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Introduction 

IN 1904 Hermann Hesse confided to his stepbrother 
Karl Isenberg that ··schooling is the only modem cul

tural question that I take seliously and that occasionally 
gets me stirred up ." At firs t glance, such solicitude may 
seem paradoxical and even hypocri tical in a young man 
who only ten years earlier, a t  age sixteen,  h ad implored 
his parents to take him ou t of school permanen tly. Hesse's 
brief stint of formal educa tion amounted to a succession 
of tensions, problems, and misfortunes which were fore
shadowed when the five-year-old future author had to be 
transferred from one nursery school to another because of 
headstrong and unruly behavior. The letters of his puzzled 
and desponden t paren ts contain a dismaying account of 
the next ten years-a record not s imply of ordinary 
schoolboy pranks bu t of suspected arson ,  incapacitating 
psychosomatic i l lnesses, and attempted suicide. 

Yet everyth ing seemed to suggest, on the surface at 
least ,  th at a brill i ant academic career could be expected of 
thi s  talented you th, the scion on both sides of his family 
of well-educated Protestant miss ionaries . Hesse's perfor
mance in the grammar school of his Black Fores t home
town, Calw,  was so promis ing that  he was sent away at 
age twelve to the Latin School in nearby Goppingen. Here 
he prepared himself  for the state board examinations, 
which each year admi tted a selec t group of students to 
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the prestigious cloister schools of Wiirttemberg, from 
which they normally proceeded to the University of 
Tiibingen for training in an academic or clerical profes
sion . As a result of his performance in the competition, 
Hesse was accepted at Maulbronn, a former Cistercian 
monastery, which he entered in September I 8g1. At first 
things seemed to go smoothly, to judge from the enthusi
astic letters that the new seminarian wrote home to his 
parents . Only six months later, however, he ran away 
from school and h ad to be brought back by the local con
stabulary, and a few weeks after that, Hesse's parents 
withdrew him from Maulbronn. Still cherishing hopes for 
his education , the dispirited father and mother sent their 
recalcitrant son from one school to another for the next 
year and a half. Finally ,  in October of I 8g3, pleading a 
headache that had persisted for three weeks, Hesse per
suaded his family to take him out of school for good. That 
marked the end of his formal education. 

Hesse's interest in educational questions resulted di
rectly from his own misadventures . "School ruined me in 
m any respects ,'' he continued in the letter to his step
brother, "and I know of few men of character who did not 
have a similar experience. All that  I learned there was 
Latin and lying, because you couldn't get through Calw 
and the Gymnasium without lying." Up to a point ,  Hesse's 
concern reflected the spirit of the times in Germany 
shortly before World War I .  For roughly a decade, so 
many plays and novels were written about school and i ts 
discontents that they produced a genre known simply as 
Schulliteratur: Emil Strauss's Friend Death ( I  go2), 

Heinrich Mann's The Blue Angel ( 1 gos), and Robert 
Musil's The Confusions of Young Torless ( 1906) are 
among the most familiar examples. But Hesse's concern 
was more than a concession to a fashionable literary 
trend. For sixty years his writings-including letters, 
essays, and autobiographical reflections-return obses-
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sively to his years in the schoolroom .  From the beginning 
of his career to the end , m any of his m ajor works can 
properly be considered "pedagogical" in one sense or an
other: either they consti tu te an indictment of the existing  
school system, like the novel B eneath the Wheel ( rgo6); 
or, like the "pedagogical province·· that  provides the back
ground for T1ze Glass Bead Game ( 1943 ) , they represent 
an idealized educational system in which the individual is 
encouraged to develop his u nique capacities to the fullest 
extent. 

It is h ardly surprising. therefore, to find in Hesse's fic
tion a number of stories that deal with schoolboys.  s tu
dents , and their problems . What distinguishes the three 
tales collected here-"Friends," "Berthold ,'' and the so
called "Fourth Life" -is the liveliness with which they re
create s tudent life at Yarious momen ts in German history 
(the fin de sii:cle, the Thirty Years· War , and the early 
eighteenth cen tury ) and the close connection in which 
they stand to three of H esse's major novels . 

Like all of Hesse's fiction, these three stories are 
heavily au tobiographical in substance. In his preface to 
Gerbcrsau ( 1949 ) ,  a collection of  works dea l i n g with his 
Swabian homc to\\11, H esse rem arked : "\Vhcnevcr as a 
writer I speak of the forest or the river, of the m eadow 
va l ley , of the shade of the chestnuts or the fragrance of 
the firs , it is al ways the forest  around Calw ,  the river 
Nagold ,  the fir woods and the ches tnut trees of Calw that 
arc m ean t; and al so the marketplace , the bridge and 
chapel , B i schofstrasse and Ledergassc , the marsh and the 
meadow path to I li rsau can be recognized everywhere in 
my books -even in those that arc not explicitly Swabian . '' 
I t  is clear that the heroes of al l three tales grew up in 
Hesse's h ome town . In "Friends ," Hans Calwer's nam e  
h i n ts a t  h i s  ori gi n ,  ami even Erwin Miihletal's name 
( Miih leta l = mill  valley ) sugges ts the narrow val ley of 
the Nago ld with its m any m i l l s .  The at tentive reader of 
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"Berthold" and "The Fourth Life" will soon note, more
over, that Berthold's unspecified hometown and Knecht's 
Beutelsperg, or Beitelsperg an der Koller, are identical: 
walled towns standing in a narrow valley above a rapid 
mountain stream, with a splendid cobblestone square 
flanked by timbered houses and adorned with a fountain, 
and a Gothic church topped with a provisional wooden 
tower. The monastery where Berthold becomes a skilled 
Latinist is modeled after Maulbronn, and Berthold's life in 
Cologne is based on Hesse's experiences in the pensions 
where he lived while attending school following his deba
cle at Maulbronn .  Knecht's Denkendorf was in reality an
other of the famed cloister schools ; and the pattern of life 
there is precisely the same as that at Maulbronn . 

Hesse never attended a university. In 1895 he wrote to 
a friend still at Maulbronn that he had no intention of 
going back to school . "In fact, there has never been a time 
when the university was more dispensable than it is at  
present-at least for people l ike me,  who as  a matter of 
principle are not entering any kind of government ser
vice." Yet he became intimately familiar with the univer
sity in Ttibingen, which is attended both by the students 
in "Friends" and by Knecht in "The Fourth Life." The 
University of Ttibingen, especially in conjunction with 
the famous Stift (the residence for theological students 
which is mentioned in both stories ) ,  was long one of the 
most influential institu tions in German intellectual life. 
During one glorious period at the end of the eighteenth 
century, Hegel, Schelling, and Holderlin were fellow stu
dents in the Stift . The poet Morike, the theologian D.  F. 
Strauss, and the aesthetician F.  T. Vischer are merely a 
few of the distinguished Swabians who followed precisely 
the same educational track through the cloister schools 
to the Stift and the university in Ttibingen . So Hesse was 
familiar with Ttibingen as an important institution both 
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from the history of his native \Vtirttemberg and from the 
biographies of some of his favorite writers. 

Beyond that, he spent four years in Ttibingen-from 
the autumn of 1895 through the summer of 18gg-as an 
apprentice and then as a stock clerk in Heckenhauer's 
bookstore. To be sure, he did not lead the idle student's 
life described in "Friends" : after working from 7: 30 A.M. 

to 7:30 P.M. six days a week, h e  spent most of his eve
nings writing his firs t  literary works (notably the poems 
of Romantic Songs and the poemes-en-prose of An Hour 
beyond Midnight) and reading his way systematically 
through German literature of the Romantic period. How
ever , through his association with former seminary 
friends now in Ttibingen , Hesse was i�wited from time to 
time to participate in affairs at the Stift and the univer
sity, where he had frequent opportunity to observe the 
student fraternity life that he depicts with such irony in 
"Friends." As he subsequently wrote to a correspondent 
who mistakenly assumed that he had studied at the u ni
versity : "Neither have I eYer been a student ,  nor have I 
ever been sympathetic to student life. For the most part 
students - bo th the serious and th e boisterous ones-are 
an abomination. I found the whole university business 
foolish and consider it a shame that such a large segment 
of the younger generation regards studying as the only 
respectable and proper career choice. In Ti.ibingen , 
where I lived for four full years and spent a lot of time 
with students, I got my fill of the whole business ." Yet 
these four years enabled I I esse to include in "Friends" a 
vivid and detailed portrayal of student life in Germany 
around the turn of the century. 

The drama of friendship that is acted ou t against the 
background of university life in Ti.ibingen is virtually 
archetypal for Hesse's fiction: a relationship, wi th pro
nounced homoerotic overtones, between two young men. 
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one a leader with a strong craving for consciousness and 
independence, the other a talented but weaker follower, 
who is jolted out of his childlike innocence by his friend, 
but who longs to return to the security and approval of 
society . In a number of works Hesse has explored this 
relationship in its various configurations; but both arche
typal figures represent aspects of his own character. 
"Friends" could be designated in one sense as a response 
to Hesse's immediately preceding novel. Beneath the 
Wlzeel ends when Hans Giebenrath , unable to endure the 
pressures of the academic system, drops out of school and 
commit� suicide, while his stronger friend, Hermann 
Heilner ( the first of many characters with Hesse's own 
initials ) survives. In "Friends" the situation is balanced: 
Erwin lVIi.ihletal is awakened from innocence by Hans 
Calwer. Unable to follow his friend into an alienated inde
pendence, he at first sinks into profligacy, but then re
covers and, with the approval of his fraternity brothers , 
becomes engaged and settles down to his medical studies, 
while Hans Calwer, forsaking his fruitless attempt to 
emulate the peasant philosopher Heinrich Wirth , moves 
on to another university to pursue his quest for 
knowledge . 

This ambivalent resolution reflects Hesse's personal 
dilemma at the time he wrote the story. In 1907, at age 
thi rty, Hesse underwent a profound emotional crisis fol
lowing several months of illness. The success of his novel 
Peter Camenzind ( 1904 ) had enabled him to get married 
and to settle down in Gaienhofen, a remote village on the 
German shore of Lake Constance with-as Hesse wrote 
to S tefan Zweig-"no trains,  no shops, no industry , and 
not even a pastor of its own ." Since there were no crafts
men in the village ,  he had to manage all the repairs on his 
house; since there was no butcher, he had to row across 
the lake to the nearest Swiss town to purchase every 
sausage .  For several years Hesse enjoyed the image of 
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himself as a h appy homeowner. But  by 1907 he was al
ready beginnin g to feel restricted and to believe that the 
very independence he sought was c ausing him to subside 
into precisely the kind of philistinism he h ad tried so des
perately to avoid . This dilemm a  is reflected in the two 
leading fi gures of "Friends." Erwin l\Itihletal represents 
the concessions to wife, family, and career that Hesse h ad 
m ade when he moved to Gaienhofen ; but Hans Calwer 
betrays Hesse's unsatisfied lon ging for freedom and, 
above all, for consciousness . 

Hesse returned to this archetypal configuration when 
he wrote Demian ( published in 19 19 ) ,  and the parallels 
between the early story and the novel are u nmistakable. 
Uke Erwin l\Itihletal, Emil Sinclair is led out of child
hood into the realm of adult consciousness and responsi
bility by his bolder friend ; and after their break he first 
longs to find his way back into the lost paradise of child
hood innocence before he succumbs to the lure of profli
gacy . Hans Calwer. in turn .  anticipates Demian's rather 
elitis t contempt for the "herd people" as well as his reli
gious quest for tru th .  And Calwer's friendship with Hein
rich Wirth anticipates the  crowd of religious seekers
vegetarians, Buddhists, utopians. Tols toyans-who sur
round Demian . Bu t the conclusion of the novel is wholly 
di fferen t . At the end, it is :\lax Demian who has perished , 
while Emil Sincl air rem ains behind to continue the work 
of the you ng man who had been his friend and leader. I n  
other words, the archetypal rela tionship is  identical with 
the one in "Friends" and Bcncatl1 tl1c \VI1ccl, but the bal
ance is sh i fted experi m e n tal l y  in each work . 

Hesse once remarked th a t  he considered the religious 
impulse the "decis ive ch aracterist ic" of his life and works . 
So it is hardly surprisi n g  that the common in terest that 
brings llans Ca lwer and Heinrich Wirth together should 
be th eir study of rel igion and that the cen tral figures of 
"Berthold " and "The Fourth Life" are students of theology. 
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To be sure, the nature of this interest in the stories mir
rors Hesse's mood at the time of composition. When he 
wrote "Friends" and "Berthold" ( around 1907-8) the 
thirty-year-old writer was still in the throes of his rebel
lion against what he considered the narrow sterility of the 
pietism of his youth. As a result ,  we find the religious 
impulse manifesting i tself as a fascination with other and 
specifically non-Protestant forms of religion. In "Friends" 
Hesse alludes to the spectrum of religious sects that 
sprang up in Europe toward the end of the nineteenth 
century, including notably an interest in Buddhism and 
other Oriental religions.  Hesse had grown up in a home 
inspired with the spirit of India, for both his parents as 
well as his maternal grandfather had been missionaries 
there. "From the time I was a child," he later wrote, "I 
breathed in and absorbed the spiritual side of India just  
as  deeply as  Christianity ." And this impulse led him, in 
1911, to  make the trip to  India which resulted, years later, 
in the novel Siddhartha (I 922). When Hans Calwer ex
plores Buddhism and attends lectures on Oriental studies , 
he is acting out Hesse's own preoccupations. 

The background of "Berthold," in contrast, is Catholic . 
In  1903, in one of the frequent letters that he wrote home 
in a calculated effort to shock his devout family, Hesse 
observed that no theology could be too radically modern 
for independent thinkers , but he knew of no more "bril
liant model" of a people's religion than Catholicism. 
Hesse's genuine admiration for the ritual, symbolic , and 
aesthetic aspects of Catholicism lasted to the end of his 
life, manifesting itself in such works as his early biog
raphy of St.  Francis of Assisi ( I 904) and the chapter in 
Tlze Glass Bead Game that portrays the life of the Desert 
Fathers . In "Berthold, "  then, Hesse retraced his symbolic 
autobiography as it might have been had he grown up a 
Catholic during the time of the Thirty Years' War. Again 
we note many of the same fictional components that oc-
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cur in "Friends," but here they appear in a different pat
tern. Here, too, the homoerotic friendship between s tu
dent friends leads to the indoctrina tion into sex by a girl 
from the lower classes ,  the turmoil and confusions of 
youthful growth, and the loss of childhood innocence re
garded as the fall from paradise into consciousness and 
guil t  ( an image that occurs as a leitmotiv in Hesse's fic
tion). For reasons that remain unclear, Hesse never com
pleted this s tory of the renegade seminarian who kills his 
best friend and then vanishes into the excitement of the 
Thirty Years' War. Quite possibly Hesse decided that the 
pronounced sexuality of the theme was too explicit for the 
rather prudish tastes of Kaiser \Vilhelm's Germany. How
ever, the fragment ( which wa8 not published until  1945) 
contains most of the narrative elements that went into the 
novel Narcissus and Goldmund ( 1930 ), written some 
twenty years later. 

In that novel the time has been shifted back from the 
seventeenth century into an unspecified but still mono
lithically Catholic era in the late Middle Ages . ( I t is not 
unlikely that Hesse wanted to focus on tensions within a 
unified Catholic world and not on the wholly different 
conflict between Catholicism and Protestantism which 
would have been inevitable during the Thirty Years' 
War.) Like Berthold , Goldmund grows up without a 
mother and is sen t by his father into the monastery. Both 
Berthold and Goldmund arc strong,  handsome young 
men, inexperienced in the ways of  the world but  inordi
nately responsive to sensual pleasures ; for both , the life 
of the senses begins when they arc seduced by older and 
experienced girls .  Berthold's closest friend at school is 
Johannes, the professional-albei t cynically Machiavel
lian-churchman who has the name that Narcissus 
adopts after his investiture as a priest.  The most con
spicuous physical characteristic of Johannes-Narcissus is 
a thin ascetic face with soulful eyes and long black eye-
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lashes . It is Johannes-like Narcissus later-who firs t  
awakens his younger friend to the realization that monas
tic life is not his true calling, while he himself is happily 
reconciled to the life of a prince of the church. In both 
works a major crisis is precipitated by a girl named 
Agnes . There are of course conspicuous differences : no
tably, the early fragment breaks off when Berthold kills 
Johannes, while in the novel Narcissus becomes the abbot 
of the monastery and finally rescues Goldmund from exe
cution . "Berthold" ends when the protagonist flees 
Cologne to enter the Thirty Years' War, just as Goldmund 
leaves the monastery and becomes involved in the worldly 
events of his age. Yet "Berthold," apart from its Catholic 
and seventeenth-century variation of the student arche
type in Hesse's fiction, is clearly the model that Hesse had 
in mind for two decades until he finally reshaped it into 
one of his most popular novels .  

The so-called "Fourth Life" was undertaken many years 
later under wholly different circumstances . When Hesse 
began writing The Glass Bead Game in the early thirties, 
its central idea was "reincarnation as a form of expression 
for s tability in the midst of flux, for the continuity of 
tradition and of spiritual life in general." To this end and 
as the s tructural principle of his opus magnum, he envi
sioned "an individual but supratemporal life . . .  a man 
who experiences in a series of rebirths the grand epochs 
in the history of mankind." As he told his sister in 1934, 

"The book is going to contain several biographies of the 
same man , who lived on earth at different times-or at 
least thinks that he had such existences ." By the time it 
was published in 1943, however, the novel had gone 
through a significant shift in plan: the originally en
visaged "parallel lives" were reduced in their function to 
"fictional autobiographies" written as school exercises by 
the hero, Josef Knecht, and included in an appendix at 
the end of the novel . The final version contains three of 



Introduction ( xvii 
these lives: a s tory of prehis toric times ( "The Rain
maker"), an episode from the patristic era ( "The Father 
Confessor"), and a tale of classical India ( "The I ndian 
Life"). 

"The Fourth Life," which is mentioned several times in 
the text of the novel, was to h ave centered around an 
eighteenth-century Swabian theologian who subsequently 
gave up his churchly duties for the sake of music. He was 
to have been "a pupil of Johann Albrecht B en gel, a friend 
of Oetinger, and a guest of the Zinzendorf community." 
To this end, the narrator of The Glass B ead Game con
tinues, Knecht read and excerpted a number of often ob
scure works concerning ecclesiastical law and pietism, 
and studied the liturgy and Church music of the period. 
However, Knech t left his work unfinished : he had col
lected too many facts and had pursued too many tangen ts 
of investigation to be able to shape h is material into a 
"Life" sufficiently in tegrated for the purposes of his Cas
talian education . 

I t  was not until 1965 that two versions of this "Fourth 
Life" were posthumously published, revealing for the first 
time that Hesse had actually worked on the Swabian "life" 
described in his novel . And it was immediately apparent 
why Hesse had discarded the projec t : "The Fourth Life," 
undertaken according to the original plan of rather 
lengthy "parallel lives ," was far too extensive to be re
duced to the size or the much briefer fictional biographies 
actually included within the framework of The Glass 
Bead Game. As an exercise in symbolic autobiography, as 
a depiction of s tudent life in the eighteenth century, and 
as a testimony to Hesse's obsession wi th pietism, however, 
this uncompleted "Fourth Life" is a fascinating document 
on its own merits. 

Hesse was attracted to eighteenth-century Swabian 
pietism for a variety of reasons .  I t  represented, firs t, a 
return to the spiritu al and intellectu al sources of his own 
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youth, to which he was bound in an intense love-hate 
relationship. In this story Hesse is investigating fictionally 
the impact of his pietist home and education on his own 
development .  Moreover, the scenes and locales of his 
early life have a prominent place in the history of 
Swabian pietism. From the seventeenth century on, Calw 
was a focal point for pietism. Goppingen, where Hesse 
attended Latin School, was the birthplace of the noted 
theologian Friedrich Christoph Oetinger and the fiery 
preacher Johann Friedrich Rock. Maulbronn and the 
other cloister schools had been centers of pietism, and 
their pedagogical methods were shaped in no small mea
sure by the biblical scholar Bengel, who was a preceptor 
for thirty years at Denkendorf. In fact, the works of 
Bengel and Oetinger still belonged to the standard cur
riculum at Maulbronn while Hesse was a student there. 
Ti.ibingen, finally, was the intellectual center of pietism 
during the early eighteenth century. It was there that 
Oetinger, Bilfinger, and others formulated the doctrines 
of pietism ; that Rock fought ideological battles for his 
congregation of "Inspired"; that Zinzendorf sought official 
recognition for his teachings and for his Moravian com
munity at Herrnhut. In turning back to pietism, Hesse 
was recapturing many memories of his own childhood 
and youth, and he was returning to the period of cultural 
and intellectual history in which, as he often proclaimed, 
he felt most at home. 

We can ascertain with fair accuracy what Hesse read 
in preparation for his undertaking. In I 934 he wrote to 
his sister Adele that he had borrowed all the volumes of 
Spangenberg's biography of Zinzendorf from the Zurich 
library . The narrator of the first fragment reports that in 
the nineteenth century two books about Bengel appeared, 
"which, to be sure, tell little about his life, but impart 
many sayings, sermons, and letters by him" -a descrip
tion that enables us to identify the biographies by J. C. F.  
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Burk and Oscar \Vachter . And in the text i tself Hesse 
recounts certain episodes from Oetinger's life tha t  he  
could h ave found only in  Oetinger's autobiography.  Of 
course, Hesse had read a great deal more: he was gen
erally familiar with the history and culture of \Vlirttem
berg in the later seventeenth and eighteenth centuries. 
But by far most of his material came from the cited biog
raphies of B engel, Zinzendorf, and Oetinger. 

Josef Knecht ,  to be sure, is a fictitious figure in "The 
Fourth Life ." But  he moves through a framework of his
torical reality that reveals Hesse's careful study of his 
sources. Many of the fi gures in the story-Bengel , 
Oetinger, Rock, Zinzendorf-are historical personages.  
Knecht's birth ( around 1709) I S  dated by reference to a 
historical event-the treaty of Rij swijk ,  which in 1697 
settled the War of the Palatinate Succession . And even 
though Hesse does not mention the ruling monarch by 
n ame, the characterization of the m an and his reign in 
the opening paragraphs is so clear that we h ave no diffi
culty in recognizing Eberhard Ludwig, the profligate but 
popul ar Duke of Wlirttemberg from 1693 to 1733, who 
was courageous enou gh to shel ter French emigres from 
the religious persecutions of Louis XIV. 

The his torical background is conjured up by a variety 
of means. I n  every case, for instance. Hesse borrowed the 
names of his  non-historical figures from contemporary 
sources . In the first version Knech t's sister is called 
Benigna, a name that Hesse knew from Oetinger's auto
biography as the name of Oetinger's daughter. Knecht's 
first teacher, Preceptor Roos, bears the names of a well
known pietist ,  l\Iagnus Friedrich Roos ( 1727-1803). 
Another key figure of Knecht's you th , Spezial Bilfinger, is 
a nominal cousin of Georg Bernhard Bi lfinger (I 693-
1750 ) ,  Professor of Theology and superintendent of the 
Tlibingen Stift, who was a protege of Bengel and a col
league of Oetinger. 
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While the general background is suffused with details 
of eighteenth-century history, in his treatment of Bengel, 
Oetinger, and Zinzendorf Hesse stayed conspicuously 
close to his sources . Bengel, for instance, does not say a 
word that is not in strict keeping with the image of the 
man that emerges from his letters and recorded conversa
tions. Moreover, many of Bengel's u tterances in the story 
are adapted from his own writings. The characterization 
of Oetinger is more indirect, representing frequently a 
fictional distillation of passages from his autobiography 
( e.g . ,  the account of his meeting with the Cabalist Kappel 
Hecht). And the description of Zinzendorf's visit to 
Tiibingen is simply a creative expansion of a passage in 
Spangenberg's biography.  

Hesse's use of his various sources amounts to far more 
than mechanical copying. To cite just two examples : a 
passage in a letter by Bengel in which Bengel ruminates 
on the profession of fountain master prompted Hesse to 
make Knecht's father one so that he could incorporate 
that  passage into his text. But that means, in turn, that all 
the passages concerning fountains and the profession of 
fountain master were stimulated indirectly at least by 
this external source. Second, it turns out that many of the 
details of Oetinger's life-indeed , the whole outline of his 
biography-contributed significantly to the portrayal of 
Knecht's life ( e.g . ,  the encounter with the miller who 
urges the students to read Jakob Bohme). To study Hesse's 
use of his sources is a fruitful exercise in the techniques 
of l iterary montage. 

When he had reached the point at which Knecht leaves 
Tiibingen, Hesse attempted to recast his s tory. In the first 
version the masses of eclectic material that he had appro
priated for his narrative were not satisfactorily assimi
lated into the body of the story . Hesse seems to have 
worked rather rapidly, retaining the essential outline of 
the first version-indeed, following it so closely that 
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many passages are simply copied word for word into the 
second version-but trying to integrate his m aterial more 
effectively.  This striving for integration is the principle 
that  explains almost all of the s tylistic changes between 
the two versions .  As Hesse worked and as the conception 
of the novel itself changed, however , it became evident 
that the material from this richly documented period of 
German cultural history was too overwhelming to allow 
itself to be reduced to a brief chapter in The Glass B ead 
Game on the scale of the o ther three "lives." So Hesse 
discontinued his work on one of his most fascinating and 
revealing li terary endeavors .  

These three s tories, then , afford us an unusual glimpse 
into the writer's workshop, representing as they do the 
archetypal structure of Demimz, the preliminary plot of 
Narcissus and Goldmmzd, and a discarded section of The 
Glass Bead Game. An d  l ike all of Hesse's works , they 
amount to exercises i n  symbolic au tobivgraphy that  pro
vide us wi th i l l um i nati n g  i n sigh ts into the life and mind 
of the auth or. Spec i fically , they reflect Hesse's profound 
concern with guc<>tions of rel igion and educat ion , and 
they reveal his growin g  i n terest i n  the cultural past of 
Germany.  Above all, however, they arc good stories tha t  
provide t h e  ultimate justificati on for Hesse's strong-willed 
decision , at such an earl y age, to reject the institu tions of 
formal education \\·hich had exerted such a s tifli ng effect 
upon a generation of German creativity in order to devote 
himself to the expl01 ation of his own consciousness and 
to the wri ting that expresses i t .  
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Berthold 

Fragment of a Novel 

I 

BERTHOLD had no memory of his first years . When in 
later life he thought of his early childhood , he saw no 

more than a blurred and formless dream image hovering 
in a golden mist , remote and unfa thomable to his waking 
mind . When, as he sometimes did, he reached ou t for i t  
in homesick yearning. a sof t .  nos talgic breeze brought 
him ta tters of shapes and names from the lost l and , but 
none took on life in his mind . Even the face of h is mother, 
who had died young. lay shadowy and irretrievable in deep 
twilight .  

Berthold's memories began with the sixth or  seventh 
year of his life. 

There in the green valley lay the walled town, a small 
German town whose \'ery name was unknown to the out
side world . a forsaken. impoverished hole, which never
theless was a uni verse to i ts  burghers and children, pro
vid ing generation aftcr generation with room to live in 
and room to be buricd in. The body of the church had 
been bu i l t  in an carl ier ,  more prosperous day,  and la ter 
completed incongruously with a makeshift roof and a 
pal try wooden s teeple .  Neglec ted and unnecessarily large, 
the church s tood like a ruin amid a jumble of small 
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houses , grieving with its tall, finely carved portals and 
proclaiming a message of transcience. In front of it, on 
the large, well-paved marketplace, the burghers' modest 
wooden or half-timbered houses with their pointed gables 
were mirrored in the great stone basin of a fountain. The 
southern town gate was low and insignificant, but the 
north gate was tall and imposing, and there, for lack of a 
church tower, lived the watchman and fire warden . He 
could be seen now and then , a tired, taciturn man, silently 
pacing his lofty gallery and then disappearing into his 
dwelling .  Berthold's first childhood dream was that  he 
might one day take this man's place and become a watch
man with a horn at his bel t .  

A swift little river passed through the middle of  the 
town . I ts upper valley was narrow, squeezed between two 
chains of wooded mountains, leaving barely enough room 
for a few fields, an ancient ,  little-used road, and , on i ts 
rising slopes ,  an occasional steep, stony meadow. 
Upstream there were only a few wooden cottages and, 
close to the water, the tumbledown pesthouse, built long 
ago at the time of a great plague and now carefully 
avoided by the awed townspeople. 

