions why she was
treating him that way.

At Christmas, Father and Mother went away for two weeks
to visit an uncle, to whom, as I later heard, their marriage seemed
very harmonious; they appeared to be fonder of each other than
ever before, with the exception of one ugly incident. Mother
and Uncle had gone into the bedroom to look at the new fur-
nishings while the rest of the company remained in the dining
room. Father then actually began to suspect her of having a
relationship with his own brother and reviled her for not even
having the decency to abstain from intercourse ““in broad day-
light” and “‘standing up.”

Upon returning home, Mother was either possessed by the
devil again or had been plunged into a depression by Father’s un-
fortunate behavior—in short, several weeks later I noticed that
she lingered in the dining room with the tutor for a long time.

Nothing serious had happened as yet when the catastrophe
suddenly erupted with full intensity.

It was evening and Robert and I were sitting in our room,
from which one door led to the dining room, another to my
parents’ bedroom, while a third opened onto the hallway. Father
had gone to the stables. Mother had been in the kitchen, and
the tutor in his room. Suddenly the door from the hall was
thrown open and in rushed Father. He was pale, there was a
wild vacant look in his eyes, and he was wearing a hat, coat,
and rubber boots covered with dung. He was quickly followed
by Mother, who was also pale and trembling. Father screamed
at her in a crazed, gasping voice: ‘“What were you doing with
him alone in the hall just now, you wh