Downstream, however, a well-kept road now skirted 
the riverbank,  now passed through grain fields and 
meadows. The mountains soon receded on both sides, the 
valley spread out, and the soil grew richer. At length one 
came to a lovely ,  sunny plain , sheltered from the north 
wind by a bend in the range. Above the town, and hardly 
an hour's walk below it ,  the valley was poor and inhospi
table, the sole wealth of the countryside consisting in the 
mountain forests. But here, in quiet seclusion , ringed 
around by green mountains , lay a fruitful little garden of 
Eden . In the middle of it there was a large, opulent 
monastery with its own dairy and mill . To the tired way
farer, passing on the valley road and looking in at the 
white-clad monks as they strolled beneath the shade trees 
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in their garden, this peaceful spot must have seemed a 
blessed refuge . 

Throughout his boyhood, B erthold took the p ath across 
the meadows from the town to the monastery almost 
every day. He went to school at the monastery .  His father 
had decided that he should become a priest ,  for after his 
wife's early death he had allowed his older son, a wild boy 
tempted by traYels ,  to leave home too soon, and instead of 
taking up a trade, the young man had become involved in 
shady dealings and gone to the dogs . \Vhereupon the 
father, remembering the failings of his own wayward 
you th , had \'owed to keep a closer watch on his second 
son and if possible m ake a pries t of him. 

One la te-sum m er day.  Berthold , s t i ll a small schoolboy, 
was on his \\' ay back to tO\\'n from the monastery . As he 
walked along , he was trying to th ink up a n  excu se for 
being late ,  for he had stopped in the fields and spent a 
good hour watch i n g  the wild ducks . The sun had already 
set beh ind the mou ntain and the sky was red . But even as 
he cast about for an excuse, his young mind was busy 
with other things. That day his teacher, an eccen tric old 
schola r , had spoken to him of Goers just ice and tried to 
explain it. It seemed a strange and complicated business 
to Berthold, whom the padre's examples and explana t ions 
did not satisfy. For one thing . Cod seemed to concern 
himself Yery little \\ ith animals. Why, for instance, 
should the marten cat ) oung birds, which were also Cod's 
creatures ancl much more innocent than the marten? 

And why were murderers hanged or beheaded, since 
sin was its own punislnncnt? And if e\' cry thin g th a t  hap
pened had i t s  root and sanction in Cod's just ice, why 
wasn't i t  all the same \\hat one dicl or did not  do? 

But these childlike doubts and atte mpts at thou glH van
ished like the reflections in a wind-ruffled pond when 
Berthold reached tl1e town gate and his su ddenly a ler ted 
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senses told him that something unusual had happened in 
the town . 

So far he knew nothing; he merely saw the familiar 
street in the warm glow of the evening sky ; but so strong 
is the power of habit and routine that even a child detects 
the slightest disturbance in the familiar order of things 
long before he has seen or heard its cause. Thus, Berthold 
knew instantly that something unusual was afoot, though 
all he had actually noticed was the absence of the women 
and children who on other evenings filled the street with 
their chatter and play . 

A f�w minutes later he heard the distant rise and fall of 
many voices, indistinct cries, the drumlike beat of horses' 
hoofs, and the unknown, rousing sound of a trumpet . For
getting that he was late ,  forgetting that he was supposed 
to go home, he trotted up to the marketplace through a 
narrow, steep , and already darkening side street . With 
burning forehead and wildly pounding heart, he emerged 
from between the tall houses and entered the square, 
where it was still broad daylight. That was where all the 
different noises had been coming from ! A welter of amaz
ing sights met his eager eyes, and it  seemed to him that 
from realms of legend all the diversity and adventure in 
the world had suddenly, by magic, invaded the scene of 
his everyday life. 

The marketplace, where ordinarily there was nothing 
to be seen at this evening hour but boys at play, servant 
girls carrying water, and burghers resting on the stone 
benches in front of their houses, was teeming with 
chaotic,  colorful activity . A troop of foreign soldiers had 
arrived, lansquenets and mounted officers, wagoners, 
sutlers, and gaudy women. They lurched about, demand
ing lodgings , bread, stables for their horses, beds, and 
wine ; cursing, shouting, talking in strange dialects and 
foreign languages . Some who had already found lodgings 
leaned out the windows of well-to-do burghers' houses and 
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lau ghed as they watched the confusion . Officers b arked 
commands, sergeants cursed ; burghers spoke words of 
appeasement; the burgomaster ran back and forth in a 
frenzy of fear and excitement ;  horses were led away. 

Berthold looked on with feverish curiosity, overjoyed 
and at the same time frightened by the tumult, the vio
lence, the terror, the laughter. In a flash the narrow 
sphere of his little boy's experience was breached and the 
great  world appeared before his eyes .  Of course he had 
heard tell of foreign lands, of soldiers, wars , and battles , 
and had conjured up bold, colorful pictures of them ; but 
as far as he was concerned, these things might j ust as 
well have happened in fairy tales ;  he couldn't have said 
whether they really exis ted or were only pleasant imagin
ings. But now with his own eyes he saw soldiers , horses, 
weapons ,  pikes , swords,  insignia ,  horses in beautiful trap
pings,  and terrifying firearms. He saw men with brown, 
bearded, foreign-looking faces and coarse , outlandish
looking women; he heard raucous voices speaking un
familiar langu ages ,  and avidly h is naive, defenseless 
mind soaked up the pungent savor  of wild. exotic novelty .  

Cau t iously he \ven t abou t among the unruly soldiery, 
inten t on seeing everything , undismayed by curses and an 
occasional thrust in the ribs, without  a thought of going 
home un til his curiosi ty was sa ti sfied . He gaped at the 
harquebuses and pennan ts, felt a p ike , admired high 
cavalry boots wi th sharp spurs, and delighted in the free, 
warlike ways of the soldiers, their rough, bold, boastful 
words and gestures. There before him were glory, cour
age, pride , and savagery, flaming colors, waving plumes , 
the m:1gic of war and heroism. 

IL was very late when B erthold arrived home, dazed 
and overheated. I lis father had begun to worry and 
scolded hirn lovingly. But in his excitement the boy heard 
nothing ; he hard ly touched his supper, and the ques tions 
bubbled out of him: Who were these soldiers? Where did 
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they come from? Who was their captain? Was there 
going to be a battle ? He heard a good deal that he did not 
understand, about French or imperial troops passing 
through, about bil leting and looting ;  actually his father 
didn't know very much about it .  But when Berthold heard 
that three soldiers were quartered in the house, he jumped 
up and insisted on seeing them. His father raised his voice 
and tried to stop him, but in vain; Berthold stormed up 
the stairs to the soldiers' room. At the door he stopped, 
held his breath, and listened . Hearing steps and voices but 
nothing frightening, he plucked up his courage, cau
tiously opened the door, and tiptoed in. He almost 
bumped into one of the soldiers, a tall, gaunt, raggedly 
dressed man with an ungainly plaster on his cheek. The 
soldier turned around, gave the boy a ferocious look, and 
with a threatening gesture told him to go away. But be
fore Berthold could comply, one of the others laughingly 
interceded for him and motioned the frightened boy over 
to him . 

"Never seen a lansguenet before? "  he asked in a friendly 
tone. When Berthold shook his head, the soldier laughed 
and asked him his name. Shyly Berthold told him .  The 
gaunt soldier muttered "Berthold? That's my name, too," 
and examined him intently, as though looking for a pic
ture of his own childhood in Berthold's pretty face . The 
third soldier made a joke that Berthold did not under
stand, and after that they paid no attention to him . Two 
of them picked up a deck of filthy old cards and began to 
play ;  the third poured himself a glass of wine, made him
self comfortable, and set about mending a seam in his 
leather breeches wi th waxed thread. A few minutes later, 
Berthold's father called from down below, and he left the 
room regretfully. his curiosity far from satisfied. The next 
morning he was only too glad to help the servant polish 
the soldiers' heavy boots .  

Then very much against his will  he had to go off to 
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school, and when he came running b ack in the l ate after
noon, he was bitterly disappointed to find the lansquenets 
and officers, horses and banners gone. He couldn't forget 
them, and they were long to be remembered in the town, 
for in the course of that  one night there had been a mur
der, numerous robberies, and other acts of violence, and 
several persons had been wounded. In the weeks and 
months that followed, there were rumors of troops p ass
ing through other parts of the region ,  but the town was 
long spared, an island of peace amid the alarms of war 
that soon filled h alf the empire.  

After that  visitation the boys could think of nothin g  but 
playing soldiers . To his father's dismay , B erthold ceased 
to be the quiet, dreamy child he had been , and became the 
m ost warlike of them all , a ringleader . His physical 
strength , of which he now became aware as though wak
ing from sleep, made him famous and feared among his 
comrades; his exercises in warfare and tests of bravery 
were soon fol lowed by less noble exploits , which angered 
and worried the old man. For young Berthold e�celled not 
only in war games but also in brawl ing and such mischief 
as apple stealing . 

Yet while scandalizing the townspeople , his father, and 
his good teacher with his wi l dness , Berthold himself was 
not entirely happy, for h is conscience often plagued him, 
and sometimes in the midst of the merries t brawl he felt 
as if he were under a spell and no longer responding to 
his own will. I lis own w i l l, it seemed to him, lay captive 
and dazed, and when in anguished moments it stirred and 
remonstrated , he suffered keenly. 

True, this happened only now and then . Most of the 
t ime he followed his impulses w i th a ligh t heart and made 
mischicl" like any other boy. Actually, the loser in a l l  this 
was not so much his will as his thoughtfu l ,  contemplative 
side, which had been stunned by the eruption within him 
of other, cruder forces and reduced for the time being to a 
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sleep from which it  stirred only fitfully. This his astute 
teacher soon understood , and was greatly relieved , for at 
first he had been horrified by the change in the boy. 

"The child was thinking too much," he said to Ber
thold's father . ''Now original sin is demanding its rights, 
and so is his healthy body. I t's much better for them to 
work themselves out now than to turn up later, at a more 
dangerous age. Repression won't help ; my advice is to let 
the goat buck." 

And so original sin was given free rein , and the goat 
bucked till someone was hurt. That happened one winter 
afternoon in the course of a pitched battle in the snow, 
Two armies of boys, one led by Berthold, bombarded each 
other with snowballs .  Both armies advanced, and the 
fiercest fighters of all were the two captains.  Well sup
plied with projectiles , the rival captain approached Ber
thold, and at point-blank range hurled one snowball and 
then another in his face. With mounting anger, Berthold 
plotted revenge. Then came a snowball with a stone in it ;  
he could feel the bump rising on his forehead. In a blind 
fury, he leaped at the foe and forced him to wrestle. Both 
armies stopped fighting and formed a circle around the 
contestants . 

Soon Berthold's enemy was in trouble. Unable to hold 
his own by the strength of his arms, he bit Berthold on the 
ear. That was too much for Berthold. Enraged by the 
pain, he flung the biter away from him with all his might, 
withou t looking to see where he would land . His adver
sary's head hit a curbstone , and he lay motionless. His 
face grew white and thin ; a trickle of red blood emerged 
from his hair, flowed over his forehead, over a closed, 
unquivering 8yel id ,  and , drying ,  stopped on his cheek. 

The onlookers, who a moment before had applauded 
every maneuver of the wrestlers and cheered Berthold's 
final act of prowess, fell silen t. Only a very small boy who 
should have been at home with his mother cried out in a 
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shrill, horror-stricken voice, "He's killed him !" For a min
u te or two, all stared goggle-eyed at the motionless, 
broken body. Then, seized with dread, most of the boys 
crept silently away, some to find safety and forget the 
horror, some to report the i ncident .  Even those who re
mained behind moved uneasily away from B erthold and 
left him standing alone. 

His violent gesture h ad ex:hausted his rage . For a short 
moment he stood there calmly relishing his triumph, pre
p ared to forgive the treacherous stone in the snowball and 
the bite on the ear . The hard fall and the bit of blood h ad 
not frightened him, for, as he saw i t ,  he had done no 
wrong.  But when his fallen adversary failed to get up, 
when his face went white and stony, the victor's blood ran 
cold;  he stared aghast at  the trickle of blood, and when 
the l ittle boy's cry rang out, he began to tremble. Despite 
his confusion, he saw i t  all with uncanny clarity ; not only 
the deathly rigidity of his victim, the blue shadows under 
his eyes, and the trail of blood on his cheek, but also the 
horror and cowardly desertion of his comrades, who had 
been applauding him only a moment before . He saw him
self as a murderer, an object of horror, abandoned by his 
friends, not one of whom, he \vas certain, would stand up 
for him. For the first time in his life, he felt hopelessly 
alone, his warm heart in the icy clutches of despair and 
death . 

For a moment or two, he stared at his fallen comrade .  
Then the thought of  punishment assai led h im with h id
eous visions ; he saw himself standing before the judge, 
threatened with disgrace and death . That drove every
thing else from his mind ; in the face of unknown perils,  
his one instinct was to save his life . 

Just as a frightened horse, once the first brief paralysis 
of fear has passed , breaks into a wild gallop, driven by an 
unreasoning urge to seek safety in flight ,  so Berthold 
shook himself out of his daze and ran away as though 
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pursued by devils ; he ran through the town gate and up 
the hill to the woods-for where else would a fugitive 
hide? In his imagination he saw constables pursuing him, 
arms reaching out to seize him, fists clenched to s trike 
him. Feverish and trembling, he avoided the paths and 
ran aimlessly, sinking into snowdrifts and tearing his skin 
and clothes in the winter underbrush .  

The day was drawing to an end ;  the snow shone pale in 
the dusk . He was dead tired and half frozen ; he thought 
he would perish in the snow or be devoured by wolves. 
Resolved to get out of the forest, he fought his way 
through the thickets with his last strength . The rising 
moon was some help and comfort to him. At length, reel
ing with exhaustion , he found himself at the edge of the 
woods.  Looking down over the silent slopes in the snowy 
moonlight, he saw not the inhospitable wilderness he ex
pected but the beautiful valley he knew so well and, in the 
background , snow-covered and peaceful ,  the monastery. 

The sight filled him with grief and shame, but at the 
same time it brought a comforting glimmer of hope. He 
climbed down the steep slope. His frozen feet could barely 
carry him and he kept falling, but he managed to drag 
himself to the road , the bridge, and finally to the monas
tery gate. With his last strength , he lifted the heavy 
knocker and let it fall back on the iron plate. Then while 
the gatekeeper, surprised in his warm lodge, was coming 
out to open up, Berthold collapsed in the snow. The monk 
picked him up, found him in a state between sleep and 
fainting, saw that his fingers and ears were frozen blue, 
and carried him in, for he had recognized the schoolboy. 

Berthold did not wake until late the next day. He was 
lying in bed in an unfamiliar room. Before he had re
covered his memory, his teacher came in, followed by his 
father . They looked him over, and when they found there 
was nothing wrong with him, there were questions, 
lamentations, and scolding .  But all that he really took in 
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was the information that the injured boy was not dead, 
but had recovered consciousness in the course of the 
night. 

Timidly Berthold's darkened soul opened its eyes, saw 
that its wings, though damaged, were u nbroken ,  and that  
the sky was clear again. Tears brought release, carrying 
away the despair and deadly fear that had followed him 
into his dreams .  

But a t  the same time his wildness and bravado, the 
soldier and bandit in him, fell away like a mask, and to 
his father's joy the face of the old solitary, contemplative 
Berthold reappeared . For a week or two, his father-who 
day after day with a sigh paid out money to appease the 
mother of the injured boy, who lay sick for quite some 
time-distrusted his quietness , expecting the demon to 
erupt at any moment .  But Berthold seemed to be thor
oughly reformed ; he abandoned all dealings with boys of 
his age, kept away from the streets and playgrounds, 
worked hard at his Latin ,  and devoted himself more than 
ever to medi tating about God and l ife .  The sorry outcome 
of his last battle had taught him that earthly glory is tran
sient, and he found further confirmation of this truth i n  
the fact that his former comrades did not seem t o  miss 
him . They followed new captains . At first they spared 
Berthold's feel ings by keepi ng ou t of his way, then they 
teased him for a while ,  and then they forgot him . No one 
spoke of his heroic deeds any longer, and because he was 
studying Latin and desti ned for the  pries th ood, the town 
boys, partly in envy and parLly in contempt, resumed their 
old habit of call ing h im St .  B erthold . The one thing that 
was not forgotten \\' as his i l l  luck in almost causing the 
death of a com rade.  Like his father , he thought he was 
changed and reformed ; the tru th of the matter was that 
his natural im patience and his unsatisfied lust for l ife 
were merely expressing themselves in a different way. 

Berthold's teacher saw with concern what he and his  



14 ) T A L E S  O F  S T U D E N T  L I F E  

father failed to see . The high-spirited child had indeed 
become quiet and well behaved , but to Father Paul his 
new zeal for repentance, piety, and study seemed no less 
exaggerated than his previous misconduct. The padre saw 
that in the still-dawning life of this young soul an intima
tion of all that is doubtful and inadequate in human life 
was growing like a premature evening shadow, and he 
knew that for this illness there could be no remedy. He 
knew i t  well ,  because he himself belonged to the silent 
community of the dissatisfied who never know whether 
what troubles them is their own shortcomings or the con
dition of the world. That made him love the handsome, 
restless boy and fear for him.  

"But if God is just," said Berthold, "and i f  everything 
that happens in  the world is determined by His law and 
His will , why should there be wars and battles ; why 
should there be soldiers, whose trade it is to kill people? 
What's more, they are honored for it ,  and great captains 
are said to be heroes ." 

Father Paul replied : "They are instruments of God.  We 
must indeed hold the life of every man sacred, but no life: 
is perfect, and God Himself causes every man to die, one 
young,  another old; one of sickness , another by the sword 
or other violence. So we see that physical life in itself is of 
little worth, that it's only a metaphor or image. And this 
should teach us to harness this frail life of ours to the 
service of God ." 

"Yes, but you've said that soldiers and murderers are 
also in the service of God, and they are evil ." 

"A blacksmith can't very well shoe a horse by himself, 
can he?" 

"No.'' 
"Exactly . He needs a helper, but he also needs a 

hammer." 
''Yes." 
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"\Vell ,  the helper i s  more than a hammer ; he i s  a living 
man, endowed not only with strength but also with rea
son . In the same way, there is a difference between God's 
servants and His instruments .  Every man, even a mur
derer, is an instrument ;  he must help to carry out God's 
will ,  whether he wants to or not ; there's no merit in i t .  To 
be God's servant is a Yery different m atter ; it means to 
submit to God even when it hurts, even when it goes 
counter to one's own desires . Once a man has recognized 
that ,  he can't content himself with being an instrumen t ;  
h e  must aspire a t  all times t o  b e  a servant .  I f  he forgets 
this and pursues his earthly drh·es and desires, he is a 
greater sinner than any thief or murderer. You say all 
soldiers are evil . How do you know what is evil? Perhaps 
the man who does a \\ icked deed in folly and ignorance is 
not so great  a sinner as the m an who knows what  is good 
and fails to act on his knowl edge:· 

" B u t  why docs God leave so m any i n  i g nora nce ? '' 

"l11a t  we shal l  n c\'er k now. Wh y does He m ake some 
flowers red and others yellow or b l u e ?  And someth i n g  
e lse tha t  I don't  k now i s  wh ether i n  H i s  eyes there i s  so 
grea t a diff'erencc bet \\·een th e  kn ow i n g  and the unknow
in g or between the good and the  wicked . B u t rest assured 
that  the m an to whom Cod has gi ven knowledge has 
grea ter du ties and grea ter respons i b i l i ties than other 
men . " 

There were man y talks of th i s kind between the wise, 
pat ient  pr ies t and his inqu i rin g pupi l .  Ber th old learned a 
good dea l and gre\\ i n  kno\\' ledge. but  he grew no less in 
secret pride.  He came Lo l ook down on h i s  former com
rades and even on h i s fa ther .  and the bet ter he learned to 
speak and debate abou t God and things divine,  the more 
h i s  dissat isfied soul  l os t  i ts piety and m odesty . I n  h is 
th ou gh ts he began to doubt every th in g , to subm i t  every
th in g to h i s  own judgment .  His teacher fel t  s tran gely 
torn . He saw that  h e  was tra in in g the boy's m i nd and n o t  
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his heart, but he had lost control of the reins .  And though 
he reproached himself for this ,  he was glad to have so 
bright a pupil, with whom he could engage in loftier dis
putations than with any of the monks .  

In  his pride, Berthold failed to see that he was living 
the years of his childhood in an utterly unchildlike man
ner, depri\'ing h imself of something irretrievable .  Once he 
had become interested in reading and Father Paul took to 
pro\'iding him with books, he led a quiet but intense 
shadow life in the pale land of written characters , and 
forgot the world that he belonged to and that should have 
been his . He did not miss the companionship of his con
temporaries , whom he more or less despised, and when 
his father or uncle occasionally told him that he looked 
pale and had been studying too much , he took it as a 
compliment .  Sometimes, to be sure, he was seized with 
the old hunger for a rich , full , active life such as he had 
once sought in war games . but now his  yearning was di
rected toward a fu ture in \rhich he hoped to attain honor 
and po\Yer. and toward the world of thought ,  which for 
the precocious child had become a challenging game with 
the unknowable .  He considered himself noble and distin
guished, because he stro\'e for intellectual riches , and no 
one told him that his  stri\'ing for knowledge was merely 
an unwholesome hunger that no amount of knowledge 
could satisfy. because in it he was seeking nothing but 
h imself. 

\\'hen Father Paul said the time had come to send the 
boy a\Yay to study. Berthold's father. in the belief that his 
hope of seeing his son ordained was nearing  fulfillment, 
gladly gaYc his consent .  Berthold himself was even more 
delighted. l or he was now fifteen and longed to see the 
wide \rorld .  

Through the padre. who came from the Rhineland and 
sti l l  had friends there. lodgings \rere found for the young 
s tudent in  the great city of Cologne, which swarmed wi th 
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clerics young and old. He was to live at the house of a 
canon and attend the seminary in good company. Ar
rangements were soon m ade, and one cool autumn morn
ing, speeded on his way with blessings and good wishes 
and amply provided with travel money and provisions, 
B erthold left h ome in  a conveyance for which he had 
been impatiently waiting for two weeks. Great flocks of 
birds traversed the bright blue sky ; the horses trotted 
gaily down the valley. Soon the country was strange and 
new to him, and after a few hours the river valley opened 
into a wide, unknown plain , radiant with autumn colors. 

2 

B EHT H O L D  had a good year in Cologne. True, there 
were difficulties at first .  There were two other stu

dents staying  at  the canon's house, Adam and Johannes, 
who for the first few d ays tormented Berthold with their 
supercilious mockery. The small-town boy, unaccustomed 
to polite society and Rhenish refmemen t, was mercilessly 
teased and treated with benevolent condescension. This 
made h im so unhappy that , though the merry, easygoing 
canon comforted him a nd came to his defense , he cried in 
his bed at n igh t. 

This went on for six or eigh t  days ;  then Berthold finally 
had enough .  One morning ,  when his  enemies resumed 
their malicious quest ions, he remembered his heroism of 
former days and th rashed them both so thoroughly that 
they begged for mercy. From then on they trea ted him 
with respect . When it turned ou t that he was also one of 
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the best Latin scholars in the seminary, his standing rose 
quickly and he did not lack for friends . 

Latin played a far more important part in the school 
curriculum than the actual s tudy of religion . Church 
ritual was indeed taught and practiced ; the Bible and 
some of the Church Fathers were studied, and consider
able time was spent in refuting the heresies of all ages, 
especially the modern doctrines of Luther and others. But 
on the whole the life and course of study were pleasantly 
worldly, and no special importance was attached to piety . 
It was a long while before Berthold heard of the relics of 
the eleven thousand virgins preserved in Cologne, and the 
comrade who finally took him to see them made no undue 
fuss abou t them. 

Among his friends, i t  was of Johannes that he soon 
grew fondest, and it was also from him that he learned 
the most.  Johannes was a fine, handsome boy, descended 
from a lowly family in Luxembourg but equal to any scion 
of the nobility in stature and refinement. He knew French 
and a little Italian, played the zither, and was well in
formed on the subjects of wine, women's dress, jewels, 
and painting.  But  his greatest gift was storytelling .  He 
knew a thousand stories , and they always occurred to him 
at the right time.  In the evening, as the three students sat 
in their room or in the garden, Johannes would often tell 
stories, which flowed along as effortlessly and melodi
ously as the Rhine beneath the city's bridges. 

He told of the troll who one summer evening came in 
fine clothes to dance under the lime tree. He was the best 
dancer there, but his hands were as cold as ice. He chose 
the most beautiful of the girls and with her danced away 
from the lime tree ; on he went, leading her in graceful 
figures, until they came to the bridge, where he picked her 
up in his arms and jumped into the river with her. Then 
Johannes told the story of the fisherman in Speyer. One 
night some little men called him and asked to be ferried 
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across the Rhine.  And then came more and more little 
men, and all night he was busy rowing one boatload after 
another. And in the morning he found his hat ,  which he 
had left on the bank, full  of little gold pieces . 

He told them how, long ago, two seminarians had 
taken a third up on a high church steeple to rob crows' 
nests. The two put  a board out through the sound hole 
and held i t  fast while the third c limbed out and robbed a 
nest in a niche in  the wall . When all his pockets were full 
of eggs, the others wan ted some, too, but he told them 
they could climb out there themselves if they weren't 
afraid. They threatened to let go of the board unless he 
gave them some eggs. He thought they wouldn't dare, and 
gave them nothing .  Whereupon they let go of the board, 
and he fell into space. But ,  lo and behold, the air caught 
under his long buttoned coat and blew it up like a bell, 
and to everyone's amazement he floated down to the 
marketplace as slowly and gen t ly  as a big black bird . 

He also h a d  a whole sackful of stories about the devil . 
For instance,  the one abou t the three journeymen who 
played c ards in church during services . The devil sat 
down and p layed w i t h  t h em .  One of the journeymen 
recognized h i m  and went away,  and so did the  second ;  but 
in the exci tement of the  game the third noticed nothing 
and wen t on playing w i t h  the devil .  Suddenly a fearful cry 
of dis tress was h eard ; the congregation ran away in hor
ror . La ter on , a grea t  spot o !' b lood was found in the place 
where the pl ayer h ad b een , a n d  rub and scrape as they 
m i g h t ,  t h e  spot could n ever be removed . 

Johan nes a lso told stories abou t th e finding of treasure;  
abou t the u n redeemed sou ls o f  m u rdered m e n ,  dwarflike 
figu res in red shirts  who s tood ou tside their houses at 
n igh t lamen t in g ;  abou t friendly , good-na tured ghosts, gob
l i n s ,  and sn a ke kin gs . 

He knew st i l l  other stories t h a t  Berthold was not al
lowed to h ear and t h a t  he told only  to h i s  comrade Adam. 
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To Berthold's dismay, Johannes was always sharing 
secrets with Adam ; they had even invented a language, 
and in answer to Berthold's persistent questions they 
would only say it was a magician's langu age. 

Apart from this bit of jealousy, Berthold's days were 
pleasant .  He shone as a Latinist, was feared and re
spected for his prowess in wrestling, and once he plucked 
up his courage and tried his hand at the little social 
graces , he was a great success . He frequently saw distin
guished clergymen and laymen in the house, and some
times had to help wait on them at table. When it became 
clear to him that diffidence accomplishes nothing, he 
quickly and radically overcame his bashful blushing .  The 
great, beautifu l  city was very much to his liking ;  he came 
to know its streets and squares, and admired i ts fine 
houses and palaces , its carriages and riders, i ts uniforms 
and richly dressed burghers , its mountebanks and musi
cians.  He took to using certain local words and turns of 
phrase, and sometimes when he thought of home, he had 
dreams of being received there as an urbane, well
traveled guest and then soon returning to the glittering 
world.  

He did not lose his taste for disputation. But he was no 
longer interested in seeking explanations for disquieting 
enigmas ; what appealed to him now was to fence play
fully and elegantly with the rapier of dialectics, which 
fascinated him with its magical glitter . He learned to 
thrust about him with logic, with syllogisms and Bible 
quotations , and soon he was able to confute any truth or 
to prove any notion that entered his head, unless his ad
versary happened to be a still abler dialectician . He often 
practiced his skill on Johannes. 

Every three months, in excellent Latin, he wrote a 
letter home, which his father was obliged to take to the 
monastery for Father Paul to translate. His third or fourth 
letter remained unanswered . Then after quite some time 
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a \vagoner arrived from his native town bearing the news 
tha t  B erthold's father had died . From B erthold's u ncle, 
who was to administer the youn g  man's inheritance, the 
messenger brou ght  a small sack of money and two fat 
geese for the canon . \Vhen B erthold asked for news from 
the town, the wagoner told him that the burgomaster h ad 
died three months before and a few weeks later the 
watchman, and that  the old pesthouse outside the town 
had burned down-some boys had set fire to i t .  After be
ing fortified with wine in the kitchen, the wagoner went 
his way. Berthold was amazed at  how much had hap
pened at home since his departure, and tried to visualize 
his dead father.  The canon tapped him on the shoulder, 
said a comforting word or two, and promised to say 
Masses for the departed . Then Berthold told his friends of 
his fa ther's dea th .  They made grave faces,  Johannes 
shook h is hand solem n ly . and Adam asked how old his 
father had been . Berthold , who didn't know and was 
ashamed of not  knowing.  lied and said, "Sixty." 

Somet ime la ter . when he had ut terly forgotten the 
messenger , his h o rn e .  and his fa th er ,  a letter came from 
Father Pa u l .  Th ou gh Berthold admired the padre's Latin, 
he found his a d moni t ions a nd question s i mportunate and 
d id not repl y .  I Ic was con cern ed with very different mat
ters a t  th e  t i m e .  

I t  was n o t h i s  fau l t  th a t  he had h a d  no true childhood, 
that h i s  home and early years \\ ere so easily and quickly 
l o s t  a n d  forgo t te n . I lc had h a rdly  known his older brother 
and had grown u p  a l on e  wi th his  fa ther .  A boy who grows 
up wi t h ou t  a m o t h er a n d  w i thou t brothers and sisters is 
dcpri \ 'ed of h a l f  bi� c h i ld h ood , and more than half if 
th ere arc n o  o t h e r  \\Omen i n  his l ife . \Vha tever may be 
ou r es t i m a tion o l  women i n  other respects ,  they have a 
sacred miss ion a s  gua rd i a ns a n d  protec tors of childhood, 
and in t h i s  no m a n can rep ! ace them . 

Bert h ol d  h ad been d epri ved of this protection and its 
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manifold tender influences . The only women he had 
known were a severe, unkind aunt and his father's coarse 
or indifferent maidservants ; indeed, he knew less of 
womankind than he did of the moon . Worldly and inde
pendent as he had become in other ways , he was still shy 
and on the defensive with women. Apart from the maids 
in the canon's house, the only women he had seen in 
Cologne were those who passed him on the street. Of 
course he had heard that these strange beings could be a 
source of great pleasure to a young man, but this garden 
was closed to him, and with all his Latin he could fmd no 
key to i t .  

He had recently discovered, however, that Johannes 
and Adam spoke of these very matters in their secret col
loquies . And from the lips of unguarded persons. he had 
heard rumors of amours and private entertainments 
among the higher and lower clergy. At first he took these 
reports for malicious gossip, but as he increased in wis
dom he decided that they might be true, for the longer he 
thought about such matters , the more he doubted whether 
he or anyone else had virtue enough to resist  a temptation 
of this kind . 

For to tell the tru th , he had become increasingly dis
satisfied with his customary train of thought. It now 
seemed to him that not honor and glory, or learning and 
the high offices it might  confer, but to a far greater degree 
the favor and kisses of a beautiful girl were the things 
most to be desired in this imperfect world-though as yet 
he had no particular girl in mind . 

One dark evening shortly before Chris tmas, he was sit
ting in the faint candleligh t  with his two roommates . 
Adam was sleepily reading the Graduate Romanum, and 
Berthold was listening to Johannes . They had been talk
ing about Rome and the papal household. But rich as this 
subject matter was, Johannes , what with the howling of 
the snowy wind in the rafters and the flickering candle
light in the large room, had gradually shifted to horror 
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stories and had begun to tell them one after another: He 
told Berthold how in  building large structures, especially 
fortresses and bridges, architects had discovered tha t  the 
only way to make the foundations absolutely secure was 
to immure a live human being, preferably a child or a 
vi:rgin, in them. Once in Thuringia a fortress was being 
built , and to make it as su·ong as possible the builders 
bought a child from its mother for a l arge sum of money. 
They placed the child in a niche and, with the mother 
looking on, began to wall it in . After a while the child 
cried out,  "Mother , I can still see you just a little." And 
then after another while, "� Iother, I can't see you any 
more." 

And when another fortress was being built ,  a mason 
not only took money to let his li ttle son be immured but 
undertook to do it himself and started righ t in. He built 
wa l l s around th e child and made them higher and higher, 
til l in the end he needed a ladder. The l i ttle boy h ad no 
idea what was being done to him and sat there patiently. 
Bu t as t h e  w a l l s  grew h i gh er and h igher he cried ou t , 
"Father,  Father,  i t's get t i n g  so dark !" That touched the 
cruel mason ·s h e a r t .  I n  horror,  he let go of th e ladder and 
fel l  to the grou nd , w h ere he l a y  d ead . 

"Served h i m  r igh t !" Berthold cried alou d ,  not  so much 
to appl a u d  the tri u m ph of j u s ti c e  a s  to d ispel the grisly 
fee l i n g  t h a t  had grad u a l l y  come o\·er h i m  whi le  l is ten ing 
t o  th ese stor ies . 

Johannes l ooked a t  h i m .  a n d  h i s  in t e l l i g e n t . girlish eyes 
t\\' in kled as he \\e n t  on : " B ack h om e  in Luxembou rg , 
there was once a n  a rch i tec t . . . " But Berthold in ter
ru pted h im and pleaded . "For goodness' sake, tell me a 
story abou t some t h i n g  e lse  . .. 

"W h a t ? "  asked .J oh a n n e s .  
Berthold hesi ta ted i n  embarrassmen t .  Then he took 

cou rage a n d  sai d ,  "Tel l  m e  w h a t  i t's l i ke when you go to 
sec girls .  - N o ,  don' t  den y i t ,  I know w h a t  I know.·· 

When he saw th at  .J ohannes distrus ted him and sensed 
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danger, he affected indifference and said, "Very well . I 
can talk it over with the old man ." 

Adam, who had been listening,  jumped up and 
shouted, "If you do that, you're a dog . We'll kill you ." 

Berthold laughed. "That's something I'd like to see," he 
said and, seizing Adam's hand, squeezed it in his fist. 
Adam screamed . "All right," he said in a frightened voice. 
"What do you want?"  

Berthold looked him straight in the eye. "I want to go 
with you the next time you stay away from Mass . I want 
to have a sweetheart, too." 

Johannes gave him a sly look and laughed softly .  Then 
he said ingratiatingly, "Why, my dear Berthold. Are you in 
love? With whom? If I knew, maybe I could help you ." 

Berthold eyed him with suspicion . Then he blurted out, 
"''m hot in love. I don't know anything about these things. 
But I'd like to meet a girl and give her a kiss, and if you 
won't help me and keep laughing at me, I'll make you 
laugh on the other side of your face." 

He looked so dangerous that Johannes stopped laugh
ing. He thought for a moment and then said calmly, 
"You're a funny one, asking me who you should fall in 
love with . I can't tell you that .  But if you're really dying 
for a kiss, you could try the maid at the silk merchant's 
across the street .  I think she might help you ." 

"The skinny one with the black hair?" Berthold asked. 
"That's right .  Give it a try." 
"But  how do I go about i t?"  
"Son , that's your affair. If you need a nursemaid, you're 

not ready to take up with girls." 
"But what should I do? What should I say to her?"  
"Just say, ' I  want a kiss, but  I have no nerve.' Seriously 

--you don't need to say anything. Just look at her in a 
way that shows you like her. The rest will take care of 
itself, don't worry ." 

Berthold asked no further ques tions, because Adam 
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was grunting and Johannes's pretty girlish eyes were 
sparkling with amusement .  He decided to follow Jo
hannes's advice and, if it should prove to be bad advice, to  
m ake Johannes pay  for i t .  Calmly h e  said, "All right ,  n ow 
tell me another story."  

Johannes smiled, passed his tongue over his bright-red 
lips, fluttered his long brown l ashes for a moment ,  and 
began : "There were once three brothers who loved each 
oth er dearly and faithfully. I t  so h appened that a man 
was murdered in their town and one of them was unjustl y  
suspected and thrown into prison . Even u nder torture, he 
protested his innocence, but  it did him no good and the 
judge condemned him to death. \Vhen his brothers heard 
the news , they both ran to the j udge, and each declared 
that he had committed the murder. But when the prisoner 
heard abou t i t ,  he cried ou t that he was the murderer and 
was now prepared to confess .  For the brothers loved each 
other so dearly tha t  each one preferred to die rather than 
let one of the others die .  The judge was perplexed, for 
now he had three murderers, each of whom claimed to be 
the ri ght one . F i na lly , he b ade each of them to plant a 
l i me sapl i n g. b u t  w i th the crown in the earth and the 
roots in t h e  a i r. Those w h ose trees grew nevertheless 
would be decla red i n n ocent  a n d  set free.  Then each of the 
bro thers p l a n ted h i s  sapl i n g . I t  was springtime. In a few 
weeks , a l l  th ree l i me t rees s p r a n g  merrily into leaf and 
t h rove so wel l  th a t  th ey a rc s tand i n g there to this day. 
Then t h e  j udge knew that al l  t h ree were innocent ." 

Before t hey went  to s leep . .Johannes, to please B er
thold . told a n  a m orous story,  the story of the pagan god 
V u l ca n ,  w h ose w i fe was h a v i n g  an a ffair with the god 
M a r s ,  a n d  how V u l can got wind of it, and how when the 
two of them wen� e mbracing he cau ght  them in a net of 
the f i n es t  w i re and exhibi ted them to the gods in their 
disgrace,  so t h a t  th e gods nearly d ied uf laughter and they 
of s h a m e .  
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This anecdote was so different from Johannes's other 
stories that Berthold turned it over in his mind for an 
hour or more before he was able to fall asleep, and it 
followed him into his dreams . An intimation of the joys of 
love caught the hardhearted boy in its oppressive, magic 
snares, and the garden of Venus showed the timid novice 
only its smiling side, where the roses are without thorns 
and the paths free from snakes. In blissfully hovering 
dreams, his oppression was transformed into smiling, 
winged happiness , which drove all the hardness and dis
satisfaction from his arrogant soul and turned him into a 
child playing in the grass, a bird rejoicing in the sky . 

In the cold morning, Berthold awoke shivering, feeling 
sad and cheated by his sweet dreams . In a dream he had 
drunk sweet wine with a tall ,  beautiful girl ; she had said 
sweet things to him, and he had answered without bash
fulness and kissed her on her warm , fresh lips. But now i t  
was cold ; i n  half a n  hour h e  would have to go t o  the dark 
church for early Mass, and then to school , and if on the 
way he were to meet seven of the most beautiful princesses 
on earth, he would hardly d are to raise his eyes,  and his 
heart would pound so that he would be glad when they 
had passed. 

Sad and silent, he got out of bed, washed the sweet 
sleep from his eyes with cold water, slipped into his cold 
black clothes, and started his accustomed day. On the way 
to :Mass , he did not fail to look up at the silk merchant's 
house,  to see whether the black-haired maid was there, 
bu t at that early hour she was not to be seen, and mo
rosely he went his way. 

\Vben they returned home toward noon and when, out
side the silk merchant's house, Berthold looked up again 
after a moment's anxious hesitation, Adam poked Jo
hannes in the ribs and grinned . It so happened that 
Berthold noticed ; he said nothing, but he gave the scoffer 
such a look that Adam took fright and hurried on . In this 
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moment ,  Berthold decided to go through with the adven
ture if it killed him, and to choke the next person who 
made fun of him. 

And so, on that day and the next ,  he glanced eagerly at 
the house across the street .  Twice he saw the slender girl, 
but try as he would , he could not look a t  her boldly, but  
blushed in his  confusion and quickly averted his gaze . For 
all his resolutions ,  he would not h ave advanced one s tep 
u naided. But  the girl had a keen eye and soon saw what 
was what .  She was so touched by the boy's unspoiled in
nocence, and so at tracted by his strong, broad-shouldered 
frame, that she was quite willing to help him out of his 
distress .  How to do i t  was no problem for her, for she had 
always been well disposed towc.rd the young seminarians .  

But this new one really made things h ard for her. As  he 
was passing by the  next  day ,  looking like a man con
demned to the gallows, she stepped through the gate. 
When he raised his eyes h alf  in terror and looked into her 
face for a second ,  she i l lu m ined her pleasant countenance 
with a blissful smi le  in his honor. He saw it, blushed 
deepl y ,  l owered h i s  eyes . and ran down the stree t like a 
th ief,  i n  such h a s t e  t h a t  h is l o n g  c l o a k  flapped around his 
calves and the we l l -d isposed gir l  could not help turning 
h er s m i l e  into a l a u gh . B u t  e\·en i n  h i s  confusion the fugi
tive carried a wa r m  gl im m er of l o\'e away w i th him ;  for 
all his bl ushes . h i s  head was fu l l  of swee t dreams ,  and his 
hard ness m e l ted l i ke snow in the sprin gti me , giving way 
to a strange surge of gen t le  feel i n g .  

!\ l a id Ba rbara h oped t h a t  a fter this beginning her 
scholar  would m a ke rapid progress , but in vain .  Every day 
she h u n g  out her enti cin g sign , and the lover never failed 
to b l u sh a n d  beam ,  b u t  as for s toppi ng ,  saying a word , 
m a k i n g  a gesture . or bold l y  e n tering the h ouse,  nothing of 
the kind ever h a ppened . A fter t h ree or four weeks had 
been squandered in this way, she began to regre t her 
fu tile pa i n s ,  and the next time Berthold came by , anx-
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iously blushing in advance, she gave him a cold, angry 
look that filled his beautiful blue sky with clouds . The 
next day, when she looked for the effect, she saw deep 
misery in his face. There was such passion, such anxious 
supplication in his tearful eyes, that she saw she would 
never get rid of this captive bird. 

And so she changed her plan and resolved to do what 
he should properly have done. She waited until he passed 
the house alone and there was no one in the street ;  then 
she stepped out quickly, came close to him, and without 
looking at him said softly, "Wouldn't you like to come 
and see me? This evening at eight ." 

Her words struck the bashful scholar like a thunder
bolt .  He saw the gates of paradise opening, and he also 
saw that he had been an ass with all his fears and tor
ment. For weeks he had waited day after day for a glance 
from her, fearing to make her angry, afraid to trust her 
friendliness, always thinking he had made a mistake, and 
piling worry on worry. He had worn himself out wonder
ing how he might write her a letter or send her a present ,  
but  everything he could think of had seemed too bold, too 
forward, too dangerous . And now it was all so easy and 
simple ! 

Only one thing was not easy : to get through the long 
day with his great secret in his heart, to let the hours go 
by as usual while wondering the whole time how it would 
be, what would happen that evening. Berthold ran this 
way and that like a man on the point of setting out for 
China , and Johannes, the shrewd observer, who had been 
watching him for weeks with silent amusement, saw that 
something was afoot. He was not surprised when that 
afternoon Berthold drew him aside with a grave, mysteri
ous air, informed him that he would be obliged to go out 
that evening on very important business, and said he was 
counting on him to keep the secret and to stand by him if 
necessary. Solemnly Johannes gave him his promise and 
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hastened to communicate the news to Adam, who was no 
less pleased. 

"Good old B arbel," he said with a laugh . "Now she's got 
that clod to initiate !" 

Endless as the short winter day seemed, evening came 
at last and the beginner was in luck. He found the gate 
still unlocked at eight o'clock, slipped out without a sound, 
and irresolutely approached the silk merchant's house. 
His heart pounded as never before, and his knees trem
bled. Then a shadow glided past in the darkness, and a 
voice whispered softly, "Keep right behind me, I'll go 
ahead." She vanished in the shadow of the tall houses and 
slipped around the comer so quickly that he could hardly 
follow her. They went down a n arrow side street, across a 
tangled back yard , through a tin y  bare garden , which l ay 
in deep snow and h alf of which glis tened in the moon
light ,  through a shed full of old wine barrels, one of 
which Berthold overturned in his h aste , so that it rang 
hollow in the night silence . Then the girl opened a little 
door and quietly closed i t  again behind her companion, 
and led him down a s tone corridor and up a dark, narrow 
stairway. At the top, they entered a h alf-empty little room 
that smelled of hay and leather. 

Giggling, she asked him, "Were you afraid ?" 
"''m never afraid ," he said solemnly. "Where are we?"  
" In  our back building. This is the h arness room . No-

body ever comes here in the winter. Your name's Ber
thold , isn't i t?  Oh yes ,  I knew. Don't you want to give me a 
kiss ?" 

He very much wanted to. He was amazed at how few 
words and how l i ttle refiection were required . His great 
worry had been what to say to the girl ,  but now as he sat 
beside her on a little bench , over which she l aid a woolen 
horse blankeL a simple, natural conversation sprang up 
of  i ts own accord . She asked him where he was from, and 
was ful l  of admiration when she heard that he came from 



30 ) T A L E S O F  S T U D E N T  L I F E  

so far away. She asked him about the servants in the 
canon's house, and then they spoke of food, drink, and 
other familiar things . Meanwhile, she pressed her cheek 
to his . Though this and the kissing were strange and new 
to him, though they gave him such tremulous pleasure 
that it almost hurt, he kept up his courage and came 
through the test with flying colors. Now it was Barbara's 
turn to be amazed, for she had never thought this timid, 
shamefaced boy would turn out to be so resolute a man. 
In the course of their quiet conversation, she had shown 
his uncertain hands a few discreet paths,  but then, with 
very little fumbling or hesitation, he found his way by 
himself. And when he had left her and negotiated the 
whole complicated return journey-stairway, shed, gar
den, and alley-alone, the amazed B arbara knew she had 
nothing more to teach the strange young man. 

It was not good for Berthold, and it  is not good for 
anyone, to make his first acquaintance with the miracle of 
love in this contrived way. But  at first, and outwardly, the 
effect of that evening on Berthold was a sudden flowering. 
The morose reserve that his comrades and teachers had 
observed of late vanished like a brief illness;  his look re
covered all its old openness and radiance, once more he 
took pleasure in gymnastics of the mind and body , and he 
seemed to h ave grown at once younger and more mature. 

Johannes and Adam saw that he was no longer a child, 
and honored him in their own way by initiating him into 
the manly pleasure of wine drinking. At first Berthold 
enjoyed the wine only because it was forbidden. How 
glorious it seemed to creep silently down into the dark 
cellar, to grope until they found the right keg, and to fill 
their stupid old water pitcher at the sighing tap with 
clear, gently flowing wine. The danger meant nothing to 
him, and indeed it was not very great, for a good deal of 
wine was consumed at  the canon's table in the course of 
the year and a shortage was not likely to be noticed as 
long as the little keg with the canon's favorite wine was 
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spared. And this one they bled only sparingly and on fes
tive occasions, mostly for the sake of Johannes, who de
spite his tender years was already a connoisseur and 
occasionally  claimed that  he  needed a choice dram. 

If anyone had told Berthold before he went to Cologne 
that he would there learn to s teal ,  lie, drink,  and indulge 
his lust, he would have crossed h imself. Now he did all 
these things with an easy mind and could not have been 
happier . Without exactly neglecting his studies , he gave 
himself up to the pleasures of the flesh and found a con
tentment he had never before experienced. S turdy enough 
to begin with, he grew in height and breadth , and blos
somed out into a strapping young man whom one would 
have been glad to see engaged in some worthwhile 
pursuit .  

Twice a week, on Monday and Thursday evenings, he 
had his  meetings with B arbara. Trusting i n  his strength 
and cunning, he went to her own room, something none 
of her other young lovers h ad dared to do. She rewarded 
him not only with caresses but also with helpings of roast 
and cake and other tidbi ts from her kitchen, while he 
brough t a bottle filled with wine ; he often s tayed the 
whole night, or most of i t .  

I t  occurred t o  him after a whi le  that  she had been 
astonishingly wil l ing to gran t him her favors . And when , 
as happened now and then , he asked leave to come on 
other nights than those she had set aside for him, her 
agitation and the fmnness of her opposi tion did not 
escape him . Then he began to wonder why h is friend 
Johannes had referred him especial ly to Barbara , and the 
question tormented him . He plied .Johannes with ques
tions , and after trying to put  him off with evasive an
swers , .Johannes finally told him in his free-and-easy way 
what he knew of the girl . As he saw i t ,  she was a good 
sou l ,  but with a great weakness for young boys , especially 
seminarians. She had been only too g lad to teach Jo
hannes , Adam , Berthold, and an unknown number of 
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predecessors the ways of love-a kindly and selfless 
teacher. True, she had learned by bitter experience that 
gratitude and fidelity are rare virtues, and lived in per
petual fear of losing her present favorite, assuming there 
was only one.  

In the same breath, the skillful storyteller defended 
Barbara and exposed her ; in the end he advised the 
glowering Berthold to think mildly of her and not to let 
his disillusionment detract from the gratitude he owed 
her. Berthold made no answer. He had never thought he 
was Barbara's first lover. But i t  wounded him deeply to 
learn that she made a habit of luring boys of his age, and 
that in all likelihood she was entertaining other lovers at 
that very time. 

He decided to investigate. He spent several evenings 
circling around the silk merchant's house . He watched the 
alleys, the yard, and the li ttle garden, and twice he saw 
his sweetheart going into the back building with a student 
he knew. Though trembling with rage, he held himself in 
check. After a sleepless night he decided to say nothing 
and to  keep his contempt to  himself. But he could not 
control himself entirely. The next time they met in the 
deserted street, she gave him a look of friendly reproach 
-for he had twice been absent from their rendezvous
whereupon he made a face and stuck his tongue out at 
her. That was his parting from his first love. 

Once again he became morose and refractory. He was 
seen drunk on several occasions, and neither remon
strance nor punishment could bring him to mend his 
ways . At the suggestion of a well-disposed teacher, it was 
decided that he should be sent home for a short vis i t .  This 
was not at al l to his liking .  for that spring he had fallen in 
l ove for the first time. But  he was obliged to obey, and one 
fine blue day at the end of April he left Cologne on a ship 
that was sailing up the Rhine. 

At home he felt alien and ill at case. His uncle received 
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him with kindness and even with a certain respect ,  and 
everyone greeted him with friendly esteem as an almost
hatched priest . But  the narrow, humdrum life s truck him 
as shallow and j oyless ; his girl cousins were shy and 
boring,  and he longed for the blond hair of a merchant's 
daughter in Cologne whom he had seen a number of 
times in  the cathedral and worshipped withou t hope. For 
he was well aware that this girl ,  even if she loved him, 
would never call him in from the street to the back door 
of her father's house. 

Nothing in his native town aroused tender thoughts of 
the old days. Of course,  he remembered his boyhood, the 
pitchecl battles , the boy he though t he had killed , his flight 
into the woods,  but all that was far away, irrelevant, rele
gated to the vast territory of the past ,  which means so 
little to youn g people .  His memories told him only that  he 
had become a stranger to this life and these scenes , and 
that his p lace was no l onger there. 

After he had wandered about for a few days, immersed 
in cheerless thoughts ,  a vague feeling drew him down the 
valley to the monas tery, and at the sight of i t ,  s tronger, 
warmer memories of his ch i ldhood were kindled . Not 
without emotion , he wen t in and asked for his old teacher . 
He was brough t to Father Pau l ,  who was wri ting in his 
cel l .  Father Paul recognized him at once and greeted him 
in Latin wi th his old cheerfulness. B u t  he had aged 
greatl y and his face was yel low. 

As soon as the first curiosity on both sides was sa tisfied , 
the old philosophical questions came up .  

"Well , my son , how do you look at  l ife now? Are you 
sti l l  plagued by the same old riddles, or have you ex
changed them for new ones ?" 

"I  don't know," said Berthold .  "I haven't thought abou t 
those things very much . I'm real ly not a phi losopher. 
After al l ,  I'm not responsible for the world .  B u t  I can't  
bring myself  to believe that i t's perfect." 

"Is that because of experiences you've had in Cologne ?" 
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"Not really. But I 've seen that learning doesn' t  make for 
happiness, and that a scoundrel can become a priest, an 
abbot, a capitulary, or anything else you can think of." 

"What can I say? Is the cloth to blame if a scoundrel 
puts it on ? And besides, it's hard to judge. God needs us 
all, even the wicked, for His purposes. Unworthy men 
have done great good, and saints have brought great 
misery into the world . Think of Father Girolamo in Flor
ence, whom I used to tell you about ."  

"Yes, I suppose you're right .  I didn't mean anything in 
particular, and it's not for me to judge.  Probably the 
whole world is just as it should be and the trouble is all 
with me." 

"Still so bitter? Can't you tell me what the trouble is? I 
might be able to advise you ." 

"Thank you . You're very kind , but I have nothing to 
say. All I know is that there must be something better in 
human life than what I know of it ;  otherwise, i t  wouldn't 
be worth living or talking about." 

"Perhaps you weren't cut out to be a priest." 
"Perhaps . . .  " 

A feeling of distrust came over him. He had no inten
tion of asking the old man for advice, still less of confess
ing to him. But in the course of the conversation a 
yearning, a wild lust for life , more passionate and hope
less than ever, arose in him. He thought of his pleasures 
in Cologne, the stolen wine and coun terfeit love that had 
gone down so sweetly, and saw the dismal emptiness of 
his follies and dissipations . His whole life , past and pres
ent, became a bad tas te in his mouth . Here he was, seven
teen years old, big and strong, healthy and by no means 
stupid, and yet he had nothing better to do than read 
Latin and learn scholastic philosophy with a lot of pale 
schoolboys and to join in their sil ly exploits . And to what 
end? At best he would become an unneeded priest, saying 
his Masses, keeping a good table, and picking up the 
crumbs of love that others have left over, or else content-
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ing himself with the unsavory glory of involuntary saint
hood. He forgot that this is by no means the lot of every 
priest ;  he exaggerated because in his dejection he wanted 
to suffer, and took bitter pleasure in denigrating and 
ridiculing himself, his life, his calling,  and everything 
connected with him. 

He bade the padre a polite but cool goodbye and did not 
keep his promise to come and see him soon again . After 
fretful deliberations ,  he decided to go away and leave his 
whole past behind him .  And then he thou ght  of the beau
tiful blond girl in Cologne and resolved that he must see 
her again , even if there was no hope. 

3 

BERTHOLD returned to Cologne on S t .  Urban's Day.  I t  
soon became clear t o  all who knew him that his trip 

home had done him no good. Nothing could have made 
him go back to the dark-haired B arbara, and as time went 
on the absence of his accustomed pleasure became more 
and more of a torment .  And since his though ts were taken 
up with the blond young lady from the cathedral, who 
tormen ted him with all  the cruel charms of the unattain
able , he neglec ted his s tudies.  Remonstrances, whether 
gentle or severe, left him indifferent .  He soon forfeited his 
reputa tion as a Latinist and came to be regarded as a 
mediocre or even poor scholar .  His fallow energies op
pressed him , and oblivious of his silent passion , the pretty 
burgher's dau ghter, dressed in her Sunday bes t ,  passed 
by without so much as seeing him. His easy victory over 
the serving maid, he now saw, had been no victory at all .  
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In those days, he came closer to the elegant Johannes , 
whose polite, noncommittal friendship was always avail
able .  One day they had a philosophical discussion, more to 
pass the time than because they had any need of it .  In the 
end, Berthold said : "Why all this talk?  There's no point in 
it, and you don't take it seriously any more than I do. 
Cicero or Thomas Aquinas, i t's all  nonsense. Tell me i n
stead what you really think about life. You're so con
tented . Why? What do you expect from life?"  

Johannes's fine, cool eyes l i t  up under their long lashes . 
''I expect a good deal from life, or very little, depending on 
how you look at i t .  I'm poor, a child sine patre, and I 
intend to become rich and powerful .  l\Iost of all , power
ful .  I have no intention of becoming a village priest ;  no, 
I 'm going to serve at court, where they need educated men 
who know how to hold their tongue, and there I'll acquire 
power . I'll bow to others until they have to bow to me. 
Then I'll be rich ; I'll have houses , fine clothes, women , 
paintings,  horses, hounds , and servants . But that's secon
dary. The main thing is power. Those who love me will 
get presents; those who hate me will die. That's what I 
want and what I'll get ;  I don't know if it's much or li ttle." 

"It's little," said Berthold.  "You're dividing your life into 
two halves : a period of serving and a period of command
ing.  The first will be long, the second will be short, and in 
the meantime you'll have lost your youth." 

"No one can stay young. And besides, I 'm not young. I 
have had no parents , no home, no freedom ; I've always 
been obliged to serve others, and that's not youth . Ever 
since I was ten years old, I've had no other thought than 
to become powerful and stop having to oblige others . I'm a 
good student ,  a good comrade ; I do what I can to please 
my teachers , to please the canon, to please Adam, to 
please you ."  

"But  vou've also been down in the cellar with us." .I 

"''ve also been down in  the cellar wi th you . And I've 



Berthold ( 37 

also slept with the rich prelate Arnulfs mistress, which 
could have cost me mv neck. not because I \Vanted it, but 

J 

because she wanted it ." 
"And you tell me this ? "  
"Yes . You won't repeat i t .  I k now you . You're not good . 

l\Iaybe you're even worse than I am, but you won't tell 
anyone.  I'm closer to Adam than to you , but I 'd never tell 
him such a thing."  

"Then i t's tru e r· Berthold cried out in consternation . He 
was amazed and almost aghast to learn the true nature of 
this friend with whom he had l iYed for t\\·o years , and 
who h ad always struck him as intelligent but easygoing 
and undemanding.  

"Johannes !" he cried out .  ' " I  didn't know you . I always 
though t I was the only one, that eYeryone else was sa tis
fied with life . I t  was \·en hard for me .  How haYe vou been 

. . 

able to bear i t  all bv voursclf ? .. .' -

Johannes looked a t  h im smi l in gly . \Yith the expression 
of faint mockery that ncYcr left  h im.  ' "Talking won't 
change an y thing . And 1 ha\'c no thing to complain of .  
Some people arc \\ Orsc off. You 're a ch i ld ,  Berthold .  
\\'ha t's m ore

. 
vou'rc in lo\'c .  Let's t a l k  a b o u t  th a t . " 

"Wh a t  for ? You c a n ' t  h e l p  m e  . .. 

' " W h o  k n o w s ?  J\ l a ybc you n eed a messen ger or a spy.  
You knmv h o\Y glad I a m  to  obl i ge . .. 

" \ \'hy s hould you , \\ hen i t  ·s no usc to you ? You can't 
expec t to get a n y t h i n g  out of i t . " 

"You n c\·er  c a n  te l l .  You're \Try s trong.  for i n s tance ,  
t hat "s some t h i n g .  But  seriou s l y .  tel l  me abou t i t ." 

Bert h o l d  was w i l l i n g  enough . l ie told .J ohannes abou t 
h i s  blond bea u t y  a n d  i ndica ted the part of the c h u rc h  
wh ere h e  h ad seen h er .  1 I c  knew h er l a s t  n a m e  bu t not  
her fi rs t .  

" I  d o n ' t  k n ow her
.
" J o h a n nes sa id . ' "You'll  h a\·c to  poi n t  

h e r  ou t to m e .  I 'm afraid th ere's n o t  m uch w e  c a n  d o .  
B urgh ers' d a u gh ters don' t  u s u a l l y  bother w i th t h e  l i kes of 
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u s ;  they want  to get married . Once that's over with , 
thev·re not so difficult . "  

''Don't ta lk  like that !'' Berthold pleaded . "I don't want to 
be loved by another man's wife ;  that would be hardly 
better than Barbara .  \Yhy shouldn't I have a nice sweet 
girl to myself l ike other youn g  m en ? " 

"How can you expect a beau tifu l  young girl of good 
family to throw herself into your arms when you can't 
m arry her and can't even give her presents? She'd h ave to 
be mad . You're asking too much . Besides, i t's enjoyable to 
make lovers or husbands jealou s ,  m aybe as enjoyable as 
l ove i tself .  There's a big difference between us and other 
vou n a  men . You're aski n a  for trouble i f  vou close your � b b � "' 

eyes to the facts . These black coats of ours give us so 
many ad\·an tages that we can put up with some slight 
drawbacks . '' 

''You call  going without lm·e a slight drawback?"  
"What kind of love h a,·e l aymen got?  They have the 

privilege, or obligation . to m arry the girl they lm·e . And 
then they're s tuck with her as long as they live. children 
and alL That's the only advan tage they have over u s .  If 
your blond beau ty doesn't care for you . i t  makes no differ
ence '' hether you're a priest or a layman.  And if i t's mar
riage you want.  you'd n eed a pile of money. A poor man 
has no choice but to take a woman no one else wants . or 
to s tay single ."  

"But i t  is possible for two people to love each other 
,,·ithou t thinking of money and all that ."  

''Oh yes .  i\ lost people who fall  in  lo\·c arc l ike tha t .  But 
fathers and mothers . uncles and aun t s .  guardians and 
cousins do their thinking l or them . You're under the mis
apprehension that other people arc better off than you 

arc, and you blame your calling for your lack of ingenuity 

or luck. Tha t  won't get you very far. And speaking of true 

lm·e.  there's good reason to believe that  only an u nmar

riacreable man can CXIJericnce i t .  \\'hen a \\'Oman lo\·cs a 
:::-> 
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man from whom she can expect neither money, marriage, 
support, nor a good name for herself and her children, it 
means she really loves him. A man who offers her all that 
can never know whether she loves him for himself or for 
the sake of all those advantages ." 

This analysis did not appeal to Berthold. It did not com
fort him, and it  went counter to his own innermost con
ception of love . He changed the subject. 

"Johannes," he said thoughtfully. "You'Ye said you were 
not good and that maybe I was even \Yorse.  \\'hat did you 
mean by that?  Are there people who can really be said to 
be good ?"  

''Yes,  indeed, and I know a few. Our teacher Eulogius 
may be ridiculous ,  but he's good through and throu g h .  
and amon g the students there's Konrad from Treves .  
Hasn't that eYer occurred to you ? ·· 

"You're righ t .  Do you t h i n k  th ey 're h appier th an we 
are ? "  

"Can't  you sec that for yourself?  O f  course they're h ap
pier , t h ou gh t here's h ardl y a plea!'>ure they don't  deny 
themselves. I t 's their n a ture .  There's n o  meri t in it .  it's all 
a m a t ter or  predes t i n a t i on .' '  

"Do you really belieYe i n  predestin a t i on ?  I t  h as a lways 
s truck m e  as a prepos terous idea . "  

"So i t  would b e  i f '  the world were go\·erncd by l ogic . But 
logic,  jus t ice , and a l l  these see m i n gl y  rational  and flaw
less not ion s  arc i n ven tions of m an ; they arc not  fou nd i n  
n a ture.  Whereas pred es t i n a tion.  o r  c a l l  i t  ch a n ce,  i s  the 
real l a w  or the world .  Why is a s i m ple ton born rich and 
n oble?  Why is a man w i th a good . keen m in d  born i n to 
povert y ?  Why a m  I so constitu ted t h a t  I can't  l ive withou t 
women , when the only profession i n  which I c an make 
usc of my gifts  i s  the priesthood ? Why are so m an y  
v i cious girl s a s  beau tiful a s  a n ge l s ?  C a n  t h e  ugl y ones , 
whom n o  one loves,  help  i t  if th ey're ugly ? Why arc you, 
with a body l ike J lcrculcs,  m e n t a l ly unstable  and m e l a n -
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choly? Is there any sense in all that?  Isn't i t  all s tupid 
chance, in other words, predestination ?"  

Berthold was horrified. "Then what becomes of God? "  
Johannes smiled and shrugged his shoulders. "That's a 

question you mustn't ask, something to take up at school , 
in theology class." 

"Johannes ! Do you mean you deny the existence of 
God ?"  

"Deny? No,  my boy. I never deny an authority, not  even 
the most  dubious saint .  What has God got to do with phi
losophy? When I philosophize about life , I'm not question
ing dogma, I 'm only exercising my mind for the fun of 
it ." 

"But there can't be more than one truth." 
"Logically, you mean ? You're a good , faithful logician . 

But  why shouldn't there be three truths, or ten, as well as 
one?" 

"That's nonsense.  I f  what's true can also be false, then 
it simply ceases to be true ." 

"Yes, there's no way out .  Then there isn't one tru th or 
two, but none at  all . That's what i t  amounts to." 

After that they had many such conversa tions . Johannes 
was always willing to expatiate on Berthold's questions, 
but when 13erthold tried to pin him down, to make him 
profess some firm belief, he explained that  his whole dis
course had been nothing more than a dialectical exercise 
and that he did not care in the least whether he was right 
or wrong. or whether anyone took him seriously . The 
skepticism of this talkative Lothario, this inspired s tory
teller and excellent comrade, never ceased to amaze Ber
thold ; his view of the world and i ts i nhabitants was as 
cold and passionless as a textbook in mathematics . He 
took all men . good and bad. intel l igent and stupid. as he 
found them . and judged them only insofar as they might 
prove to be a help or a hindrance to himself and his plans .  
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He defended the clergy, but as to whether there was a 
God outside the imagination of a few theologians, he left 
the question open . Sometimes Berthold admired his un
ruffled coolness , and sometimes i t  exasperated him . 
Though in his heart he felt more and more strongly that 
such an outlook was foreign and hateful to his nature, he 
came to love these talks and to look upon Johannes as his 
favorite, indeed as his only friend .  

J ohannes tried t o  talk h i m  out o f  his lovesickness.  He 
laughed at Berthold, took him on amusing expeditions ,  
recommended girls of  easy virtue .  But Berthold was not  to 
be consoled . The blond maiden , whose name, he finally 
discovered, was Agnes, seemed to him more desirable than 
all the pleasures on earth . He f ollo\Yed her to church and 
back with silent passion . dreamed of her, and prayed to 
her. For her sake, he would have cast off his black coat 
withou t a tremor and performed any deed, however noble 
or infamous.  He renounced the fleeting pleasure he might 
have had with others and rejoiced in his sacrifice. He 
fasted when not required to, m erely to give his love an 
expression . Once he said to Johannes. "You don't know 
what i t  is to love . You know, I wou l dn't be surprised if 
some priests stayed chaste all their lives because they 
were in l ove wi th a wom an they cou ldn't honorably have." 

"Tha t  may be," said J ohannes . "There are all k inds of 
sain ts .  Some of them arc very strange . I 've heard of a 
man sacrificing every thing under the sun for the sake of a 
wom an who ga ins nothing by his  sacri fice and isn't even 
aware of i t .  She gets married , she has chi l dren , she has 
lovers , while he langu ishes and cats his heart ou t for no 
good reason . Such thi ngs happen .  I 'm sure they do, but 
that doesn't make them any l ess ridiculous .  I t's a kind of 
m adonna cu l t .  There are priests who really and truly wor
ship the madonna as an 

·
una t tainable beloved . Some 

people c la im in a l l  seriousness tha t  women arc bet ter, 
holier beings th an men.  But i t's not true .  If you refuse to 
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believe me or trust your own experience, just take a look 
at the doctrines of our Holy Church. Some of the older 
Church Fathers went so far as to say that women had no 
souls, and all the Fathers agree that woman is an inferior 
being, if not an instrument of the devil . That strikes me 
as cruel and you know I don't despise women, but all the 
same i t's rather silly to make angels of them and hold 
them sacred." 

Berthold had no answer to these arguments, but they 
pained him and he thought them false and unjust. He 
stopped talking to Johannes of his love, and listened 
sadly, but without envy, to his accounts of his numerous 
and dazzling amorous adventures, which he initiated and 
carried through with infinite guile . Berthold bore his love 
like a martyrdom that set him apart from other men, and 
in the saints and angels of the old Cologne masters he 
saw the sisters and likenesses of the winsome Agnes, 
whose blond hair and small, finely carved mouth illum
ined all his thoughts. He often watched outside the house 
of her father, who was a small merchant, an unassuming 
man with the good, congenial face of a lover of fine 
wines. He crept through the streets nearby, peered into 
the little vegetable garden, saw Agnes's girl friends going 
in and out. If instead of a seminarian he had only been a 
young merchant, a clerk, an architect, a silversmith , or 
even a journeyman cooper, he thought, he could have 
found an honorable way of making her acquaintance. As 
it was, he could not hope to approach her, because in view 
of his calling she would have taken any overture as an 
insult .  In  his misery he even tried to write poetry. He 
began a poem : 

I hnow a maiden fair 

And Agnes is her name 

But he got no further and tore the paper into bits. 
In the meantime, Johannes had quietly observed the 

dove, as he always called Agnes in speaking of her to 
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Berthold, and had concluded that in all likelihood her 
pretty little blond head was accessible to other than pious 
thoughts .  He found her quite to his liking and decided to 
see what he could do. If he succeeded, he thought ,  he 
would play the philanthropist and turn her over to the 
helpless Berthold.  If not, the intrigue in i tself would j us
tify his trifling pains and quite possibly he would make a 
charming new acquaintance. A born spy and adventurer , 
he always delighted in spinning threads and building 
bridges where it seemed difficult .  

Cautiously and without haste,  he made inquiries, con
vinced that sooner or later he would find a thread leading 
to the demure and unsuspecting m aiden . He observed her, 
inves tigated her relatives, her home life , her duties and 
habits. Through comrades , through servants and girl 
friends , he found out what he wanted , for in his adven
tures Johannes always made friends and never enemies ; 
the town was fu ll of people who \\'ere only too gl ad to 
repay him for services rendered, and his well -ordered 
memory never forgot any of them . 

And final ly the thread was found. Johannes had a pass
ing acquaintance wi th one of Agnes's girl friends, and 
another was friendl y with one of his schoolm ates .  Jo
hannes knew all about these friendships between s tu
dents and burghers' daugh ters . They were not love affairs , 
but only hopeful beginnings ; they seldom las ted long, and 
even more seldom led to any consumm ation . Often , \V i th 
the help of obl iging servan ts ,  the young people met in 
gardens or secluded lanes , sometimes alone, sometimes 
along with other couples ; they maintained the proprieties , 
con ten ting themselves with the diffiden t pleasure of meet
ing in secret .  A kiss was regarded as no mean pleasure 
and exploi t .  It was a first timid exploration of the ou ter 
courts of love, a halfway station between child's play and 
love . 

Johannes now made his preparations .  Everyth ing went 
smoothly ,  and he looked forward with pleasantly mild ex-
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citement to his meeting with Agnes, although he expected 
no benefit for Berthold and not much for himself. For 
safety's sake he had told no one of his plans.  Some days 
before, he had quarreled with Adam, who was ordinarily 
his confidant and helper in such matters. In their meet
ings, they had both remained sullenly silent .  Of course 
Johannes was confident that when he got around to i t  he 
would patch things up quickly and easily, as he had done 
many times before. 

But precisely because of the tension between them, 
Adam had watched him and had a pretty good idea of 
what he was plotting. He also knew that i t  could not be 
anything very serious ,  for Johannes was much too cau
tious to think of seducing a girl of good family, especially 
as he knew that the violent and irascible Berthold was in 
love with her. And even if that had been his intention, he 
would not ha\·e gone about it in this way, which could 
lead to nothing and necessarily involved witnesses . 

And �o, since the affair seemed harmless and since, 
what \vith the bad blood between them, Adam welcomed 
an opportunity to make a little trouble for Johannes , he 
went to Berthold, aroused him with vague hints, and 
finally, when he saw him bite, came out with the secret : 
Johannes would be meeting some girls the following 
afternoon in such and such a place, and a young lady in 
whom Berthold was interested would be present. 

Displeased that Adam seemed to know of his love and 
not wishing to reinforce his presumptions, Berthold re
frained from asking questions . He knew that Adam had a 
grudge against Johannes, and that prevented him from 
taking the communication very seriously. But lovers, 
especially ur�happy ones , are always suspicious .  He felt 
that it would be unjust to suspect Johannes, and yet he 
could not entirely dispel his suspicion . Though he did not 
thank Adam for his information, he decided to look into i t .  

\Vhen Johannes went to his rendezvous the next day, 
Berthold followed him at a distance. He saw him waiting 
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at a street corner; he saw a comrade join him and the two 
of them walk along chatting .  They went down to the 
Rhine. There they disappeared into a walled garden and 
closed the gate behind them. Berthold waited awhile. 
Then he climbed the wal l  at  a place which w as h idden 
from the garden by a tall elder tree. 

From where he sat, he could easily watch the garden. 
He couldn't see the two students or anyone else, but  he 
soon guessed that the company was i n  a small summer
house surrounded by foliage, through which he could not 
see.  Then he heard voices from within and recognized one 
of them as Johannes's , but he could not understand what 
was being said . From time to time he heard soft l au gh ter . 
There was a large pear tree in the middle of the garden ; 
around it beans , lettuce, and cucumbers were growing in 
narrow beds;  some of the cucumbers , large and almost 
ripe, hung down over the sand path . Farther on , there 
were young fruit trees in a small grass plot, and here and 
there a small flowerbed. Roses , gillyflowers , and rosemary 
filled the sti l l  air with a mild, sun-warm fragrance. 

Hidden by the elder, Berthold sat pa tiently on his wall ,  
looking absently a t  the peaceful garden . the Yegetables 
and flowers , the young trees and their motionless 
shadows, breathing the sun-drenched fragrance of the 
flowers and the familiar garden smells, which reminded 
him faintly of his home and early childhood . A weariness 
c ame over him and turned to sadness in his heart. There 
he sat ,  a lone and excluded on his walL an unbidden on
looker, while inside, his friend Johannes and other h appy 
young people were enjoying themselves. 

Time passed ; he thought of going away, for he was 
beginning to feel ashamed of this dismal and inglorious 
spying .  But the voices grew louder ; he heard movement in 
the summerhouse, and then the other student came out 
with a girl . Her face seem ed familiar and a momen t la ter 
he recognized her as one of Agnes's friends . He was sur
prised and horrified to see her there, for he knew that  
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Johannes was an experienced lover and that, left alone 
with a girl , he would not content himself with sweet inno
cent words. Hardly able to breathe, Berthold waited. 

He had waited only a few moments when his friend 
came out, and beside him, blushing and frightened, a 
slender girl wi th blond hair. When she turned to one side, 
he saw her face and recognized Agnes.  His heart stood 
still ; he fel t as if it were being snatched out of his breast.  

Pale and on the brink of unconsciousness, he neverthe
less managed to keep himself in hand ; making sure that 
he was well hidden, he looked down with burning eyes . 
He saw Johannes with his long eyelashes and his deli
cately smiling, girlish lips . Silent and with downcast  eyes, 
Agnes was walking beside him. He saw Johannes's grace
ful movements as he turned toward her; he saw Johannes 
looking with a courtly, self-assured smile into her deli
cate, troubled face, and saw him speak to her, softly and 
cajolingly. And little mind as Berthold h ad for metaphors , 
he could not help thinking of the serpent,  the tempter in 
the garden . 

Without a sound , Berthold slipped down the wall on 
the outside and hid behind a damaged old boat that had 
been drawn up on the riverbank. He heard the flow of the 
water and the shouts of the bargemen, he saw lizards in 
the grass and wriggling little wood lice at play on the 
rotting floor of the boat, but all this was unreal, passing 
over him like a dream. The river flowed by, and with it 
flowed Berthold's past, a shadowy dream, washed away 
by gliding, indifferent waves , reduced to nothing and not 
worth thinking about .  His decision had been made, and 
nothing else was real or alive . 

Time passed, perhaps an hour, perhaps much less. 
Then the garden gate opened . Johannes's comrade came 
out, looked around, and went away. Berthold lay in wait .  
A little later the gate opened again and two girls came 
out. First they looked anxious ;  then, smiling with relief, 
they started back to town together. Berthold watched 
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them go and followed A gnes's slender shape with his 
eyes .  When the two of them were gone, he looked around. 
There was no one to be seen.  

Again the gate opened, and Johannes came out.  He 
closed the door, locked it ,  and put the key in his pocket .  At 
that moment Berthold took a long leap and fell on him . 
Before Johannes could cry out,  Berthold clu tched his 
throat in both hands.  He threw him to the ground, looked 
into his face, and tigh tened his grip. He saw him tum 
white, then red , saw his eyes bulge, saw the old smile on 
his lips freeze into an idiotic  :srimace. Desperately Jo
h annes thrashed about him , but with unflinching hands 
Berthold held him fast .  He d id not ut ter a single word, nor 
did he strike Johannes or make any unnecessary move
ment. He merely tensed his fingers around the quivering, 
swelling throa t ,  and waited for the end . 

Then he looked around and ,,·ondered what to do with 
the body.  The Rhine, he thou gh t ,  bu t there it would be 
discovered too soon . And so he carried it to the old boat 
and sho\'ed it underneath . Then h e  wen t home. 

His state of m i n d  was , ·ery d i ffere n t  from when as a 
child he th ou gh t he h ad k i l led h i s  pl aym ate .  This was a 
real murder ,,· i th ma l ice a fore thou gh t , and h e  felt no re
morse. True, he regret ted b i t terly t h a t  it h ad to be his only 
frien d .  B u t  s i nce e\ eryt h i n �  tha t h ad tbus far been h i s  life 

was sb a t tered , he was almost  glad that  b e  had destroyed 
i t  so rad ic al ly and t h a t  h e  was l e a \ ing no loose ends be
h i nd h i m .  l l i s  f ri en d  had pro\·ed false .  his love had been 
fal s e  and r idiculous ,  h i s  c a l l i n g h a d  been a mis take, and 
now with h i s  O\\ n h a nds he h ad s trang led them a l l  and 
put them beh i nd h i m .  i\:ow be m u s t  try to l i ve and to fino 
a new career ; perh aps i t  would be the r i �h t  one nex t t i m e .  

B u t  first o f  a l l  b e  \\ Ou l d  h a \'e t o  save h i <;  sk i n .  Wel l ,  h e  
knew wh a t  awai ted him i f  he were caugh t .  He k n e w  that 
once his crime was disco\·ered h e  would have only 
enem i es and death was certa in  . . Job annes h i msel f i n  h i s  
s tories h ad often descri bed arrests . tri a l s ,  a n d  i gnom i n i -
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ous executions with all their ghastly details. At the first 
moment, when he was still holding his dead friend in his 
arms and his mind was still full of the fair Agnes and the 
scene in the garden , he had thought of letting things take 
their course, of waiting to be arrested, of denying nothing. 
Better to die than to live the life of a fugitive, burdened 
with such memories. Now that everyone and everything 
had deceived and forsaken him, life no longer seemed 
worth all the struggle and sacrifice. But once he had left 
the corpse and started for town, life appeared to him on 
all sides with i ts old familiar face and such thoughts were 
forgotten. I f  the beadles were already after him and 
escape was no longer possible, he would defend his life 
with his last strength . 

The cool courage of desperation made him cautious 
and circumspect. In case his quickly conceived plan 
should fail, he was determined to make his enemy feel his 
strength and to sell his life dearly.  The thought calmed 
him, and he did what had to be done with cool deliber
ation. 

I t  was not yet evening when he left the city at a slow, 
deliberate pace. He still had his black coat on , but under it 
he was dressed in peasant buckram, and he had provided 
himself with two talers . A brisk evening wind was blow
ing. When the bells began to ring in Cologne and Berthold 
looked back for a moment, he saw the city's towers gray 
and ghostlike in the evening mist. He had long since 
wrapped his black coat around a good-sized stone and 
thrown it into the river. He was bound for Westphalia, 
where he hoped to find a recruiting sergeant and to dis
appear in the shadow of the banners, in the turmoil of the 
great war. 

Here, 1l '11ere Bert lwld s t arts on lt is way to the adven

t ures of t l tc  Tit irt y Y cars' War, the m mwscript breahs 

off. 
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Friends 

T
HE low-ceilinged tavern was full of smoke, beer 
fumes, dust, and noise. A few juniors were swinging 

sabers at each other, setting up momentary whirls in the 
dense tobacco smoke, a drunk was sitting on the floor, 
gibbering a senseless song, and some older students were 
playing dice at the end of the long table. 

Hans Calwer motioned to his friend Erwin l\Ii.ihletal 
and went to the door. 

"Hey !" one of the dice players cried ou t .  "Leavin g so 
soon ?"  

Hans nodded but  didn't stop. l\Iiihletal followed him 
out. They descended the steep old wooden stairs and left 
the building, which by then was almost en tirely silen t .  
The wide,  deserted market square received them with 
blue starligh t and the cold air of a winter nigh t .  Breathing 
deeply and opening his coat ,  which he had just but toned , 
Hans s tarted for home. His friend followed without  a 
word ; he almost always walked C alwer home at nigh t .  
But  a t  the second in tersection Erwin stopped . "''m going 
to bed ,'' he said . "Good night . "  

"Good night ," said Hans curtly, and continued on his 
way. But after a few steps he turned around and called 
out to his friend . 

"Erwin !" 
"Yes?" 
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"Wait. I 'll walk a way with you." 
"All right. But I 'm going to bed, I'm half asleep al

ready ." 
Hans walked back and took Erwin's arm. But instead of 

heading for Erwin's room, he led him down to the river 
and across the old bridge to the long avenue of plane 
trees . Erwin offered no opposition. Finally he asked , 
"Well, what's up? I 'm really tired ." 

"Are you ? So am I .  But not in the same way." 
"All right. What is i t?"  
"To make a long story short, this is  my last Wednesday 

at the tavern ." 
"You're out of your mind ." 
"No, you're out of your mind if that stuff still  amuses 

you . Bellowing songs, guzzling beer because that was the 
thing to do, listening to idiotic speeches, letting twenty 
simpletons grin at you and slap you on the back-no, I 've 
had enough and I 'm through . Like everybody else, I was 
in a s tate of intoxication when I joined . But I'm leaving 
with a clear head and for good reasons. I'm getting out 
tomorrow."  

"Yes, but  . . .  " 

"''ve made up my mind, and that's that. I haven't told 
anyone else. You're the only one it concerns at all . I 
wasn't asking your advice." 

"Then I won't give i t  to you . So you're getting out. 
There's bound to be a bit of a row." 

"Not necessarily." 
"Maybe not. Anyway, i t's your business . I t  doesn't really 

surprise me. You've always complained , and I'll admit 
that our crowd isn't very exciting. But  I assure you, the 
other fraternities are no better. Or were you thinking of 
joining a Korps-on your allowance?" 

"No. Did you really think I was getting out so as to join 
something else? If that was the way I felt , I might just as 
well stay put. Korps or Burschenschaft or Landsmann-
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schaft-they're all the same. I 'm sick of playing the clown 
to three dozen fraternity brothers. I want to be my own 
master. That's all ." 

"That's all, you say. I ought to advise you against it ,  but 
with you I know better. If you regret it  in three weeks 

" 

"You really must be sleepy. Al l  right, go to bed and 
forgive me for taking up your precious time with such 
nonsense. Good night .  I'm going to walk some more ." 

Alarmed and somewhat irritated, Erwin ran after him. 
"You'll h ave to admit it's h ard to talk to you . Why do you 
tell me these things if I 'm not allowed to say anything?"  

" I  thought you might be  interes ted." 
"Good God , Hans, be reasonable.  What's the good of 

being so touchy between friends ? "  
"You don't unders tand me." 
''There you go again ! Get some sense.  You say six 

words, and the minute I answer, you claim that  I don't 
unders tand . Now tell me plainly what you were driving 
at ." 

"I simply wanted to tel l  you I was getting out of the 
fra ternity tomorrow." 

"And what else ? "  
"The rest, I believe , i s  u p  t o  you ." 
Erwin began to see the light.  
"Oh ," he said with forced calm. "You're getting out to

morrow after taking plenty of time to think it over. And 
now you think I shou ld run after you without a moment's 
hesi tation . But,  you sec, I don't find the so-called tyranny 
of the fraternity so very oppressive , and for the time being 
I 'm perfectly sa tisfied with some of the men .  I 'm a l l  for 
friendship, but I refuse to be your poodle ."  

"I see . I can only repeat that I 'm sorry to have taken up 
your time. Goodbye ." 

He walked away slowly, with the nervous, a ffectedly 
ligh t step that Erwin knew so wel l .  Erwin looked after 
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him, meaning at first to call him back. But from moment 
to moment that became more difficult. 

"Let him go!" he grumbled under his breath . He fol
lowed Hans with his eyes until he vanished in the dark
ness and the bluish snow-light .  Then he turned around 
and slowly walked the whole length of the avenue, 
climbed the steps to the bridge, and headed for his room. 
He was sorry for what had happened and all his thoughts 
were with his old friend. But at the same time he re
membered that in the last few weeks Hans had become 
steadily more arrogant, more domineering, and harder to 
please. And now he wanted with two words to make him 
take an important step, just as in their school days he had 
drawn him into his escapades without so much as a by
your-leaYe. No, this was too much . He had been right in 
letting Hans go. Maybe he'd be better off without Hans . 
Throughout their friendship, it now seemed to him, he 
had been the tolerated inferior who just tagged along;  his 
fraternity brothers had teased him about i t  often enough . 

He was walking faster now, impelled by a spurious ela
tion ; he felt courageous and resolute .  He quickly opened 
the outside door, climbed the stairs to his room, and went 
to bed without putting on the light .  Surrounded by a gar
land of blue stars, the steeple of the Stiftskirche looked in 
through the window. The dying embers in the stove 
glowed faintly. Erwin couldn't sleep. 

Angrily he sought out memory after memory that fitted 
his bitter mood. He summoned up an adYocate inside him 
to proYe that he was right and Hans was wrong.  The 
advocate had assembled copious material . Sometimes he 
resorted to unfair methods, bringing up nicknames and 
terms of abuse that the fraternity brothers had coined for 
Hans, or repeating arguments which Erwin had used in 
past moments of indignation and which he had always 
been ashamed of later on. Even now he felt rather 
ashamed and occasionally cut the advocate short when he 
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became too acrimoniou s .  B u t  come ro think of i t ,  what 
was the good of forbearance now, ''"hy should he \Yeigh 
his words ? 0Yercome by bitterness,  he refashioned his 
picture of their friendship , until  nothing remained of it  
but a humiliating selTitude.  

He was amazed a t  the flood of memories that rose up in 
support of this Yiew. There were d ays \Yhen h e  had come 
to Hans \\ith serious "·orries and \Yhen, instead of t aking 
him seriously, Hans had merely poured out "ine or 
dragged him off to a dance.  On o th er occasions,  \Yhen h e  
h ad been h appy and full of alluring plan s ,  H an s .  ''ith a 
glance or a fe'" words,  had made him feel ash amed of his 
good cheer. Once Hans h ad gone so far as to speak in 
positiwly insul tin g terms of the girl En,·in was i n  low 
\\ith at the time. And actuallY it  \Yas Hans who had t al ked 
him in to j oining the fraternity in the firs t place: he h ad 
j oined only to please him . All in all . h e'd ha,·e preferred 
the B u rschensch aft . 

EnYin found no peace. :\ lore and more buried mem
ories ,  reaching back to the remote twiligh t of their school 
years . kept rising to the surface . AhYays , in all their esca
pades . h e  h ad been the patient .  long-suffering dol t .  
Whene\·er they qu arreled . h e  had always been the one to 
apolo gize or to pretend to h a,·e forgotten all abou t i t .  And 
'"hY had he done all th a t ?  Wh at \Yas there about this 
H ans Cah,·er that he should ha,·e kept running after him ? 
Oh yes.  a certain "·i t .  a certain assurance in his m anner.  
n o  doubt of th at ; he could be cle,·er. and he kne'" \\'hat he 
wan ted . B u t ,  on the other h and . he was dreadfully  con
ceited : he was always doing thin Q:s for effec t .  he looked 
down on eYerybody. forgot appoin tments and promi ses . 
bu t flew into a rage if anyone else fai led to keep a promise 
to the letter. Oh \\·el l ,  that could pass .  Hans had ah,·ays 
been rather touchy.  bu t his arrogance. his self-assurance .  
his  eternal su perciliousness.  as though nothin g \\'ere good 
enough for him - that was u n forgivable .  
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One of these silly memories kept plaguing him. They 
had been thirteen or fourteen at the time. Every summer 
they had filched plums from a tree belonging to Erwin's 
neighbor . As usual, Erwin kept his eye on the tree and 
inspected i t  now and then. One afternoon he had gone to 
Hans and said with a joyful ,  mysterious air , "Hey, they're 
ripe ." "What?"  Hans had asked , with a look implying that 
he didn't know what Erwin was talking about and that his 
thoughts were busy with something entirely different .  
When Erwin, astonished and laughing, reminded him of 
the plums, he had said with an air of condescending com
miseration , "Plums? Oh , you want me to s teal plums? No, 
thank you ." 

Who did he take himself for? Anything to make him
self interesting !  That was the story of the plums, and i t  
had been just  the same with all their enthusiasms : gym
nastics, declamation, girls ,  bicycling, and so on . From one 
day to the next ,  an occupation that had been taken for 
granted was disposed of with a shrug of the shoulders and 
a look of : What are you talking about ?  And now suddenly 
walking out of the fraterni ty. Erwin had wanted to join 
the Burschenschaft . Oh no, Hans wouldn't hear of it , and 
Erwin had given in.  Hans and Hans alone had decided 
which fraternity to join , but he didn't say a word about  
that now. Sometimes of  course Erwin couldn't help agree
ing with Hans's j ibes and complaints about fraternity life. 
But once you had joined , there was no excuse for break
ing your word and walking out simply because you were 
bored . He in any case meant to do no such thing, and 
certainly not just to please Hans . 

The hours sounded from the belfry, the fire in the stove 
had gone out. Little by l i ttle, Erwin calmed down, his 
memories blurred and faded, his arguments and recrimi
nations d ied away. the s tern advocate fel l  silent. But  he 
stil l couldn't get to sleep . He \vas dejected . Why should he 
feel dejected? He need only have consul ted his heart ,  
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which was more laval than his mind . Undeterred bv the 
angry accusations or weary silence of his mind, his heart 
was still beating sadly for his friend, "·ho had \valked 
away from him under the plane trees, in the pale moon
light .  

:\Ieamvhile, H ans \Valked through the park along the 
riYerbank . As he s u·ode from a\·enue to a\·enue, his pace 
s teadied.  From time to time .  he stopped and looked a tten
tiYely at the dark riYer and the sleeping tO\Vn . He \Vas no 
longer thinking of Envin. He was mulling oYer \vhat he 
would do next day, what he should say, and what attitude 
to take . He shrank from explaining his resign ation, be
cause his reasons \vere of such a nature that he could not 
s tate them and could not expose himself to counterargu
ments and attempts to dissuade him . ?'\o, he wouldn't u·y 
to justify himself. That \vas the only way-he would just 
haYe to let  the \voh·es howl . Abo,·e all ,  no argu ments .  no 
discussion of matters that concerned n o  one but himself 
\\ith men who simply didn't understand him . \\'ord for 
word, he pondered '"h a t  he would say.  Of course he was 
well aware that he would say something entirely different 
next day, bu t the more thoroughly he explored the situa
tion in ad,·ance, the be tter able he \Yould be to keep c alm . 
And that was the main thi n g :  to keep calm, to i gnore 
misunderstandings.  to put up with reproaches.  bu t abo,·e 
all to aYoid arguments and not to play the part of a mis
unders tood Yictim . much less that of an accuser, a knm,-
it-al l .  or a reformer. 

Hans tried to ,·isualize the faces of the Head and of the 
other fraternity brothers . especiall y those he disliked , 
who, he feared , might proYoke him and ruffle his c alm . 
He sa\\· their looks of surprise and displeasure : saw them 
take on the countenances of the judge, the offended 
friend, the beneYolen t  men tor : saw their expression s of 
coldness ,  disappro,·aL i ncomprehension , almost of h a tred. 

In the end h e  smiled as though the whole scene \Yere 
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already behind him. With disbelief and a kind of curiosity, 
he recalled the day when he had joined the fraternity and 
that whole amazing first term. Despite his high hopes, he 
had arrived at the university with a fairly cool head. But 
then came that strange, in toxicating week during which 
older students had been friendly to him, drawn him into 
conversation, and listened to him with interest . They 
found him alert and clever and told him so;  they praised 
his social grace, which he had always doubted, and his 
originality. And in his intoxication he had let himself be 
deluded. It seemed to him that he had come from alien 
solitude to like-minded companionship, to a place and a 
society where he could feel at home, and that he was not 
cut out to be such a solitary freak as he had always 
thought. Here the social life he had often missed, the 
desperately longed-for community in which he might lose 
himself, seemed near, possible, attainable, almost self
evident .  This lasted for a time. He was happy, he felt 
saved, he was grateful and open to all, had a warm greet
ing for everyone, found everyone charming, took a whim
sical pleasure in learning the rites of the tavern, and was 
even able to join with genuine feeling in some of their 
idiotic songs. Yet it didn't last so very long. He soon no
ticed how few of them were aware of the idiocy, how 
stereotyped and conventional the witty speeches and the 
friendly, easygoing manners of his fraternity brothers 
were. Soon he was unable to take them quite seriously 
when they held forth about the dignity and sanctity of the 
fraternity, its name, its colors, i ts banners, and its 
weapons, and soon he found himself looking with malig
nan t  curiosity on the elderly philistines who on visits to 
the university town would drop in on their "young frater
nity brothers," tank up on beer, and with antique gestures 
join in the youthful merriment ,  which was still the same 
as in their own day. He heard what his comrades thought 
about their studies, about the university in general, about 
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their future positions and careers .  He saw what they read, 
how they j udged their professors, and occasionally their 
opinion of him came to his ears. Then he knew that 
everything was the same as before, the same as every
where else. He knew that  he fitted into this community no 
better than into any other. 

It had taken from then until today for his decision to 
mature. If not for Erwin ,  it would have gone more 
quickly. Erwin had held him back, p artly with his affec
tionate ways, and partly  because he felt responsible to 
Erwin for h aving drawn him into the fraternity.  Now he 
would see how Erwin reacted . If he felt  happier in the 
fraternity, Hans had no right to drag him into a different 
life . He had been irri table and unfriendly; this evening 
again he h ad been short with him . But  why did Erwin put  
up with i t ?  

Erwin was no mediocrity, but he was weak and u nsure 
of himself. Hans looked back to the beginning of their 
friendship, when after prolonged bashful advances Erwin 
h ad finally won him over . Since then Hans h ad taken the 
initiative in everyth ing : games, exploits ,  fashions,  sports, 
reading .  Erwin had welcomed his friend's weirdes t ideas 
and wildest projects wi th admiration and unders tanding, 
and had never left him alone. But Erwin himself, it 
seemed to Hans, had done or thought very little.  Erwin 
had almost always unders tood him, always admired him, 
and fallen in wi th everything .  But their life together had 
not been an organic fusion of two individual lives ; rather, 
Erwin had s imply led his friend's life. I t  now occurred to 
Hans, and the thought frightened him, that in their long 
friendship he himself had not,  as he had always though t, 
been the knowing, perceptive party. On the contrary, 
Erwin knew him better than anyone else had ever known 
him, but he knew Erwin very little. Erwin had always 
been his mirror , his imi ta tor. Perhaps in all the hours 
when he was not with Hans, he had led an entirely differ-
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ent life .  How well he had gotten along with certain of 
their schoolmates and now with certain fraternity 
brothers with whom Hans had formed no rela tionship at 
a l l ,  not even one of mutual aversion ! It was sad . Could it 
be that in reality he had had no friend at all , possessed no 
share in someone else's l ife? He had had a companion, a 
lis tener, a yes-man,  a henchman, and no more ! 

He recalled the last words Erwin had spoken on this 
wretched evening : "I refuse to be your poodle." So Erwin 
himself had sensed the nature of their relationship ; he 
had played the poodle now and then because he admired 
Hans and l iked him . l 'ndoubtedly he had long been aware 
of this state of affairs and occasionally rebelled ,  but never 
a word of all  this to Hans . Unbeknownst to his friend, he 
had led a second, very different life of his own, in which 
his friend played no part .  

Depressed by these thoughts, which wounded his pride 
and made him feel impoverished , Hans tried to pu t them 
aside.  He needed forti tude and a cool head for the next 
day ; this was no time to worry about Erwin. And yet it 
now dawned on him for the firs t time that in his present 
situa tion only  one thing really mattered to him : Would 
Erwin fol low him out of the fraternity or let him down? 
The rest was a mere formality,  the ou tward consumma
tion of a process he had inwardly completed long ago. 
Only because of Erwin did it become a venture and a test 
of strength . If Erwin stayed behind. if Erwin gave him up, 
Hans had lost the battle ; then in his l ife and person he 
would indeed be inferior to the others ; then he could 
never again hope to attach another human being to him
self and hold him fast .  And if tha t was so , this was a bad 
time for him, much worse than anything that had gone 
before . 

Once again, as on a number of past occasions , he was 
seized with helpless rage at all the imposture in the world 



Frie11ds ( 61 

and at himself for h a\ing let  h imself be taken in bY i t  
time and time again . despite h i s  better knowledge-most 
recently by the unh-ersity and especially by s tudent lif e .  
The uniYersity w a s  a n  antiqu ated. badly organized school : 
it gaw the s tudent ''"ha t  appeared to be almost unlimited 
freedom . only to enslaw him all the more completely in 
the end "ith a mechanical.  cu r-and-dried sYstem of exam
inations.  "-bile doing nothin g  to protec t him a gainst injus
tices ran ging from beneYolent pau·onage to bribery. But 
"-hat really plagued him "·as s tudent life . the gradation of 
the fraterni ties according to origins and wealth . the 
speeches that made you thin k of flag-raising ceremonies 
and middle-cl ass choral societies.  the oath s of allegiance 
to the colors . the threadbare. -,merlY obsolete Old Heidel
berg romanticism. the cult of the free-and-equ al student 
side by side with ,,-orship of the razor-ed ged uouser 
crease. To think that all this cominued to exi st .  and tha t  
he himself h a d  fallen into s o  bl a t an t  a trap � 

Hans remembered a student who h a d  sat beside him 
now and then in a course in the h i s torY of Orien tal reli
gion s .  He wore a t h i c k  a nces tra l laden co a t . bean· 
� . 

peasant boots . pa tched trousers.  a n d  a rou gh. knit ted 
muffler- a  son of peas ant s a n d  a theology s tu dent  n o  
doubt . F o r  h i s  fashionable t el lo\Y � t u dent s "·i t h  their c a p s  
and ribbo n s .  their g a ) o .., h e -,  and fin e  o\·ercoa t s .  their gold c c 

pinc e-nez and elegant th i n c a n e� .  t or the..,e s tra n gers from 
another \\ Orl d .  he ah\ a� :- h ad a kindl y .  a l m o s t adm ir i n g . 

�·e t someh o\\- �u perior smi le .  I le  c u t  a rather comic,1 l  fig
ure.  ,,-hich u -, u a l l �· s truck H a n -.  a-. p,Hhe t i c a l l y  tom bin g . 
bu t a t t imes he fou n d  the man imprcs-, i ,· e .  ;\o\Y he re
flected t h a t  th i -;  nobod Y ,,- a ..,  clo:-er to  him th,m all hb so
cal led conn ,ldc" .  and he em· i ed h i m  a l i t t le  for the c .1 lm 
con tentm e n t  \\ i t h  '' hich he ,,-ore h i s  i :-o l a t i on a n d  h i s  
crude h i gh boo t s .  Th i s ' '  ,1 s ,1 m an ,,-ho l i ke himo;,cJt  '' a s  
a l l  a l o n e .  y e t  h e  seemed to be a t  peac e .  i m pen·ious t o  the 
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' "Indeed I have. l "m sorry to  haYe disturbed you , but  
n ow that  I 'm here, I hope you'll allow me to  say a few 
words .

.. 

A t  the professor's bidding h e  sat  down and told him his 
s tory . 

.. 1 don't kno\\' how you feel abou t fra ternities, Herr Pro
fessor, or whether you fmd my reasons acceptable. I n  any 
case, nothing can be done,  1 \·e already resigned." 

The frai l ,  slender professor smiled. 
" l\ I y  good friend. wh a t  can I say ? If you\·e done wh a t  

you h ad t o  do. then i t's a l l  for the bes t .  True, I take a 
different Yiew of fra ternity  l ife. Our s tudents h aYe a grea t 
deal of freedom . To m e  i t  seems a good thing t h a t  you 
should subject you r freedom to laws i n  these organiza
tions,  that in play.  as it \\·ere, you should set up a kind of 
society or s tate  to  which the ind i\·idual subordinates him
self. Such a s tate .  I belieYe, has its value, especially for 
thosP of you who are unsociable by nature. It provides you 
with a pleasa n t  way of adapting yourselves to what every
one must learn la ter on , often at the cost  of bitter sacri
fices : to live with others.  to belong to a community,  to 
sen·e others,  and yet to  m ai n tain his independence. 
EYeryone must learn that sooner or la ter, and i n  my ex
perience this sort of preparatory school makes i t  appre
ciably easier.  I hope you \Yill fi nd other ways of accom
plishing the same thing and that you \\'On· t  be in too much 
of a hurry  to i mmure yourself in the soli tude of the 
scholar or art ist .  \\'hen you need such solitude. i t  will 
come bv i t self. there's no need to i nYi te it. Your decision 
s tr ikes me offhand as a defensiYe reac tion to the disap
poin tmen t that  all social  l i fe is  bound to pro\·oke. I have 
the impression that you're s l igh t ly neurasthenic. and that 
makes \·our react ion doublv understandable. It 's  not  for 

- . 

me to sav anv more. 
A silence follo\ved. l l ans seemed embarrassed and not  
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fully s .i tisfied. The profe5 50r looked .lt him 1:ind.ly our of 
his somewha t  ctr·ed gr2.y eye s .  

-surely .- he 5 aid "ith .1 mille .  -you didn·t inug:ine that 
your deci5ioa would seriou5ly ch ange my opinion of you 
or less en my regard for �-ou ? -Good . rm gl.id you know 
me well enou s::h for th.lt.-

H.l115 s tood up and thanked the profe5 50r warmly. 
Then he blushed a little and 5aid. ·just one more ques
tion. Herr Professor. It"s my m .. lin re.1son for comir1�.  
�lust  I 5 top seeing you or cur down on my 'isits ro you ? I 
d on·t 1:J1ow wh.H to think. rm nor ple .. 1dir1g. only .. 1sking 
for .1 hint .-

The professor g .. n·e h im his lu.nd . 
-n1ere·s m�- him . Come when you li.l.:;e. L"\cept on � Ion

day ewnings .  true.  � Iond .. 1y i s  open hou � e .  bu t th .u·s 

when the fr .. uernitY brothers come. H .. l,-e I answered Your 
question T 

. . 

··Yes . .1nd many th anks . rm s o  glad �-ou ·re not .. mgry. 
GoodbYe. Herr Profe-s -sor:· 

Hans left  the house .  wem down the from s teps . .111d 
c rossed the snow-coYered s:arden to the s ue-e r .  The imer
\iew h .. 1d turned our pre t t y  much .1 s he lud expec ted :  yet 
he was gr .. u eful for the pro t e :'sor·� friendline� � - I f  this  
house lud been closed to him.  he would h.n·e lost  his  Ll� t  
tie to  the rown . which h e  w a s  u n .1ble to lean•_  From h i s  
fir s t  Yisit  o n .  the professor .1nd h i s  ,,; fe_ for whom he fel t 
.m .1lmos t loYin s:: \·ener.H ion _ had s truck him .1s kindred 
s piri t s .  Both of  them . he telt .  were the kin d  of people who 
took things h .. ud .md oudn nornully to h .n·e been u n
happ::• . Yet he s .1w th .. H the:· were noL though i t  w.1 s  pLli n 
du t the profes sor-'-s wife suffered from her childlesmes s .  
These people. i t  se-emed t o  him .  lud .. 1chieYed some thing 
which he too migh t  hope to .lchie\ e - .. 1 Yic rorv OYer them
seh·es .. md the world . ..  md with i t  .. 1 w .. umth .md depth of 
fe-eling.  such as one finds in in ,·a!id s who h.1Ye u.m-



66 ) T A L E S  O F  S T U D E N T  L I F E  

scended all but their bodily illness and whose endangered 
souls have fought their way through suffering to a puri
fied, beautiful life . The suffering that dra\vs others down 
has done them good . 

Hans reflected with satisfaction that i t  was time for the 
e\'ening pin t at the Crown and that he didn't ha\'e to go. 
He went home, shoYeled a bit of coal into the sto\'e, strode 
back and forth humming softly, and looked out at the 
gathering darkness. He was easy in his mind ; it seemed to 
him that good times lay ahead , modest hard work toward 
worthy ends, the frugal contentment of a scholarly life, in 
which personal existence runs along almost unnoticed, 
since passion and struggle and the heart's unrest have 
been relegated to the unearthly realm of speculation . 
Since he was ob,·iously not meant for student life, he 
would study. not in order to pass some examination and 
attain to some post ,  but in order to enhance his strength 
and his yearnings by measuring them against great pre
occupations. 

He broke off his tune, lit the lamp, and sat down with 
his head in his hands , over a much-read Yolume of Scho
penhauer, full of pencil marks and comments . He began 
with two sentences that he had already underlined twice : 
'This strange capacity for contenting oneself ,,·ith words 
is more to blame than anything else for the perpetuation 
of errors . Leaning on words taken 0\·er from their prede
cessors . men have cheerfully o\'erlooked obscurities and 
problems, which thus disregarded ha,·e propagated them
selYes down through the centuries from book to book, so 
that a thinker, especially if he is young, is driven to won
der whether he alone is incapable of understanding them, 
or \Yhether he is indeed confronting something incompre
hensible ."  

Like most highly talented individuals, Hans was forget
ful .  A new state, a new set of ideas could so take hold of 
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him for a time that he u tterly forgot everyday concerns 
which only a short while before had been living and pres
ent. This lasted until he h ad fully m astered and assimi
la ted his new interest .  Then his carefully cultivated 
memory of his life as a whole came back to him and all 
manner of sharp, clear images forced themselves , some
times painfully, on his attention . At such t imes he 
suffered the bit ter torment of  a l l  self-observers who are 
not creative artists . 

He had quite forgotten Erwin . He had no need of him 
for the moment ;  content with his regained peace and 
freedom, he thought neither of the past nor of the future, 
but merely satisfied his longing-which in the last few 
months had become a craving-for solitude, reading, and 
work . He basked in the feel ing that the days of noise and 
too many comrades had vanished almost withou t a trace.  

Wi th Erwin it was different .  He  had avoided a meet ing 
with Hans and l istened \\·ith stubborn impassiYity to the 
news of his resignat ion and to the angry or regretful com
ments of his fraterni ty brothers . Because he was known 
to be the deserter's friend , he was subjec ted , during the 
firs t two days, to remarks th at made h im angrier than 
ever at Hans and more determi ned not to make up with 
him . Yet for all h ie;  determinat ion, every unjust or mal i 
cious word abou t his  friend gal led him . S ince he had no 
desire to suffer unnecec;sari ly for his un gra teful friend , he 
instinc tively avoided the soli tude tha t would ha\ e made 
him th ink,  and spen t the whole day with his comrades , 
talking and drinking himc;elf  into a state of idiot ic levity.  

But that  was no hel p. He was unable to banish his 
i rksome friend from his hear t .  I l is  art i ficial euphoria was 
fol lowed by deep deject ion,  compounded of grief for his  
lost friend and di sc;a tic;faction with h imself. He fel t  
ashamed of his cowardice and o f  his d isin genuous efforts 
to forget I Ians.  One morning,  ten days a fter I f ans's res ig
na tion from the fra terni ty, Erwin went for a stroll wi th a 
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group of his fraternity brothers . I t  was a sunny winter 
morning, the sky was blue, the air dry and crisp .  The 
narrow streets of the old town were bright with the 
colored caps of students, and the hard wintry ground re
sounded with the hoofbeats of horses bearing sprucely 
clad riders. 

Erwin and his comrades,  ten or twelve of them all in 
resplendent brick-red caps, sauntered through the main 
s treets, saluting with meticulous dignity when they 
passed friends sporting different colors, acknowledging 
the humble greetings of servants, innkeepers, and shop
keepers with easy condescension, looking in shop win
dows, stopping at busy street corners, and exchanging 
loud, uninhibited comments on the girls, women, pro
fessors, riders , and horses that passed . 

They stopped outside a bookshop to inspect the display 
of pictures, books, and posters . Suddenly the shop door 
opened and Hans Calwer came out. All ten or twelve red 
caps turned scornfully away, or tried with frozen faces 
and unnaturally raised eyebrows to express non-recogni
tion, rejection, contempt, in short, u tter disregard of his 
existence. 

Erwin , who had come close to bumping into Hans, 
flushed and turned from the showcase in a gesture of 
flight. Seemingly unruffled , Hans moved off without 
undue haste ; he hadn't noticed Erwin, and the others 
didn't trouble him in the least .  As he went his way, he 
took pleasure in the thought that the all-too-familiar caps 
and faces had upset him very little ; he could hardly be
lieve that only two weeks ago he had s till been one of 
them. 

Erwin was unable to hide his agitation and embar
rassment .  

"Nothing to get upset about," said his senior brother 
good-naturedly. Another grumbled, "That arrogant bas-
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tard ! He wasn't even embarrassed ! I felt like swatting him 
one." 

"Rubbish," said the Head appeasingly . "His behavior 
under the circumstances was perfect .  N'en parlons plus." 

Erwin stayed with his comrades until the next street 
crossing.  Then he left them with a brief excuse and went 
home. Up until then it  hadn't so much as occurred to him 
that he might meet Hans on the s treet at any moment, 
and in the course of these ten days he actually had not 
laid eyes on him. He didn't k now whether Hans had no
ticed him, but the ridiculously undignified incident had 
left him with an uneasy conscience. I t  was just too silly ;  
his best friend hardly two steps away and h e  couldn't even 
bid him good morning.  In his first defiant days he had 
gone so far as to promise his senior brother that he would 
have no "unofficial dealings" with Hans Calwer. Now it 
was beyond him how he could have m ade such a promise. 
and he would ha\·c broken it withou t  a qualm.  

But  Hans hadn't looked as if h e  were grievin g  for a lost 
friend.  His face and gait had been calm and untroubled . 
Erwin could sec that  face so clearly :  the cooL in telligen t 

eyes ; the  thin,  somewha t  arrogant lips : the firm, clean
shaven checks : the clear, o\·ersizcd forehead .  That was 
how h e  looked in their early school days, when Erwi n  had 
admired h im so ferven tly,  h ardly daring to h ope that this  
noble , sel f-assu red. qu iet ly  passion ate boy m i ght  someday 
be his friend. \VeiL l l ans had been his friend .  and Erwin  
h ac! let h im down . 

Yes , he had forcibly repressed his grief over h is breach 
with Hans and deluded h imself  with spurious merr iment . 
He passed judgment and found h imself guil t y .  forget t ing 
that  IIans h ad often made it very h ard for h i m  to go on 
being h is friend. that he him self h J.cl often doubted H ans's 
friendship , thJ.t llans m ight h ave come to see h im or writ
ten to him by now . l ie also forgot that in  his rebellion 
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against playing the poodle he had wanted to break off 
their unequal relationship . He forgot everything but his 
loss and his guilt. And as he sat despairing at his small, 
uncomfortable desk, tears welled from his eyes and fell 
on his hand, on his yellow gloves and red cap. 

In reality it was Hans who had drawn him step by step 
from the land of childhood into the realm of knowledge 
and responsibility. But now it seemed to Erwin that his 
life h ad been an unbroken joy up to the moment of this 
loss. He thought of all his follies, of all the things he 
should have done and hadn't, and he felt tainted and 
fallen. And much as he exaggerated in this hour of sor
row and weakness, relating everything in some vague way 
to Hans , there was a certain truth in his feelings . For 
without wanting to be or quite knowing it ,  Hans had been 
his conscience. 

Thus Erwin's real sorrow and real sense of guilt coin
cided with his first attack of the nostalgia for childhood, 
which occasionally overcomes nearly all young people 
and which , according to the circumstances, can take on 
all manner of forms, from common hangover to authen
tic, absurdly beautiful ,  absurdly meaningful Welt
schmerz. In this hour, the young man's defenseless, 
unresisting soul mourned his friend,  his guilt ,  his folly, 
and the lost paradise of childhood ; he mourned them all 
in one, for the cool, discerning reflection , which might 
have told him that the root of all the evil was his own soft, 
unstable, overtrustful nature, was absent .  

For this very reason, the attack did not last long. Ex
hausted by tears and despair, he went to bed early and 
slept long and soundly. Waking the next morning with 
the blissfully rested feeling of a healthy animal, he tried 
to revive his memories and spread new shadows around 
him . But then he was child enough to seek consolation 
with comrades over a liqueur-seasoned breakfast at one of 
the pastry shops. Surrounded by fresh faces and gay con-
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versation, waited on by a pretty, quick-witted, and loqua
cious young girl , he leaned back in melancholy content
ment, popped diminutiYe rolls into his  mouth, and, 
drawing on se\'eral liqueur bottles,  mixed himself a curi
ous beverage that didn't actually taste good but royally 
amused him and his friends, and created a ligh t ,  pleasant 
fog tha t  blotted out his thoughts .  Th at morning his frater
nity brothers were all agreed tha t  �Itihletal was a j olly 
good fellow. 

In the afternoon Erwi n  a ttended a lec ture, during 
which he dozed off ; then, quite re\·i\·ed by a riding lesson, 
he went to the Red Ox, where t here ,,·as a new waitress to 
be courted . He had no luck, for the young lady \vas sur
rounded by a swarm of cadets .  Nevertheles s ,  he ended his 
day con tentedly a t  a cafe.  

This wen t on for qui te some time. He l i\·ed very much 
like a sick man who ,  in his lucid hours,  sees clearly what 
is wrong with h im bu t hides it  from himself  by forgetful
ness and the purs u i t  of p leasant distraction s .  Thou gh he 
can laugh, t a l k ,  dance, drink ,  work, and read. he is u nable 
to dispel a vague dejec t i on th a t  seldom rises to the level of 
consciousness.  And i n termit ten t l y ,  in sudden flashes, i t  
becomes clear t o  h i m  that  death h a s  <;ct t led i n  h i s  body 
and is secret lv  a t  work . J 

He \\'alked , rode , fen ced , d ra n k  w i t h  h i s  comrades, and 
wen t to the thea ter , a d a s h i n g .  h e a l t h y  you n g  fel low.  B u t  
h e  was not a t  peace w i th h i mself  a n d  c a rried within him a 
sic kness \\' h i c h ,  he wel l kne,,· , was gnawi ngly presen t 
even in h i s  bes t hours.  On the s treet he \\·as  often t aken 
with a sudden fear of mee t i n g  H a n s .  And at n igh t . when 
he slept  af ter a tiring d a y ,  hh res tles s  soul wal ked the 
tra i l s  of m emory. knowing f u l l  \Vei l t h a t  J I a ns 's friendsh i p 
was his  most preciou s possession and t h a t  i t  was useless  
to d en y i t  or try to forget i t .  

Once in Erwin's p resence a comrade l au gh in gly re
m arked to the others t h a t  many of Erw i n' s phrases were 
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borrowed from Hans.  Erwin said nothing, but  he couldn't 
brin g  h imsel f to join in the l a u gh ter and soon excused 
h imself.  C learly he was s t i l l  dependent on Hans,  forced to 
admit  that  much of his l ife was unthinkable without him.  

I n  the meantime Hans h ad a t tended the Orien t a l ist's 
lectures , often s i t t ing beside the rust ic-looki n g  student .  He 
had wa tched him closely despite his awkward appearance 
and taken more and more of a l iking to h i m .  He had seen 
t h a t  his neighbor took notes i n  neat ,  effortless shorthand, 
and envied him this ski l l ,  which he himself h ad always 
been d i sinclined to acquire.  

One day he sat  watch ing him, while a t  the same time 
fol lowin g the lec t ur e .  With pleasure he n o ted the atten
tiveness and u nders tanding reflec ted in the man's quietly 
mobile fea t u res.  Several  times he saw him nod , once he 
saw h i m  smile .  I t  was a face that  arou sed not  only his 
re-.;pect bu t h i s  admirat ion and affection as well ,  and he 
d ecided to  m a ke friends w i th him.  After the lecture, Hans 
fol lowed the Ioden coat  a t  a distance to sec where the 
youn g  man l i ved . To h i s  surprise,  the rustic student did 
n o t  stop i n  a n y  of the old s treets ,  where most of the 
cheaper s tudent lod gings were s i tu ated , but continued on 
to  a modern , well-to-do neighborhood with wide s treets 
bordered by gardens and vi l las .  1\ lore curious than ever , 
Hans reduced the dist ance between him self and the m a n  
in the Ioden coat ,  w h o  s t rode on a n d  on,  soon leaving t h e  
last  \ i l l  as a n d  garden gates behind him . The i m posing, 
wel l-kept s treet gave way to a wagon track leading 
through gen t ly  rol l ing farm l a n d .  The houses became 
fewer and fewer. The neighborhood was quite  u n famil iar 
to Han s.  

I I an s  fol lowed for a q u a rter of an hour or more, gain

ing steadily on the Ioden coat . When he had almost 

catwht U J) w i th him the o ther heard his stel)S and turned 
M , 
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around. He looked at Hans questioningly but  serenely out 
of his clear, friendly brown eyes .  Hans lifted his hat  and 
bade him good day. The other returned his greeting and 
they both stopped . 

"Taking a walk? "  Hans asked finally . 
'Tm going home." 
"My goodness, where do you live? Are there any more 

houses out here ?"  
"Not here , but  half an  hour farther on there's a village, 

Blaubachhausen. That's where I live. But you must know 
the place?"  

"No, I 've never been out  here before ," said Hans. ''l\Iay I 
walk a way with you ? ;\ly name is Calwer." 

"By all means .  :\ly name is Heinrich Wirth . I know you 
from the Buddhism class . "  

They went on side by side.  and involuntarily Hans 
adjusted his gait to his companion's more regular s tride.  
After a short silence \\'irth said ,  "You used to wear one of 
those red caps .. .  

H ans lau ghed .  "Yes,"  he sa id .  " B u t that's all over now . 
I t  was a m isu nders t a nd i n g . though it lasted a term and a 
half. A n y w a y ,  a h a t's bet ter in t h i s  w i n t ry wea th er. " 

Wirth looked a t  h i m a nd n odd ed . Then he said , almost 
sh y l y ,  " I t may sou n d  f u n n y , hu t I 'm g l a d . "  

"Why?"  
"Oh , n o  spec i a l  reason . B u t  I some times h ad a feel i ng  

that you were n ' t  ri gh t for th a t  k i n d  o f  th i n g . " 

"You m e a n  you've been w a t ch i n g  me?" 
" N o t  exac t l y .  B u t  I cou l d n ' t  h e l p seei n g  you . At firs t i t  

both ered me to have you s i l t in g n ex t  to m e .  I thou gh t ,  
One of th ose s t u c k -u p  fel l ows you hardly d are to look at .  
Some of the s tuden ts a rc l i ke that ,  you know." 

"Oh yes,  i ndeed they a rc . "  

'' We l l ,  t h e n  I s a w  I 'd been u n fa i r  t o  you . I s a w  you'd 
come to l i s ten and learn som e t h i n g . "  
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"But so do the others." 
"You think so? Not many, I 'd say . The only thing most 

of them care about is passing their examinations." 
"But even for that they've got to learn something." 
"Yes, but not much . I t's the attendance record that 

counts . 'Vhat you can learn in a course on Buddhism 
doesn't come up in the examination ." 

"That's true.  But on the other hand-begging your par
don-the purpose of the universities isn't spiritual uplift .  
If you're interested in Buddha from a religious rather 
than a scholarly point of view, you can get what you need 
from a small paperbound volume." 

"Yes, of course . But  that's not what I was getting at. 
Incidentally, I 'm not a Buddhist, as you may have sup
posed, though I am fond of the Indian thinkers. - Look, 
do you know Schopenhauer?"  

"Pretty well, I think." 
"Good . Then I can explain myself briefly . At one time I 

was almost a Buddhist, or at  least what I took to be a 
Buddhist. Schopenhauer helped me out of it ."  

"I don't quite understand ." 
"Well, the Indians find salvation in knowledge. Their 

whole ethic is simply an exhortation to gain knowledge. 
That  appealed to me. But  then I was in a quandary. Could 
it be, I wondered, that knowledge isn't the right way, or 
was it only that I hadn't acquired enough knowledge? 
That  could have gone on and on, and it would have 
broken me . But then I went back to Schopenhauer . His 
ultimate insight, after all, is that cognition is not the 
highest activity and consequently that  cognition alone 
cannot lead to the goal." 

"What goal ?" 
"There you're asking a good deal." 
"Right you are. We'll come back to i t  another time. But 

I don't quite see why that helped you . How could you 
know whether Schopenhauer was right or the Indians? 
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Two opposing doctrine s .  You were equ ally free to choose 
either one." 

'"No .  The Indians went a long way in their pursuit of 
knowledge, but they had no theory of knowledge. It took. 
Kant to supply that.  And now we can't get along without 
one." 

"That's true." 
"Good. And Schopenhauer builds entirely on Kan t .  So I 

was bound to haYe confidence in him, just as an aeronaut 
has more confidence in Count Zeppelin than in the tailor 
of Ulm, simply because real progress h as been m ade since 
then .  So you see, the scales were not quite e\·enly b al
anced. Still. the crux of the matter was elsewhere . Let's 
say I \vas confronted by two op2osing truth s .  One of these 
truths I could grasp only with my reason ; as  far as my 
reason \Yas concerned, it was perfec t.  B u t  the other raised 
an echo inside me ; I was able to understand it in my 
\\"hole being,  not only with my mind . ' "  

"I see. Besides , there's no point in arguing about it. So 
s ince then you\·e been satisfied with Schopenhauer ?"  

Heinrich Wirth s topped in his  tracks . 
"Good God !" he exploded , though withou t losing his 

smile .  "Satisfied with Schopenhauer ! How can you say 
such a thing?  Of course. I 'm grateful to the guide who 
sa,·ed me from losing myself in detours. But that won't 
s top me from makin g further inquiries . :\Iy goodness ! 
How can a man be satisfied with one philosopher? TI1at 
would be the end ."  

"But not the goal ?"  
"1\o,  certainly not." 
They looked at  one another with mu tual pleasure. They 

didn't  resume their philosophical discussion , for each of 
them fel t th at the other was concerned with something 
more than words and th at they would have to know each 
other better before they cou ld discuss such mat ters any 
further . Hans fel t that he had unexpectedly found a 
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friend, but he could not tell whether the other took him 
seriously in return ; indeed , he vaguely suspected that for 
all his seeming opcnhcartcdncss Wirth was much too 
sure of himself, too set in his ways, to give himself easily 
in friendship.  

I t  was the firs t ti me he had fel t such respect for a man 
scarcely older than himself and felt himself to be on the 
receiving end wi thout rebelling. 

Beyond the black, snow-spotted fields the l ight-colored 
roofs of a hamlet could be seen amid bare fruit trees. The 
lowing of cows and the rhyth mic sound of threshing came 
to them across the si lent deserted fields .  

"That's B l aubachhauscn ," said Wirth . Hans thought he 
wou l d  take his leave and turn back . He fel t  sure that  his 
new friend woul dn't want him to sec his no doubt 
wretched lodgings , or else that  this vil l age was his home 
and he lived with his father and mother. 

"Well ,  here you are ,"  he said. "''ll leave you now and try 
to get back in time for l unch ." 

"Don't do anything of the kind," said Wirth affably. 
"Come and sec where I live . You'll see that I 've got a very 
nice pl ace and that I'm not a tramp. You can cat in the 
vill age . Or be my guest if you can make do wi th milk." 

The invitation came so naturally that Hans gladly ac
cepted . They made their way to the vil l age by a sunken 
lane bordered by bushes.  Outside the first house there was 
a watering trough . A boy was waiting for his cow to drink 
her fi l l .  The cow turned her head and looked at the new 
arrivals ou t of big, beautiful eyes . The boy ran up to them 
and held out h is  hand to Wirth . Otherwise the wintry 
s tree t was deserted and sti l l .  Coming from the city's 
bust l ing s treets and lecture halls , I f ans was amazed to 
find himself in this lost vil l age, and he was also amazed at  
his  companion , who seemed at home in both places and 
who took this long, lonel y  walk to town and back once or 
perhaps even twice a day. 
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"You h a\'e a long way to go," he said, 
"An hour. It seems a lot less when you're used to i t . "  
"You live all  alone out here ? "  
"Not a t  all . I live with a family of peasants and I know 

h alf the village ."  
"I  mean, you probably don't get  many visitors- stu

dents ,  friends . . ." 
"You're the first  this winter . But  during the summer 

term there was one fellow who came out fairly often.  A 
theology s tudent .  He wanted to read Plato with me. \Ve 
actually did start in . \\'e kept i t  up for three or four 
weeks , but then his visits fell off. It was too far, and he 
had other friends in town . He los t in terest .  Now he's gone 
to Gottingen for the win ter term ." 

He spoke calmly, almost with indifference, and Hans 
had the feeling that other men wi th their friendship and 
breaches of friendship cou ld no longer affect this hermit 
very deeply.  

"Are you studying theology too ? "  he as ked . 
' 'No, philology . Apart from the Buddhism class. I ' m  

taking courses in Greek cul tural h i s tory and Old High 
Germ an . Nex t year ,  I hope. there'l l be a San skrit seminar . 
Otherwise I work by m yself. I spend th ree afternoons a 
week at  the library . " 

They came to the farmhou'ie where W i rt h  l i ved.  a tidy 
structure of \\ h ite s tucco a n d  red -pa i n ted timbers sepa
ra ted from the s treet  bv a small  orc h a r d .  C h i ckens were 
run n i n g  abou t ;  on the far s ide  of the y a rd , gra i n  was 
bein g t h re'ihed on a la r�e thre'i h i n g  f loor .  Wirth  led h i s  
v is i tor  i n t o  t h e  h o u se a n d  u p  a n a rr o w  s t a i rcase sme l l i n g 
of hay and d ried fru i t .  I n  the h a l f-d a r k n ess of the win
dowless h a l l way h e  opened a door and c a l l ed ! f a ns's at
ten t i on to the ol d - fa -. h i oned rai sed threshold .  for fea r th a t _  
h e  m i g h t  tri p . 

"Come i n . "  said \\'i r th .  'Th is  i s  where I l i ve."  

Despite its peasa n t  s i m p l i c i t y .  the room was m uch 
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larger and more comfortable than Hans's room in town. I t  
had two broad windows . I n  a rather dark corner was a 
bed, and beside i t  a small washstand with an enormous 
gray and blue earthenware pitcher . Ncar the windows, 
receiving light from both of them, was a large pinewood 
desk covered with books and papers and a plain wooden 
stool . The ou ter wall was taken up by three tall bookcases, 
full from top to bottom, and by the opposite wall s tood a 
brownish-yellow tile s tove in which a good fire was burn
ing. Otherwise the sole furnishings were a clothes cup
board and a small table, which was bare except for an 
earthenware jug  fu ll of milk and a wooden dish with a 
loaf of bread on i t .  Wirth brought in a second stool and 
bade Hans be seated . "If you care to join me," he said, 
"let's cat right away . The cold air makes you hungry . Or 
I 'll take you over to the inn. just as you please." 

Hans preferred to stay. He was given a blue-and-white
s triped mug without a handle, a plate, and a knife. Wirth 
poured milk into his mug and cut him a chunk of bread . 
Then he served himself, cutting his bread into long s trips, 
which he dipped into his milk. When he saw that his 
visi tor was unaccustomed to this way of eating, he left the 
room and came !Jack with a spoon for him. 

They ate in silence, I Ians not without embarrassment. 
When he had finished and declined another helping, 
Wirth wen t to the cupboard and brought out a magnifi
cent pear. "Here's something more for you ; I wouldn't 
want you to be hungry . Take it, I have a whole basketful .  
They're from my mother, she's always sending me good 
things." 

Calwcr couldn't get over his amazement .  He could have 
sworn that Wirth was a poor devil , s tudying theology on a 
scholarship. Not a t  all . He was engaged in s tudies that 
held out l i t tle promise or a profitable career, and his 
imposing library made it clear that he cou ld not be poor. I t  
wasn't one or those pi tifu l  collections , inherited or made 
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up of random g i f t s ,  t h a t  people d r : 1 g  from pL 1ce to p l a ce 
hu t m a k e  no u �e of .  No,  t h e�e were good hooks i n  good 
s i mpl e b i n d i n g s ,  �orn e  of t hem new a n d a l l  e \  iden t l y  :l c

q u ired w i t h i n  t h e s pace o f  a l "ew yea rs .  One boo kcase w a s  
devo t ed to t h e  l i tera t u re of a l l  n a t i on s  a n d  a ges . from t h e  
ancien ts d o w n  to l lei> I Jel  a nd e v e n  I bsen ; one s h e l f '' a s  
fu l l  o f  u n bo u n d  vo l u mes . i nc l ud i n g  s e \  er:d o f  To l s toy , a 
good n u mber of pa m ph l e t s  a n d  R ec l a n 1 p:1 pcrhou nd 
hook s .  The o t her bookc1 ses co1 1 t a i n ed scho l a rl y \\ o rJ...s i n  

v a r i o u s  fi e l d s .  
"Wh a t  a lo t  of books v o u  h a v e ! "  ) J a n � c r i ed ou t i n  

:1 d m i ra t i on .  " S I 1 a kespeare ! A nd E m er-;on ! A n d  t here's 
Hoh de'-. Jl.� .IJI Ill' ! \\' h y ,  i t 's a rea l t n• : 1 s u re trove . " 

" I  c., u ppo<;e i t  i '> .  If t h e n·\ a n y t l 1 i n g  vou 'd c a re to re: 1 d . 

l a ke.: i t  h on H · w i t h  ) Ot l .  I t wou ld he be t t e r  i f  one cou ld l i ve 
w i t h o u t  boo k -. ,  but it  ca n ' t  l >e done . " 

A f ter a n  h o u r\ t i r n e .  l l : l n 'i prc pa rc ·d t o  l ea \  e .  \\ i rt h  
a d v i -.ed h i m  t o g o  h a c k  a d i l l'e n· n t  w a y .  w h i c h l ed t h rou gh 
pre l l i e r  co u n t r y ,  a n d  s t a rt ed ou t w i t h  h i m  t o  keep h i m  
from ge 1 L i 1 1 g lo-. L .  A -;  t h e) t u rned i n t o  t h < '  m : l i n  s t reet of 
t h e v i l l a ge .  J l a n s  h a d  : t  k< ' l i n g t h a t he l 1 ad lwen t h ere 
bef o r e .  A n d w h l'n t h c · y  C:l l l l l ' t o a r n od c • r n h o t e l  w i t h  a 
l a rge ga rden , h e  sudden l y  rc •n J < ·miH' n ·c l  I t  h : t d  I Jce •n ea rl y  
i n h i s  l i r -. t  t n n r  J U -. t  : t l t c •r l w  h: td  JO i r t e •d t h e •  fra t er n i t y .  
They h a d d r  i \'l' n  ou t h < ' n '  i n  l a nd . t u 'i : n t d  -; : t l i n  t i l ! '  ga r

d e n , u ndc ·r  t i H· cl l ! '-. t r u r t  t n ·< ' -. .  A l rc · :u l y h a l f  d ru n k  when 
t h ey :t n i v l ' d ,  t i l l ' \  h : u )  r l l : H I I '  a good d< 'a l o f  l l o i -. c • .  i\: o w  ) I ! '  
w : r -;  : t 'i l r : r n wd . J l l ' r l t : l p-. 0 1 1  t l t : l l \ c r y  d a )  \\' m h  l 1 : t d  ) ) ( '< ' I I 
rea d m g  P L 1 t o  w i t h  t h e ·  L t i t h l c ·-.� t l wology -. t u d c • J i t .  

A -.  I J a n <;  t ook h i -. l r · : 1 v c • ,  \\' i rt l t  : 1 -. h c ·d h i m  t o  COl l i ! '  a ga i n , 

:1 1 1 < 1  I l l '  g l a d h  p ro r n i -.! 'd t o  d o  -.o .  I t  occ · t r ncd t o  h i m  o n l y  
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When h e  recognized Hans,  he averted his face and os ten
tatiously looked the other way.  

H ans thought of going to see him but couldn't m a ke up 
his mind . He knew Erwin was weak and impressionable, 
and felt sure that he could reassert his influence if h e  
tried . But  would i t  b e  good for either o f  them ? Perhaps i t  
would be best for Erwin t o  forget h im little by little. He 
h ad plenty of  other friends and without Hans h e  would 
become more independent.  It grieved him not to ha \·e a 
friend any more, and he found it strangely painful to 
think tha t  one who h ad become a stranger to h im should 
know him so well and share so many of his memories . But 
wasn't tha t  preferable to forc ibl y preserving so one-sided 
a rela tionship ? And he admitted to h imself that he was 
relieved i n  a way to be rid of responsibi l i ty for his all-too
dependen t friend . 

l-Ie forgot t h a t  o n l y  two weeks p a s t  h e  h ad fel t q u i te 
differen tly. At t h a t  tim e  it w a s  a h u m il ia ting defea t that 
Erwi n should prcl'er t h e  fra t ern i ty to h i s  friend sh ip : now 
the tho u gh t lcl 't  h i m  col d .  T h i s  was p a r t l y  beca u se of h is  
nwmen t a r y  s a t isfact ion w i t h  l i fe .  b u t  far  more . more than 
he h im se l f  k n e w .  bec a u s e  o f  h is n ewborn admiration for 
I le inr ich \\' i J' Lh  a n d  h i s  h ope of fi n d i n g  in h im a n e w  
friend w h om h e  w o u l d  l o \ · e  in a n  e n t irel y difl'erent way.  
Erw i n  h ad bee n a pl a y m a t e :  t h e  o t h e r .  he h oped ,  wou ld 
trul y s h a re h i s  l i fe a n d  t hough t s :  h e  w o u l d  he a mentor, a 
guide a n d  a compa n i o n . 

1\ l ea mv h i le .  E r w i n  \\as  i n  a had w a y .  I l i s com rades 
cou l d n 't help n o t i c i n g  h i s u n even , i rr i table  tem per,  a n d  
s o m e  of t h em sen sed t h a t  I l a n s  was t h e  c a u se of i t .  They 
somet i mes told Erw i n  as  m u c h .  a nd o n e  day one of  t h e m  
w a s  i n d e l i c a te e n o u g h  to s p e a k  of h i s  friendsh i p  w i t h  
I l a n s  as  a " l ove a ffa i r" a n d  to a s k  h i m  i f' ,  n o w  t h a t  I I a n s ,  
t h a n k  God , w a s  ou t o f' t h e  w a y ,  he d i d n't t h i n k  i t  w a s  h ig h  
l i m e  h e  f(• l l  i n  l ove w i t h  a wom a n ,  as  w a s  u s u a l  a m o n g  
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heal thy young men . Erwin flew into a blind rage and 
bloodshed was narrowly averted . He flung himself on the 
other, who was with difficul ty torn from his grip.  His 
older comrades could fmd no other way of calming him 
than to make the offender apologize. But since the apol
ogy \vas as forced and lacking in conviction as the older 
comrades' insistence on i t ,  the rift remained unhealed . 
Now Erwin had an enemy he was obliged to see every 
day, and what was worse, the condescending pity with 
which the others seemed to treat him made it impossible 
for him to be�ave naturally. Formerly his jolly-goad-fellow 
act had been solely for his own benefi t : now he put 
it on for the others as well ,  but not very successfully. 

It was on the day of the insult that he had tried to see 
Hans . His failure had left him resentful-why hadn't 
Hans been in his room? -yet at the same time he found a 
certain morose satisfaction in the thought that the 
moment of unappeased pain and anger that would have 
enabled him to act boldly and so set himself free had gone 
by. Now he let things take their course, and their course 
was downhill . In the presence of his comrades , he kept up 
appearances , making a special effort at fencing class and 
at riding school. But he could do no more . He felt ill at 
ease with his comrades , who always seemed to be observ
ing him and going out of their way to spare his feelings. 
On the other hand, he couldn't bear to be alone for very 
long and couldn't keep his mind on his studies . He began 
to spend his days at cafes and taverns-here a few mugs 
of beer, there a jug of wine or a glass of liqueur-with the 
result that he went about in a daze . Though never really 
drunk, he was seldom entirely sober, and in next to no 
time he had taken on certain of the habits and gestures 
specific to drinkers , which on occasion seem delightfully 
droll but in the long run became dismal and disgusting. 
There can be a kind of beauty in getting drunk now and 
then because you are happy or angry ; it can even restore 
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the soul ;  bu t the permanent befuddlement of the toper, 
who des troys himself slowly, in the easiest ,  laziest pos
sible way, is always a wretched, loathsome sight .  

Christmas vacation brought a salutary in terruption . 
Erwin went home to his family. Feelin g  ill, he stayed on 
an extra week and let his  mother and sister fuss over him .  
A t  firs t they were horrified a t  the change in  him, but then 
they were deligh ted when his repentance over the life he 
had been leading and the need for shelter and protection 
inherent in his unstable character expressed themselves 
in ou tpourings of tenderness.  

He had though t that Hans Calwer would also spend his 
vacation in his hometown and half expected a reconcilia
tion, or at least a heart-to-heart talk . I n  t h i s  he was disap
poi n ted . Cal wcr, who�e parents were dead. had gone on a 
trip instead . Wi th h i s  m orbid l a c k  of i n i t i a t i \·e, Erwi n  l et i t  
go at  that .  On h i s  re t u rn to the u n i \·crsi ty ,  he resumed h is  
old l i fe .  In  h is sober momen t s ,  i t  became clear t o  h i m  that 
this s tate of affairs cou ld not go on ; at heart  h e  k n e w  he 
would ul t i ma te ly  give u p  h i s  red cap a nd go back to H ans .  
Bu t i n  h i s  s t a te of sel f-p i t y  a n d  \\ ea l-: ness ,  he let himself 
drif t ,  h opi ng t h a t  the  decision t h a t  cou l d  on l y  come from 
wi thin \\ould  be forced on h i m  from ou ts ide .  A n d  t h e n  
came a new fol l y . w h i ch soon beca me a d a n gerous 
serv i t u d e .  

A s  i 'i  t h e  w a y  wi t h  demora l i zed s t uden t s ,  l a c k i n g  e i ther 
real  work or real  fr iends .  he began to look for d is tract ion 
in  ru n -down bars  wh i c h ,  s tr ic t ly  spea l-: i n g .  were o u t  of  
bounds for h i m . l lerc he Jd l i n  wi th  a society  of seedy 
s tu de n t s  a n d d ru n l-:s . A mong them , side by side wi th u t ter 
dol ts ,  t h ere were a few gifted m e n  who,  in the obscu ri t y  
o f  sordid back roo m s .  p layed t h e  parts o f  m e l a n choly revo
l u t ionary gen i u se s .  S ince a l l  t h e i r  i n ge n u i t y  was spe n t  i n  
projecti n g  mea n i n g  i n to t h e i r  m ea n i n gless ex is ten ces , 
they cou l d ,  under fa\'(nable c i rcu m s t a nces,  m a l-: e  an i m 
pression o f  great  origi n a l i t y .  Thei r h al l m a r k s  were m a l i -
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in order. If one of the customers displeased her ,  she sent 
him away, and from then on the house was closed to him, 
at least for a time. She refused to admit anyone in an 
advanced state of drunkenness, even if he was a friend. 
Toward bashful  neophytes who had not yet lost their air 
of innocence, she took a motherly attitude; she wouldn't 
let them get drunk and prevented the more hardened 
customers from making fun of them or filching their 
money. Then sometimes she was sick of it all ;  she would 
disappear for the evening or sit in an overstuffed chair 
reading novels ,  and no one was allowed to disturb her. 
Her mother gave in to all her moods and was satisfied if 
they passed without a storm . 

When Erwin l\Ii.ihletal saw Fraulein Elvira for the first 
time. she was sitting in her overstuffed sulking chair, 
leafing nervously and absently through a crudely bound 
volume of some illustra ted weekly, withou t so much as a 
glance at the customers and their goings-on . Her lovely 
soft hair-the careless disarray of her coiffure was only 
apparent-was arranged so as to half conceal the upper 
part of her pale, mobile, moody face, and her eyes were 
curtained by long lashes. Her unoccupied left h and rested 
on the back of a big gray cat which was staring sleepily 
out of green slanting eyes . 

\Vhen their wine was served , Erwin and his compan
ions began to play dice . I t  was only then th at she raised 
her eyelids and surveyed the newly arrived guests . She 
looked almost directly at  Erwin . who was embarrassed by 
her unabashed scrutin y .  Then she withdrew behind her 
magazines . 

But an hour later, when Erwin fel t that he'd had 
enough and rose to leave , she stood up,  showing her 
slender , supple figure. He bade her good evening, and she 
nodded to him with an almost imperceptible, yet encour
aging smile. 

He wen t away wi th his head in a whirl , unable to forget 
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her tender, ironic, promising glance and her supple, lady
like figure. He no longer had the unerring, innocent eye 
that is drawn only to health and purity, but he was still 
inexperienced enough to mistake acting for the real thing 
and to see, perhaps not an angel ,  but at least an alluringly 
demonic woman in the catlike Fraulein Elvira.  

From then on,  whenever he could detach himself from 
the fraternity, he went to the Blue Hussar, and there, 
according to Elvira's mood, he would spend a few ex
citingly happy hours or suffer painful humiliation. His 
desire for freedom, to which he had sacrificed his only 
friendship and which in the long run had also found the 
laws and duties of his fraternity burdensome, now suc
cumbed without resistance to the moods and whims of an 
imperious coquette who, to make matters worse, held 
court in a loathsome dive and made no secret of the fact 
that, though choosy enough about her lovers, she was 
quite capable of having several successively or simul
taneously . 

And so Erwin went the way that many a customer of 
the Blue Hussar had gone before him. On one occasion 
Fraulein Elvira might make him treat her to champagne; 
on another she might send him home on the ground that 
he needed sleep ; or she might be invisible for two or three 
days, and then again she might overwhelm him with 
goodies and lend him money. 

Intermittently, his heart and mind rebelled, giving him 
desperate days full of self-accusation and resolutions 
which he knew he would never carry out .  

One evening, when he was wandering about unhappily 
after finding Elvira in one of her bad moods, he passed 
Hans's place dnd saw light in his window. He stopped and 
looked up, full of nostalgia and shame. Hans was sitting 
at the piano, playing a passage from Tristan, and the 
music echoed through the dark, silent street. For perhaps 
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a quarter of an hour, Emin walked back and forth listen
ing .  When the piano fell silen t ,  he seriously considered 
going up. Then the light went ou t in the room and be sa·w 
his friend lea,in g  the house in the company of a tall, 
unfashionably dressed youn g  man . Erv.in kne·w that H an s  
didn't play Tristan for j u s t  anyone.  

So be bad alreadY found a new friend � 

Hans sat  beside the bro\'."11 tile stoYe in \\'irth's room in 
Blaubacbhau sen, while \\"irth paced the floor. 

"All righ t," said \Yirth .  '·I c an tell you in a few words . 
As you must ha,·e noticed. I come of a peasant family . But  
my father was a special kind of  peasant.  He belon ged to  a 
religious sect that's rather \\idespread in our p ar t  of the 
country, and spent his  \\·hole life -or so i t  seemed to 
me-searching for the w ay to God and the right  way to 
li\·e.  H e  \'.-as well off. You m i £ h t  almost saY ric h .  He had a . - . 

l arge farm and ran i t  v.-el l enough to m ake i t  gain rather 
th an lose in Yalue despi te his kindliness and generosity.  
B u t  farming wasn't  his  main i n tere s t .  \\n at meant f ar 
more to him was what h e  cal led the spiri tu al l i fe .  Th at 
was wha t  took up most of his time and energy .  He wen t to 
church regularly.  but h e  didn't set much s tore by i t :  he 
looked for wisdom among th e members of his sec t .  in 
biblic al exegesis and lay preach i n g .  His room was full of 
books : Bible commentaries.  studies of the Gospe l s .  a 
Church history . a history of the world.  and whole pil es of 
reli gious l i tera ture. �orne of i t  mystical . He didn't  know 
Boh m e  and Eckhart .  but he read the German theologi an s .  
a few o f  the se,·enteenth-c e n tun pieti s t s .  especially 
Arnold,  and some o f  Swedenbor£.  

" I t  was almost  heartbrea king to see him tryin£ to find 
h is way through the Bible with a few of his  fellow sectar
ians .  always chasin g af ter some l igh t  he thou ght he had 
glimpsed and always losing him self in a m aze.  The older 
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he grew, the more convinced he became that  his goal was 
right but that his way of pursuing it had been wrong, that 
i t  couldn't be reached without methodical study. I began 
to share his interests when I was very young, so he placed 
his hopes in me. He wanted me to s tudy. Then, he 
thought, pious searching combined with true science 
would lead me to the goal .  He felt sorry about his farm, 
and my mother even more so, but he made the sacrifice 
and sent me to school in the city, though as his only son I 
should have taken over the farm. In  the end he died 
before I even got to the university, and maybe it was just 
as well that he didn't live to see how I've turned out, that  
I 'm neither a reformer nor a Bible scholar, nor even a 
good Christian in his sense of the word. In  a somewhat 
different sense I am one, but I don't think he'd have 
understood. 

"After his death the farm was sold. My mother tried to 
persuade me to go back to farming, but I had already 
made up my mind, and she resigned herself. She came to 
l ive with me in town, but she only stuck it out for a year. 
Since then she's been living in our village with relatives , 
and I spend a few weeks with her every year. What 
grieves her most is that  I 'm not s tudying for a career, that 
she can't look forward to my becoming a pastor or a 
doctor or a professor someday. But she knows from her 
experience with my father that when a man is driven by 
the spirit no pleas or arguments can move him. When I 
tell her I 've given the people here a hand with their 
harvesting or threshing or wine pressing, she sighs. Ah , if 
only I were doing all that on our own farm instead of 
wasting my time with strangers ." 

He smiled and stopped pacing. Then he sighed a little 
and said, "It's all very strange.  Come to think of it, I'm not 
so sure I won't die a peasant .  One fine day I may just buy 
a piece of land and learn to plow again . If  a man has to 
have an occupation and if he doesn't happen to be a 
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genius, there's nothing better, after all, than tilling the 
soil." 

"Why do you say that?" H ans cried out.  
"vVhy ?  B ecause a peasant sows and h arvests his own 

food, because he's the only man on earth who can live by  
the l abor of h is  hands, without turning his labor into 
money day after day and then, by devious ways, turning 
his money into food and clothing. Also, because his work 
al�ays has meaning. Almost everything a farmer does is 
necessary. What other people do is seldom necessary; 
most of them migh t  j ust as well be doing something else. 
No one can live without bread and the fruits of the soil .  
But  most people could live perfectly well without most 
trades and what they produce, or without books and 
learning, for that matter." 

"I suppose so. But all the same, when the peasant is 
sick he goes to the doctor, and when his wife needs conso
lation she goes to the pastor." 

"Some do, but not all . In any case, they need the con
soler more than the doctor . Healthy peasant stock doesn't 
get many diseases , and for them there are home rem
edies . Peasants accept the fact that they're going to die 
someday. Most of them , I admit ,  need the pas tor or some 
other adviser. And for that  very reason I have no inten
tion of reverting to the peasan t  before I 'm capable of 
givi n g  advice, a t  least to m yself ."  

"So tha t's your goa l ? "' 
"Yes. Do you know of another? To find a w a y  of coping 

w i t h  the i n comprehensibl e ,  t o  have a consoler within 
yourself, tha t's all there is to i t .  One m an is helped by 
knowledge, another by faith ; some need both , and mos t 
aren't h elped much by either. M y  fa ther tried i n  his own 
way and fai led ; at least ,  h e  never foun d  perfect peace ." 

"I don' t believe an yone docs . "  

"Oh yes,  they do. Think of Buddha ! Think of Jesus ! 
They achieved what  they did by such human means th a t 
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one can't help thinking i t  must be within everyone's 
reach . I'm convinced that  a good many people no one ever 
heard of have achieved the same thing." 

"Do you really think so?" 
"Certainly. The Christians have their saints and their 

blessed. And the Buddhists have many Buddhas who 
achieved Buddhahood, perfection and perfect redemption 
for themselves . In that, they are equal to the great 
Buddha;  the only difference is that he took the further 
s tep of communicating his way of redemption to the 
world. The same with Jesus. He didn't keep his beatitude 
and inner perfection to himself, but preached his doctrine 
and gave his life for i t .  If he was the perfect man, he must 
have known what he was doing. Like all the great 
teachers, he explicitly taught the possible, not the im
possible." 

"I suppose so. I haven't thought about it very much. 
One can comfort oneself by attaching all sorts of mean
ings to life, but that's a delusion ." 

"My dear Herr Calwer, that won't get us very far. Delu
sion is a word ; you can just as well substitute myth , 
religion, presentiment ,  or philosophy for that matter. 
What is real? You , I, this house, this village? Why? Obvi
ously there's no answer to these riddles, but are they so 
important? We feel our own selves, our bodies, come into 
contact with other bodies, and our minds with riddles . 
The problem isn't to demolish the wall but to find the 
door. Doubt in the reality of things is a s tate of mind ; you 
can settle down in i t ,  but you won't if you think. Because 
thought doesn't s tand still, it moves . And once we recog
nize that there's no solution to a problem, we stop trying 
to solve i t ." 

"But if we can't explain the world, why should we 
bother to think?"  

"Why? So  as  to do  what's possible. If  everybody re
signed himself to not thinking,  there'd be no Copernicus 
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and no Newton, no Plato and no Kant .  Anyway, you're not 
serious." 

"No, not in that sense . I only mean that,  of a ll the
ories, ethical theories are the most dangerous." 

"That's true .  But  I wasn't talking about theories. I was 
talking about men who devote their lives to solving prob
lems-in other words , to redeeming mankind.  But  we're 
still too far apart. ·when we get to know each o ther better, 
we'll be sure to find an area of u nderstanding." 

"I hope so. We really are far apart , or rather, you're far 
ahead of me. You've already begun to build, while I'm still 
tearing down and m aking room. I've learned nothing ex
cept to distrust and analyze . I don't even know whether 
I'll ever be able to do anything else ."  

"Who knows ? Yesterday you played for me. With a few 
passages you gave me a conception of a great  work of art. 
That's somethin g  more than analysis . -But  come now, 
let's go out a while before it gets dark." 

They went ou t into the cold , sunless January afternoon. 
Over rough, frozen paths,  they climbed a hill from which , 
standing among fine-branching birches, they looked out 
on two narrow valleys, the nearby town, and distant hills 
and vil lages. 

When they spoke again,  it was about personal matters . 
Hans told Wirth abou t his paren ts , his fraternity days, 
and his studies . It turned out that  Wirth was almost four 
years older than Hans .  Hans walked along beside him, 
feeling almost afraid at the thought  that this m an had 
chosen him as a friend, but that i t  was too soon for them 
to form a true friendship and that it might not be possible 
for a long time to come. J t seemed to him that they were 
fundamentally unlike and that friendship with Wirth 
could not be based on mutual adaptation , on a blending of 
their na tures, but that in full awareness of the differences 
between them they would  both have to make concessions 
of their own free will and grant each other certain rights . 
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At the same time, Hans felt less sure of himself than 
ever. Since his awakening to consciousness, he h ad 
thought of himself as a distinct individual, apart from the 
h erd and markedly different from all others, and at  every 
stage he h ad suffered from being too young.  B u t  now, 
with Wirth , he felt himself to be h a lf baked and really 
young.  He realized that his superiority to Erwin Mtihletal 
and other comrades had given him a false self-assurance 
which he h ad abused . In his dealings with Heinrich 
Wirth, a bit of wit and mental dexterity were not enough . 
He would h ave to take himself more seriously, to be more 
modest, to stop representin g his h opes as achievements . 
This friendship would not be a game and a luxury;  h e  
would h ave t o  muster all h is strength a n d  measure i t  
against anoth er's . For Wirth a l l  the problems of life a n d  
thought amoun ted in the e n d  t o  ethical tasks, a n d  Hans 
felt far from comfortable in the realization that  this was a 
m uch more serious preparation for life than his own aes
theticism. 

Wirth's thoughts were less troubled. He sensed Hans's 
need for friendship and welcomed him wholeheartedly.  
But  H ans was not the first to approach h im in this way,  
and he steeled himself in advance to the likelihood that 
Hans too would fall  away from him . Perhaps Calwer was 
just  one of the m an y  who "took an interest in his aims," 
and interest was not what Wirth needed ; no, what he 
needed was living companionsh ip, sacrifice, devotion . 
What he otherwise demanded of no one, he would have to 
dem and of a friend . All the same, he was drawn to Hans 
by a gentle but compelling affection unmarred by any 
purpose. Hans had something that he l acked and therefore 
prized : an innate feeling for beauty, a love of art for art's 
sake. Art was the only sphere of the higher life which to 
his regret had remained alien to him , but which, he dimly 
suspected , held out a promise of salvation . Accordingly, 
he didn't see Hans as a disciple who would l earn what he 
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could from him and go his w ay,  but hoped, and felt it to 
be possible, that he would learn from Hans and find a 
guide in him. 

Still busy with their thoughts, they took their leave of 
one another. They tried to take a cordial tone but were 
unable to. They had come together too quickly ; both in
stinctively dreaded the moment of surrender and perfect 
openness without which acquaintance cannot become 
friendship . 

\Vhen he h ad gene a hundred yards or so, Hans turned 
around and looked back, h alf hoping that \Virth , too, 
would look back . But  \Virth was plodding back to his 
village through the early dusk with the firm and even step 
of a man who h ad found himself, who could go his h ard 
road as unswervingly by himself as with a companion, 
and was not easily turned aside by inclinations and 
desires . 

He walks as if he were wearing armor, Hans though t to 
himself, and fel t  a burning desire to strike this tower of 
strength a secret blow , to find an ungu arded cleft in his 
armor and wound him. He decided to wait and to say 
nothing until this man ,  so sure of himself and conscious 
of his goal , should one day show himself to be weak and 
human and in need of love.  Though Hans didn't know i t  
and wasn't even thinking about i t ,  his hope and yearning 
and suffering in that  moment  were not very different 
from the patient yearning with which long ago, in his 
boyhood, he had courted Erwin . But  he wasn't thinking of 
Erwin now ; he seldom thought of him . He didn't know 
that  Erwin was suffering and going astray on his account,  
and through his fault .  

Erwin was still in Jove with Fraulein Elvira,  or  so he 
thought .  Nevertheless, he wen t abou t his life of vice with 
a certain caution and his moments of stock-taking and 
good resolu tions had become more frequen t. Though 
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numbed and helpless for the time being, his true nature 
rebelled in secret against his sordid associations.  The 
capricious Elvira made i t  easier for him, for more often 
than not she treated him harshly and gave two or three 
other regulars precedence over him. 

At time� it  seemed to Erwin that the worst was over, � �� 

that he knew the way back to self-respect and well-being. 
All that was needed w·as a firm decision, a brief period of 
stubborn self-control, possibly a confession. But unfortu
nately such a change didn't come of itself, and the piti
fully inexperienced young sinner soon discovered to his 
horror that  bad habits once acquired cannot be cast off 
like a shirt, and that before a child knows what fire is and 
learns to avoid it ,  he must be seriously burned. He 
thought, of course, that he had been burned enough and 
been made sufficiently unhappy, but in that he was very 
much mistaken. Unsuspected blows were still in wait for 
him . 

One morning, when he was still in bed, he received the 
visit of his senior brother, a jolly, personable student 
whom he had formerly bGen fond of. But his relations 
with the fraternity as a whole had become so s trained and 
artificial that �e seldom met privately with any of i ts 
members. Consequently, this unexpected visit made him 
uncomfortable and aroused his suspicion. 

Sitting up in bed and affecting a yawn, he cried out ,  
"Hello there!" 

"How are you doing, son ? Still in bed?"  
" I  was  jus t  getting up .  Have we got fencing this 

morning?"  
''You must know that as well as I do." 
"Yes, I suppose so." 
"Now listen to me, son. Surprisingly enough , there 

seem to he a few things you don't know. So I'd better 
enlighten you ." 

"Does it have to be now ? "  
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"Yes, I think so. I'd h ave spoken to you before, but 
you're never home. I wouldn't want to go looking  for you 
at the Golden Star." 

"At the Golden Star? What's all this about?"  
"Don't play innocent .  You've been seen at the Golden 

Star twice . You know you're not allowed to go there." 
"I never wore my colors ." 
"I should hope not. But you're not supposed to go there 

at all ,  or to the Whale either . And you're not supposed to 
associate with that  medical s tudent Hasler, whom no 
decent person looks at, or with Meyer, who was thrown 
out of the Rhenish Brotherhood three terms back for 
cheating at cards and who backed out of two challenges ." 

"Good Lord, I h ad no way of knowing that ."  
''I'm glad to hear you didn't know. It  makes your prefer

ence for those gentlemen's company a little less humiliat
ing to your fraternity brothers ." 

"You know perfectly well why I 've been keeping away." 
"Yes, of course .  The business with Calwer . . .  " 
"And the way I was insul ted . . . "  

"I beg your pardon , only one man insul ted you , a boor, I 
admit, and he apologized ."  

"Then what should I do? All righ t, I 'll �·esign ." 
"That's easily said . Bu l  if you're a decent fellow, you 

won't .  Don't forget you're not Calwer. His situation was 
different. True,  his resignation came as a blow to us, 
but-1 have to hand it to him-the man was irreproach
able. Your case is a bit different ." 

"You mean I'm not irreproachable? "  
"No, son , I 'm sorry to say you're not.  But now d o  me a 

favor, calm down . My visit isn't official , as you migh t  
think, I've come purely out o f  friendship .  S o  be reason
able ! -You see, if you were to leave us now, it wouldn't 
be right. You've beh aved badly and you ought to 
s traighten that out first .  I t  wouldn't take much. A few 
weeks of unexceptionable  behavior, no more. Bu t then 
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your silly ideas will pass, too. Look here, other men have 
been through i t .  What do your little excesses amount to? 
Much worse things have been straightened out .  And be
sides-! may as well tell you-if you thought of getting 
out now, things might  be made unpleasant for you." 

''Why?" 
"Don't you see? We might s teal a march on you ." 
'Throw me out ,  you mean? Because I 've been in the 

Golden Star a couple of times?"  
"Yes, strictly speaking it's not  sufficient grounds, but  if 

necessary we might do it .  I t  would be harsh and unjust, 
but there'd be nothing you could do about it. And that 
would be the end of you . I t  may be amusing to drink a 
beer now and then with those derelicts, but to become 
dependent on them-no, that would be ruinous, even for 
a s tronger character than yours ." 

'Then what should I do?" 
"Nothing at all . Just keep away from those places. 

Don't worry, you won't be called in for questioning. I'll tell 
them you recognize that your conduct hasn't been all i t  
should b e  and that you promise t o  turn over a new leaf 
immediately.  That will be the end of i t ." 

"But what if I don't fit in with you ? What if I'm not 
happy in the fraternity?"  

'That's your affair. All I know i s  that others have fel t  
the same way and got over i t  completely .  And s o  will you . 
Or if you feel you have to, you can still resign . But not 
now ; i t  just wouldn't be right ."  

''I can see that .  I 'm grateful to you for trying to help 
me, I really am. All right .  I won't go to the Star any more 
and I'll be on my good behavior. Is that enough ?" 

"I think so. But just this . Please bear in mind that 
I . . . well ,  you sec, I've taken this stupid business pretty 
much on myself.  I wanted to spare you an official repri
mand. You realize, of course, that I can't do it more than 
once. If ever again you . . ." 
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"Of course. You've already done more than 
"Good . And now pull yourself together. Come around 

more often, even if there's nothing social going on. Come 
out to the cafe with us, join us in our s trolls ,  and do your 
best at fencing. Then everything will be all right ." 

Erwin was h ardly of that opinion . To his mind, every
thing was worse than ever. He had no hope of completing 
his university career as a satisfactory fraternity brother, 
or any desire to. He would stay in the fra ternity only until 
it became possible to resign in dignity and honor, perhaps 
until the end of the term. 

From then on he faithfully avoided the forbidden tav
erns and their regulars, and he didn't miss them. With the 
sole exception of the Blue Hussar .  After a few days he 
went back, more or less in the intention of making i t  a 
farewell visit. But he had reckoned without Elvira.  I n
stantly seeing the lay of the land ,  she was so friendly that  
he came again the next evening .  She had n o  difficulty in 
coaxing the secret of his preoccupations out of him. She 
insisted on h is staying in the fra ternity . Otherwise , she 
said , she wouldn't see him any more. 

And so , feel ing  like a thief, he crept back to the ill
reputed cafe night al'ter night .  Soon he was as hopelessly 
in the girl's power as ever . And once she was sure of him, 
she gave free rein to her moods and caprices . Whereupon , 
moved by anger and bit terness , he made a violent scene.  
The resul t was nut what he had bargained for . She let 
him rage and then quietly produced a shabby little note
book in which she had marked down his drinking debts 
and the occasi onal loans she had made him, which he had 
long since forgotten . When in the past he had offered to 
repay them, she h ad laughingly declined .  Now it all added 
up to a staggering sum . Champagne and expensive wine 
that he had not expressly ordered had been drunk on 
convivial evenings ; his drinking compan ions had cheer
fully cooperated , time and again holding out their glasses 
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for more. Now all these bottles, meticulously listed, stared 
him in the face, grinning malignantly. The total was so 
enormous that he couldn't possibly pay it out of his 
monthly allowance, not even in installments. And unfor
tunately, this was not his only debt. 

"Is i t  correct or isn't it?" Fraulein Elvira asked with 
majestic serenity. She fully expected him to protest. If 
necessary, she would have canceled a good part of the 
debt. But Erwin did not protest.  

"Yes, I guess i t's correct," he said humbly. ''I'm sorry, i t  
must have slipped my mind . Of course I'll pay you as soon 
as possible. Can you wait a l ittle?" 

Her success so much exceeded her expectations that 
she was touched and took a motherly tone.  "I didn't mean 
any h arm," she said gently. "I only wanted to remind you 
that you owe me something more than harsh words. If 
you're a good boy, my little notebook will stay right where 
it ls, I don't need the money, and one of these days I may 
just throw i t  in the fire. But if you make me angry with 
your complaints , I might take i t  into my head to discuss 
your little bill with your fraternity brothers." 

Erwin stared at her in horror. 
"Come, come," she said, laughing. "You needn't be 

afraid ." 
That came too late. He was afraid. He knew he had 

fallen into a trap and that from then on he would be at 
the mercy of a coldly calculating woman . 

"That's good," he said with an idiotic smile. And, sadly 
and humbly, he left . Up until then, he realized, his de
spair had been childishly absurd . Now suddenly he saw 
what a bit of lightheadedness could lead to, and the 
company into which he had fallen so innocently for all his 
guilty conscience appeared to him in a glaring, merciless 
light. 

Now something would have to be done. He couldn't go 
on with a noose around his neck . Suddenly the squalor 
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and wrongness of the last few months, which only yester
day had seemed h armless and held out a semblance of 
charm, engulfed him like a noisome swamp. 

Like every young man with a certain amount of flighti
ness in his nature, Erwin h ad formerly, in moments of 
morning-after depression , toyed with the thought that if 
all the joy went out of life he could take a revolver and 
put an end to it all .  Now that he w as in real trouble, even 
this feeble consol ation had taken flight ;  the possibility 
didn't so much as enter his head . He h ad no thought of 
committing a final act of cowardice ; no,  he must take full 
responsibility for his deplorable follies and if possible live 
them down.  He had awakened from a dreamlike, irre
sponsible twilight state, and it never occurred to him for 
one moment to fall asleep a gain . 

H e  spent the n igh t making pl a n s .  He looked for a way 
out, but with s ti l l  grea ter urgency his  thoughts kept re
turning , with horror and a m azemen t ,  to his  incomprehen
sible behavior . Had he become an entirely different man 
in a few weeks' tim e ?  Had h e  been blind ? Yet, horrified as 
he w as ,  h e  knew that  h i s  fear w as retrospective, that the 
danger was past .  The m ain di ffi c u l ty was his  d eb t ;  that 
must be paid immed iately a t  all  costs . The rest woul d  take 
c are of i tself . 

By morning his  plan was m a d e .  

He wen t t o  s e c  h i s  s enior brother a n d  found him s h av
in g .  A gh a s t  at Erwin's appearance, the other thou ght 
somethin g  dreadful must  h ave h a ppened . Erwin said he 
was obliged to leave town for a cl a y  o r  t w o  and asked to  be 
excused from his fra ternity obli ga tions . 

" A  death in the famil y ? "  h i s  comrade asked sympa
thetical ly .  In his  h as te ,  Erwin leapt at this offer of a 
white l i e .  "Yes ," h e  said quickly .  "Bu t  I can't  tell you 
anything now. I 'l l  be back the clay after tomorrow a t the 
latest .  Please make my excu ses at fencing.  I 'll tell you all  
about  i t  when I get back.  Many thanks and goodbye ." 
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He went straight to the station. In the early afternoon 
he arrived in his hometown, where, taking a circuitous 
route so as to avoid his mother's house, he made his way 
to the office of his brother-in-law, who was part owner of 
a small factory and the only person to whom Erwin could 
turn for money. 

The brother-in-law was not a little surprised to see him. 
Erwin came right out with his financial difficulties and 
the brother-in-law stiffened . He took him to an adjoining 
room and there they sat facing one another. Feeling very 
uncomfortable, Erwin looked into the unassuming, emi
nently respectable face of his sister's husband, in whom 
he had never taken any particular interest .  But sooner or 
later he would have to lay himself bare, to do penance, 
and there was no point in putting it off. Screwing up his 
courage, he threw himself on the other's mercy and made 
a full confession. Interrupted by terse questions from the 
astonished businessman, it took a good hour. 

An embarrassed pause followed. Then the brother-in
law asked, "What will you do if I can't give you the 
money?"  

Erwin had gone so  far in h is  confession that he  was 
near the breaking point.  He was almost beginning to re
gret that  he had said so much . He felt like saying, "That's 
none of your business." But he controlled himself and 
held back the words. Finally he said hesitantly, "There's 
only one way. If you can't give it to me or if you don't 
want to, I'll have to go to my mother and tell her every
thing. You know how much that will hurt her . Besides, i t  
would be hard for her to  raise the money right away, 
though of course she'd do it. I could also go to a money
lender, but I thought I'd try someone in the family first." 
The brother-in-law s tood up and nodded once or twice 
thoughtfully . 

"Well ," he said finally. "Of course I'll give you the 
money. At the usual rate of interest. You can sign the 
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receipt in the office before you go. There's no point in my 
giving you advice, is there? I'm sorry this has happened to 
you . \Vill you h ave tea with us later on ?"  

Erwin thanked him but declined the invitation . He 
wanted to take the train back that  same afternoon . His 
brother-in-law also thought that would be best .  

"As you wish ," he said . "''ll write out a check ."  

The philosophical "Paraphrases on the Law of the Con
servation of Energy" h ad been completed in accordance 
with Hans's original idea, but they had ceased to give their 
author any real satisfac tion . He was already very much 
under the influence of \Virth , the rustic thinker,  whose 
way of grappling with problems ,  though more one-sided, 
was far more direc t and consisten t than his own . He had 
thought of showing him the manuscript ,  but had soon 
decided not  to, for he fel t  sure that  Wirth would regard i t  
as  a piece of  fu tile aestheticism . And little by li ttle he had 
come around to  the same way of thinking .  I t  now struck 
him as li ttle better than a feuilleton , wri tten in a self
complacen t style, as thou gh he had gone  out of his way to 
make himself in teres ting .  He couldn't bring himself to 
des troy the carefu l ly  wri t ten pages, which he had just  
reread, bu t he rol led them up,  tied a s tring around them, 
and put them away in a corner of his cupboard . He was in 
no hurry to see them a gain .  

I t  was evening.  His  reading and painful self-cri ticism 
had firs t stirred him up, then made him sad . For he saw 
that he was not yet ready to produce anything really good , 
and a t  the same time he was tormented by an urge to 
express his secret though ts and to put his medi ta tions into 
finished , conclusive form . He had often fel t  tha t  way as a 

schoolboy. He wrote poems and essays ; twice a year he 
looked them over and dest royed them ; yet his longing to 
produce something of lasting value had become steadily 
s tronger . He tossed his cigare tte stub into the s tove, s tood 
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for a while at  the window letting in the winter air, and 
finally went to the piano. For a while he groped and 
improvised. Then , after a moment's thought,  he took out 
Beethoven's Sonata 23 and played it through with increas
ing care and fervor. 

When he had finished and was still leaning over the 
piano, there was a knock at the door. He stood up and 
opened it .  Erwin ;\ li.ihletal stood there. 

"Erwin !" Hans cried out, surprised and somewhat dis-
concerted. 

"Yes, i t's me. Can I come in?"  
"Of course you can.  Come in,  come in !" 
He held out his hand. 
They sat down at the table. Now, in the lamplight, Hans 

saw that the face he knew so well was strangely aged. 
"How have you been ?"  he asked, to make a beginning. 
Erwin looked at him and smiled. 

"Pretty well. I don't know if my visit is welcome, but I 
thought I 'd try. I wanted to tell you a few things and 
possibly ask a favor of you ." 

Hans listened to the familiar voice and was surprised at 
how happy i t  made him and how much lost well-being, 
which he had almost ceased to miss, it gave him . Once 
again he gave Erwin his hand . 

"It's good of you to come," he said cordially. "We 
haven't seen each other in so long. I really should have 
gone to see you . I hurt you . But now you're here. Have a 
cigarette." 

"Thank you . I t's cozy here. And you've got a piano 
again. And the same good cigarettes . -Were you angry 
with me ?" 

"Angry? Of course not. God knows how it  happened. 
That stupid fraternity . . .  oh, I'm sorry ." 

"Go righ t ahead. I 'l l  probably be getting out soon." 
"Really? Not because of me, I hope. But then I suppose 

you've had a good deal of unpleasantness on my account ." 
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-yes,  but th at's all 0\·er . If you h aYe time. l"ll tell you 
the whole s torv."  

MPlease do.  And don't spare me:· 
"Oh . you h ardly figure in it. though I thou ght of you the 

\\·hole time. I should have got out when you did .  You \Yere 
kind of brusque a t  the time and that  made me obstinate.  
This time. I decided, I wouldn't folio\\· you through thick 
and thin . But You know all tha t .  From then on I h ad a bad 
time of it .  but I mYself was to blame :· 

Then he told his s tory. Hans \Yas surprised and h orri
fied to hear \\·ha t  his friend h a d  s uffered \\·hile he.  h ardlY 
ghing En,in a thou gh t .  h a d  been managing quite well 
\\ithou t him . 

-1 don·t knO\Y how it h appened .". he heard him say.  
-That kind of life i s n't really in m�· line . But  the fact i s ,  I 
wasn't myself . I '' .1s running around in a fog the \Yhole 
time. and I just  let things slide .  B u t  now comes the cli
max. I t  h appened at the Blue Hussar c afe. you·w prob
ablY never e,·en heard of i t . '

. 

Then he told the storY of friu lein Ehtra. I t  s nuck 
H ans as so sad and at  the s ame time so ridiculous tha t  
En\in couldn't help l aughing a t  the l ook o n  h i s  face. 

"\\l1at  now ? - H.:m.:; a .:;ked when he had fini shed . "You 
need money of course.  But  \\·here .:ne you goin g to get i t ?  
You c an ha,·e mine. b u t  i t 's not enou gh .-

""Th ank YOU.  The money is taken care of." And happily 
Erwin told that  pan of the s tory.  ,,·hereupon Hans pro
noun ced the brother-in-law a ,·ery decent fel low . 

" "But how can I help you ? '" he asked then. · ·Didn't you 
say there ,,·as something I could do for you ? '" 

"Yes . indeed . A bi g f a,·or. Could you go t o  that place 
and pay their s tu pid bill  for m e ? "  

- H m m .  yes . of course I could.  Only I \\ Onder if �·ou 
shouldn't do i t  yourself. I t  wou ld be a kind of triu mph for 
you . and a perfect  exi t . "  

""Yes .  I suppose so.  But I bel ie,·e I 'd rather not .  I 'm 
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pretty sure it's not cowardice ; i t's just that I couldn't bear 
the though t  of seeing that dive or even the street again. 
Besides , I thought, i f  you go, you'll see the place with your 
own eyes, you'll have a kind of i llustration to my s tory. 
Then you'll be able to share the memory of my Blue 
Hussar period with me." 

That seemed reasonable to Hans and he undertook the 
errand with a certain curiosity. When Erwin produced 
the money and counted out the bills and coins on the 
table, Hans laughed . "Good God !" he cried out ,  "that's a 
fortune !"  And he added more seriously, "You know, i t's a 
shame to pay all that money. I 'm sure Elvira charged you 
triple.  She'll make a good profit and be perfectly happy if 
you give her half of this .  No, it won't do. I could take a 
policeman with me in case of trouble." But Erwin 
wouldn't hear of i t .  

"You may be right," he  said calmly. "''d thought of  i t  
myself. But  I 'd rather not .  Let her have her money. Of 
course she's overdoing i t ,  but once i t's all paid up, I'll be 
free. And another thing : I 'm completely cured now, but I 
was in love with her for a time." 

"Pure imagination !" said Hans angrily.  
"Perhaps. I was, though . And I 'd rather have her take 

me for a decent fool than for a cheat  like herself." 
"There's something in that." Hans admitted. "Don 

Quixote was the nobles t knight of all . I t's foolish of you , 
but nice. All right ,  I 'll attend to it tomorrow and give you 
my report . "  

They parted in good spiri ts .  Hans was glad of the op
portunity to work off a bit of his guilt by doing something 
for his friend. On the fol lowing morning ,  he went to the 
Blue Hussar, where Elvira , after keeping him waiting for 
quite a while, received him with extreme distrust .  Intimi
dated by her grand manner, he soon abandoned a halting 
attempt to take her to task for her underhanded maneu
ver and contented h imself wi th handing her the money 
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and demanding a receipt, \Yhich for safety's sake he got 
her mother to sign as well. \Vith this document in hand, 
he \Vent to En,in, who laughed with joy and relief as he 
took it .  

Then with a note of embarrassment he said, ":.lay I ask 
you a question ?"  

"Yes , of course .  What is i t ?"  
"Who i s  the  student who sometimes comes to  see you in 

the evening, the one you played Tristan for?"  
Hans was both disconcerted and moved to hear that 

En,in had taken such an interest in his life as to listen 
outside his \\indow. 

"His name is Heinrich Wirth," h e  said slmvly . "::\Iaybe 
vou'll meet him one of these davs." 
- " 

"Is he your friend now ? "  
"Yes,  in a way. I met him i n  one o f  my classes . He's a 

remarkable man." 
"Really? Well ,  maybe I'll see him here sometime. 

Would you mind ? "  
" O f  course not. I 'm glad you'll be  coming to see me 

agai n . " 

But in his secret heart he did m ind a little. The note of 
jealousy in Erwi n's ques tion displeased him . for he had no 
in ten tion of let t ing Erwin influence his relations with 
Wirth . But of this  he said nothi n g  and his pleasure at 
their reconcil ia tion was genuine enou gh to stifle all mis
gi vin gs for the prese n t .  

Th ere fol lowed a period o f  c a l m ,  especial ly  for Erwin , 
who wen t about w i th the h appy feel in g of one who h ad 
reco\'ered from an i l lness  and begun to take a milder and 
fa i rer \'iew of his  comrades and their demand s .  He was 
pretty sure that his  fra ternity brothers knew h e  was see
i n g  Hans Calwer agai n .  He was grateful to them for not 
hold i n g  it  up to him and took a l l  the more pains to fulfil l  
his obligations . He never missed a meeting,  renewed his  
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friendship with his senior brother, and joined in the tav
ern gatherings. Since he no longer seemed bored and 
disgruntled but participated with cheerful good will ,  his 
comrades soon found him sufficiently improved and 
treated him with renewed cordiality . All this was balm to 
him; he recovered his balance and sense of humor, and 
before long his comrades were pleased with him and he 
with himself. He no longer thought it absolutely neces
sary that he resign ; in any case, he was in no hurry . 

Hans, too, was happy with this state of affairs. Erwin 
came to sec him two or three times a week. He had 
become more self-reliant and showed no sign of falling 
back into his old state of dependency. This in turn made 
Hans feel freer. He had no regrets that their relationship 
was no longer as close as il had been . 

Toward the end of the term, Erwin came to see him 
and spoke of his life in the fraternity. This, he said, was 
the time to decide whether to resign, which he could now 
do honorably, or to remain a color student of his own free 
will . If he stayed on , he would soon become a senior. 

When Hans told him with a smile that the colors be
came him and advised him to go on wearing them, he 
cried out with enthusiasm, "You're right !  You see, if you 
had said one word, I 'd have resigned on the spot ;  you still 
mean more to me than the whole shebang. But i t  docs 
amuse me, and now that I've lived through my junior 
stage and the fun is really starting, it would be too bad to 
leave. So if you have no objection , I'll stay in." 

The old inseparable bond between them was gone, but 
so on the other hand were the misunderstandings , quar
rels,  and storms. Their friendship, which had once been so 
passionate, became peaceful, easygoing, and a bit superfi
cial. They accepted each other with tolerance, left each 
other in peace, and ceased to talk everything over be
tween them. Yet when they met, they felt they belonged 
together. 
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At first  Erwin had expected something more, but the 
cheerful good fellowship of his fra ternity brothers com
pensated in good part for what he failed to obtain from 
his friend, and an unconscious pride convinced him that  
in becoming less dependent on Hans he w as taking a s tep 
in the right direction . As for H ans, he was all the more 
pleased with this state of affairs because of his increasing 
preoccupation with Heinrich Wirth . 

One evening shortly before the end of the term, Erwin 
met Wirth at Hans's . He closely observed the man who 
had aroused his jealousy and , despite Wirth's friendliness, 
didn't really take to him. He was put off by the rustic 
philosopher's exterior , his unyouthful dignity, and his 
vegetarian way of life . Perceiving Erwin's critical attitude, 
Hans was thoroughly annoyed with him . Erwin went out 
of his way to provoke Wirth by talking with exaggerated 
enthusiasm about studen t goings-on . Then, when Wirth 
not only listened to him patien tly but even encouraged 
him with ques tions,  Erwin changed the subjec t to absti
nence and vegetarianism . 

"What do you get out of your asceticism ? "  he asked . 
"Other people drink and eat well and i t  doesn't seem to 
give them any ailmen ts ." 

Wirth laughed good-naturcdly. " I f  tha t's how you feel 
about it, just go on drinking. The ailments will come later 
on . But even now it  would do you good to lead a different 
kind of life ."  

"What good ? You mean I 'd save money?  That doesn't 
in terest me very much ." 

"Why should it ? I have something else in mind . Take 
me. For three years n ow I 've been living in my way , whic}-. 
you call ascetic, and I hardly feel the need of women any 
more. I used to suffer a good deal from that .  Most stu
den ts do, I think .  The health and strength you build up by 
rid ing and fencin g you throw away in the taverns .  That 
seems a pity to me." 
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Erwin was beginning to feel uncomfm"Lable. He h ad no 
desire to go on with the argument and contented himself 
with observing, "You make us sound like a lot of cripples . 
What's the good of health if you h ave to keep thinking 
about i t ?  Young people ought to be able to s tand a li t tl e  
wear a n d  tear." 

Hans put an end to the conversation by openi n g  the 
piano. 

"Wha t  should I play ? "  h e  asked Wirth . 
"Oh, you know I don't know anything about music. B u t  

tha t sona ta you pl ayed t h e  other day-I 'd b e  glad to hear 
it again ." 

H an s  nodded and opened a book of B eethoven . While 
playing,  h e  turned his h ead from lime to lime i n  an 
a t tempt to c a tch Wirth's eye . Erwin could see he was 
playing for Wirth alone, courting him with h is music . And 
for this he envied the uncouth rustic.  But when Hans had 
fmished playing and the conversation started up again, 
Erwin spoke with poli te gen tleness.  He saw that  this m an 
h ad gained power over his friend ,  and he also saw that if  
Hans h ad to choose between them, i t  wasn't Wirth he 
wou l d  sacrifice. Erwin d idn't want to d rive him to any 
such choice. 

\Virth's influence on Hans struck Erwin as unfortunate. 
He fel t tha t  Hans was already too crotchety,  too much 
given to brooding, and that Wirth took him sti l l  further in 
a direction that  could be dangerous as well as ridiculous .  
Hans h ad always been something of  a dreamer and a 
solitary thinker, but formerly he had h ad a kind of fresh
n ess and elegance that  saved him from absurdity.  Now, it  
seemed to Erwi n ,  this Wirth was leading him astray, delib
erately trying to make him into more of a recluse and 
problem-monger than ever. 

Wirth remained friendly and cal m ,  bu t Hans, who fel t  
the tension in t h e  a i r, was annoyed with Erwin and let 
him see it ,  taking a condescending tone tha t  Erwin was no 
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longer willing to put up with . Exasperated in his turn , he 
soon took his leave. 

"Why were you -so rough on your friend?"  \Virth asked 
when he had gone .  "I liked him." 

"Really? I thought he was being unbearable.  Why did 
he h ave to provoke you like that? It was stupid ." 

'There was no h arm in i t .  I can take a joke . I'd have 
been the stupid one if I'd got angry." 

"He wasn't getting at you , he w as getting at me. He 
doesn't want me to associate with anyone but him. \Vhen 
he runs around all day with twenty fraternity brothers." 

"My goodness, you're really wrought up. That's some
thing you should get over, at least with friends. Your 
friend was disappoin ted in not finding you alone, and he 
showed it a li ttle . Apart from that, I though t he was 
charming .  I hope I get to know him better . "  

"All right, let's forget i t .  I 'll go  a ways with you if you 
don't mind." 

They went out into the dark street and crossed the city. 
Here and there Yoices could be heard singing in chorus .  
Soon they were in  the open country. A soft breeze was  
blowing in  the mild . starless l\l arch nigh t .  On the north 
slopes of the hills an occasional patch of snow glowed 
fai ntly. The wind b lew lazily over the bare branches . The 
distan t coun tryside was cloaked in black, impenetrable 
nigh t .  As usual, I Ieinrich Wirth's stride was fmn and 
serene ,  while Hans's gait was nervous and he kept ch ang
ing his step . From time to time he stopped and peered into 
the blue-black n ight .  

"You're upset , "  said Wirth .  "Forget your li ttle irri tation ." 
"I t's not that ."  
\Virth made no answer. 
For a time they wal ked on in  silence. In a farmyard far 

in the distance,  dogs harked . A blackbird was singing in a 
thicket nearby. 

Wirth raised his finger . "Hear that?"  
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I L l l l 'i  o n l y  n odded ;1 1 1 d  q u i c k e ned h i s  pace.  Then s u d 
d e n l y  h e  s l opped . 

" l l l ' r r  \V i r l h .  l c l l  me l h c  t ru t h .  \V h :1 1  do you l h i n k  o f  
l l l C ' ?" 

" l c; 1 n ' 1  t e l l  you 1 h a 1 . ·· 
" I  mc;1 1 1  d o  you w; 1 1 1 1  t o  he m y  fr iend ? "  
" I  t h i n k  I ; 1 1 1 1  your  fr iend . "  

" N o t  y e 1  c n l i rd y .  Oh , I k r r  \V i n h .  I l h i n k  I n eed you . I 
tl ! ' ! 'd ;t g u i d l' ; n u l  ( ' l ) l l J L i l ll ' .  C a n  you u n derst ; t n d  l h ;t l r 

" I  C l l l .  You w a 1 1 1  so1 1 1 ct h i n g  d i l ferent  f ro m  w h a t  o l hcr 
( l i 'O( lh> W; l l l l .  You · n· l oo k i n g  for ; 1  w a y ,  ; tnd you l h i n k  I 
J J J i g h l  he a h l c  to show you l h c  r igh l o n e .  B t l l  1 h ; 1 J 's somc
l h i n g  I don't k n ow.  I t l l i n k  ! ' \'cry m a n  m u s t  fi nd h i s  own 
wa y .  I f  I c a n  h e l p  you lo d o  t h a t ,  good . B u 1  l h cn you' l l  
h a \'c l o go I l l )' \\·; t y  for  ; t  s l rc l c h . I t's 1 10 1  you rs,  ; I J l d  I d on't  
t h i n k  i l  wi l l  he ; t  \ 'cry l o n g  s l rc l c h . "  

" W h o  k n ows ? B u t  h o w  d o  I s l a rl goi n g  you r w;t y '? 
\V I H'l'l ' d ocs i l  lc;t d '? A 1 1 d  w h ere w i l l  I li nd i t ?"  

'"J'h; J I \  s i m p l e > .  Li \· t •  ; t s  I l i \'l' . I t  w i l l  d o  you good . . . 

" \V h a l  do rou 1 1 1 c a n ?" 
" L i \'t� i l l  l h c  lrcsh a i r ; J s  m u c h  a s  you Cl l l .  \Vork ou t o f  

d oors i f  possi b le .  I c ; 1 1 1  l i n d  y o u  s u c h  wor k .  A p a rt from 
t i L l l .  c; J I 1 1 0  I I H ' :t l .  d r i n k  1 1 1 1  l i q u o r ,  lc; J , or col l'ce .  ; I JH I  s l op 
s m o k i n g .  L i \'<' 0 1 1  ! J rc; l d ,  fru i l ,  a n d  m i l k .  Th a i 's 1 h e  he
g i n n i 1 1 g .  

" You w; 1 1 1 1  I J H� 1 o  I H'CO I J H' a \'ege l a r i ;l n '? W h y ? "  
" l kc : l l l SI '  i l  w i l l  s l op you ; 1 s k i n g  w h y  ; J l l  I I l l' I i n H' . I f  you 

l i n� sensi b l y ,  ; 1  g n • a l  m; I I I Y  l h i n gs 1 h ;1 t once look ed l i k e  
p rohll' 1 l l s  l wconw sl ' l f-e\' iden l . " 

" You l h i n k  so? 1\ l a y l ll' ) ou're r i gh l .  B u l  i l  see ms 1 0  m e  
l h a l  pr: l t l i cc s h o u l d  fo l l ow from l l t ou g l t t .  n o l  l h e  o1 l t e r  

w;1 y ; m n l l l d .  0 1 1n'  I set' 1 hc ; u i \' ; J n l ;q.,:c of 1 1 t a 1  k i nd of l i fe .  
I ' l l  I )( '  rc;l d \' t o  L1 k 1 '  i t  u p .  I l o w  c 1 1 1  I g o  i n l o  i t  w i 1 h  m y  
l'\ 'l'S l ' ! OS!'d ? "  

"Th ; l t 's u p  t o  \ l lt l .  You ; 1 � k cd for ; l d \' i c t • .  ; 1 nd I g;t n� you 
t l w  o n l y  ; u h  icc I k now . You \\ ;J i l l  to s l a rl w i l h  l h i n k i n g  



Fric 11ds ( I I  I 
and end \\'ith l i\' ing. I do t h e  oppos i t e .  That's w h a t  I 
meant  by m y  w a y . "  

" A n d  i f  I don't t a k e  i t .  y o u  w o n ' t  be my friend ? "  
"I t wouldn't \\·ork . \\'e could h a \T com·ersations.  \\'C 

coul d  t a l k  p h i losophy.  but  it  would n' t  be a n y t h i n g  more 
t h a n  :1 pleasant  exercise.  I 'm not  t rying to com·ert you . 
B u t  i l' you \\' a n t  to be m y  friend . I h a ,·e to be able to t ake 
you seriously .

.. 

They s ta ncd to w a l k  again.  H a n s  \\'as con fused and 
disappoin t e d .  Instead of w arm encou ra gem en t .  instead o f  
cord i a l  friendship.  h l' h ad been ofl'ered a kind of  n a ture 
cure.  which s t ru c k  h i m  as i rrde,· ;m t and a l most ridicu
lous.  · ·stop e a t i n g  meat a nd I ' l l  be your friend . "  But w h e n  
he t h o u g h t  o f  h i s  e a r l i e r  conn·rsa t ions \Y i t h  \\'ir t h .  o f  t h e  
earnest ness a nd assura nce t h a t  h a d  m a d e  s u c h  a power
ful  i mpression on h i m .  he \\':lS u n able to p u t  h i m  do\\· n ;ls 
a mere n•ge t a ri a n  and a postle of Tol s t o y .  

I n  spi te  o r  h i s  dis i l lusionmen t .  h e  began to  ponder 
\\' irt h's propos;ll and to t h i n k  how fors.1kcn he \\"Ottld feel 
if he " ere to lose t h e  one m a n  to whom he fel t  dr�nrn a nd 
who.  he was cun\' i nccd . h a d  i t  i n  h i s  pmn·r to hl'l p h i m .  

They h a d  gone fa r .  A s  t h e Y  a pproachL·d the fi rst  hou ses 
of B buhachhauscn.  l la ns held o u t  his h a nd to his new 
frie nd a nd said .  'Ti l  t ry your adricc."  

;\ lore t o  obl i ge \\' i r t h  t h a n  ou t o f  conY i c t io n .  h e  em
barked on his  I l l'\\' l i fe the t ll'X t  morn i n g .  I k fou nd i t  
much h a rder t h :m h e  had im:1 g i ncd . 

" frau Strii h l c . "  he amwu nccd t o  his  Lmd b d v .  "From 
now on I \Hm·t he d r i n k i n g  co (l'cc . Pk;tsc b r i n g  me ;l C]U :trt 
o f  milk cn•rv d .n· . .

. 

·· w h y .  \\· h a t 's wron g ?  A re y ou sick ? "  Fra u St ri.i h l c  
asked in surprise .  

"Not rc.l l l v .  But  milk is nwrc w h o lesom e . "  
S h e  did his b i d d i n g  wi thout  a no t her \\'ord .  hu t s h e  

w a s n ' t  h a ppy ;dmut i t .  Cle a r l y . h e r  lodger had a snew 
loose.  So young a nd a lways with his nose in a hook . 
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playing the piano a l l  by h imself, resigning from such a 
fine fraternity,  h obnobbing with that shabby-looking phi
losopher, and now this milk drinking-it wasn't normal . 
At first she had been glad to have such a quiet,  u nassum
ing lodger, but this was going too far. She would rather 
have had him come home dead drunk now and then like 
other studen ts and found him asleep on the stairs. From 
then on she kept a suspicious eye on him,  and what she 
saw was not to her liking.  She saw that h e  had stopped 
goi ng out to eat at the restaurant ,  that he was sneaking 
packages in to the house. And when she came in to do his 
room, she fou nd his table l i t tered with n u ts ,  apples, 
ora nges , prunes, and scraps of bread. 

"Gracious !" she cried out,  and i t  was a l l  up with her 
respect l'or l l ans Calwcr. Either he was crazy or they had 
stopped sending him money . And when he told her a few 
days la ter that he was planning to l ive elsewhere next 
term , she only shru gged her shoulders and said, "As you 
wish , Herr Ca lwer." 

I n  the meantime, Hans had ren ted a room in a farm
house next door to Wirt h .  He planned to move into it after 
the spring vacation. 

The milk drinking and fruit  ea ting were no great h ard
ship to h i m ,  but in leading this l ife he fel t he was acting a 
part that had been imposed on him.  He missed his ciga
rettes pain fu l ly, and at least once a day a momen t came 
when despite his resolu tions h e  l it  one and with a gu ilty 
conscience smoked i t  a t  the open window. A fter a few 
days he fel t ashamed and gave all h is cigarettes . a l arge 
boxfu l ,  to a delivery man who had brought him a 
magazine.  

While Hans was spC'nd ing his days in this way and 
feel ing none too cheerfu l  about i t .  Erwin did not show 
h imsel f .  Tha t last evening had left him out of sorts, and 
he had no desire to sec \Virth again.  B esides, it was the 
last week before the spring vacation and he was kept very 
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busy, for his comrades now treated him as a prom1smg 
new senior and he had certain preparations to make for 
his graduation from juniorship to the ranks of the re
spected seniors, who ruled the roost and set the tone. 

So it c ame about that he didn't drop i n  on Hans until 
the last day of the term. He foun d  him p acking and saw 
at a glance that he was not planning to keep his room, for 
the piano was gone and the pictures had been taken 
down. 

"Are you moving?"  he asked in surprise. 
"Yes . Sit down ." 
"Have you got another place ? - Really? \Vhere? "  
"Out of town. For the sum mer ." 

"\Vhere?"  
"In Blaubachhauscn ." 
Erwin j umped up.  ' 'You don't mean i t ! You're joking." 
Hans shook h i s  head . 
"Then you 're serious? '' 
"Yes indeed ."  
"To Bl aubachh a uscn ! With Wirth,  I suppose. With that 

kohlrabi ca ter .  - H a n s ,  be reasonable.  Don't do i t." 
"''ve already taken the room a n d  I 'm goin g  to m ove in.  

Wh a t  do you care ? '' 
"Good God , Hans ! Leave him to h i s  ph antoms.  Think i t  

over. G o t  a cigare t te ? "  
"No, I 've s topped smoking."  
"Ah a !  There you h a ve i t .  And now you're goin g  ou t to  

l ive with that  hermit  and s i t  a t  h is  fee t ?  I must  say ,  you're 
n o t  as proud as you u sed to be ."  

Hans had dreaded the moment  when he would have to 
tell Erwin of his  decision . Now his  anger helped him over 
his embarrassmen t .  

"Th anks for your kind opinion,"  h e  s a id coldly .  " I  could 
i magine wh a t  you'd th i n k .  But tell me this : Have I ever 
asked you for advice ? "  

Erwin's temper rose . "No ,  u n fortunatel y .  B u t  if you 
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insist on making a fool of yourself, you can count me 
out." 

"''ll be glad to." 
"I mean that seriously. If you want to go out there to 

live with that shabby saint, they won't let me go near 
you." 

"Who's asking you to? Stick to your fraternity 
monkeys." 

Erwin had had enough. He might have struck Hans if 
he hadn't been deterred by a last vestige of feeling for 
him. He left without saying goodbye and slammed the 
door behind him. Hans's anger had died down, but he 
didn't call him back. 

After all, he had committed himself to conquering that 
s tubborn , silent Wirth by submission, and now he was 
determined to go through with it .  At  heart he sympathized 
with Erwin ; even to himself this discipleship of his 
seemed rather preposterous.  Yet he was resolved to at
tempt this arduous path , to sacrifice his freedom and his 
will, to be subservient for once. Possibly this was the way 
he had not yet found, the narrow bridge to knowledge and 
contentment .  As when in a moment of intoxication he 
had joined an organization to which he was not suited, so 
now he was driven by weakness and dissatisfaction to 
seek a human bond that would give him strength . 

Anyway, he felt sure that after sulking a while Erwin 
would come back. 

In that he was mistaken . In view of what Erwin had 
suffered on his account after his resignation from the 
fraternity, Hans would h ave had to reinforce their ties if 
he was to ketp a lasting hold on him. Erwin had expected 
more from his return to Hans.  Moreover, at the Blue 
Hussar, at his brother-in-law's office, and especially 
among his fraternity brothers since then, he had learned 
a few things, unsuspected by Hans, which had set him 
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free from H ans's unconditional domination. Amid all the 
foolishness of fraternity life, he h ad quietly  become a 
man. Though himself unaware of it ,  he h ad overcome his 
sense of H ans's superiority and discovered that, for all his 
intelligence, the friend he so much admired was not a 
hero. 

In short, Erwin didn't take the new rupture too much to 
heart. He regretted it  and thought he was partly to blame ; 
but deep down he felt that H ans h ad it coming to him, 
and soon he stopped thinking about i t  altogether.  

When pleasantly tired from the end-of-term celebration 
and attendant festivities Erwin returned home for his 
Easter vacation in all his glory as a senior brother, his 
mother and sisters were delighted with him. He was radi
antly h appy, even affable and entertaining. He paid visits 
in a splendid new summer suit, played dominoes with his 
mother, brought his sisters flowers, won the hearts of his 
aunts with lit tle attentions, and was at pains to make 
himself agreeable to everyone he met. 

For this there was a good reason . On the very first day 
of his vacation , Erwin Mtihletal had fallen in love . A 
young girl was staying at his uncle's house, a friend of his 
uncle's daugh ters . She was pretty and vivacious ;  she 
played tennis, sang,  and talked abou t the Berlin theater. 
Though she liked the young studen t well enough, she 
refused to be impressed . The challenge only redoubled his 
efforts. He did everything in his power to charm and 
oblige her, and in the end the haughty damsel's heart was 
softened. Before his vacation was over, they were secretly 
engaged . 

He spoke of Hans only once, when h is mother asked 
after him. Then he said coldly, "Calwer. He's stupid . Now 
he's gone in for abstinence. He's living with some kind of 
freak, a Buddhist or theosophist or some such thing ,  who 
only gets his hair cut once a year . "  

The spring term began magnificently .  The parks burst 
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into b loom , filling the whole town with the smell of lilacs 
and j asmine. The days were a brilliant blue,  the nigh ts 
su mmery-warm . Colorful groups of s tu dents swaggered 
through the streets,  rode horseback, or , playing the part 
of coachmen , drove the new j uniors about town. At night, 
singing could be heard from open windows and gardens. 

Hans saw little of this joyful life . He had moved to 
Blaubachhau sen. Every morning he walked to town with 
Heinrich Wirth to attend a Sanskrit class. At  noon he 
dipped bread into his milk.  Then he went for a walk or 
tried to help with the farm work.  At night when he col
l apsed on his hard straw tick,  he was dead tired, but  
he didn't sleep wel l . 

His friend didn't make things easy for him. He was still 
only half convinced of Hans's seriousness, and was deter
mined to pu t him through a h ard course of training. 
Without departing from his serene cal m ,  without ever 
commanding, he compelled him to live as he did in every 
way. He read the Upanishads and Vedas with him, 
studied Sanskrit with him, taught him how to handle a 
scythe and mow hay.  When Hans was tired or irri table, he 
shrugged his shoulders and left him alone.  When Hans 
grumbled and questioned his new mode of life , Wirth 
smiled and said nothing, even if Hans grew angry and 
insu l ting. 

"''m sorry you find i t  so hard," he said once. "But until 
you experience the h ardship of life in your own skin , unti l  
you l earn what i t  means to be free from the charms and 
pleasures of the flesh , no progress is possible . You are 
traveling the same road as Buddha and all those who 
have been serious abou t a ttaining knowledge. Asceticism 
in itself is worthless and has  never made a saint, but  as a 
preliminary stage it's necessary. The ancien t Indians, 
whose wisdom ''"e revere, and to whose books and teach
ings Europe is now trying to return , were able to fast for 
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forty days or more. Only when we h ave fully transcended 
our bodily needs, only when they cease to be important ,  
can a serious spiritual life begin. You're not expected to  
become an Indian penitent, but you will have to  acquire 
the peace of mind without which pure meditation is im
possible." 

Often Hans was so exhausted and miserable tha t  he  
was unable to  go  to  work or even to  remain with Heinrich . 
Then he would s troll across the meadows behind his 
house to a hillock shaded by a few pine trees .  There he 
would throw himself down in the grass and lie for hours . 
He heard the sounds of the farm work, the sharp, high 
clang of scythes being sharpened, the soft swish of the 
mowing; he heard dogs barking and children shouting, 
and once in a while he heard the boisterous songs of 
students driving through the village . He listened patiently 
and wearily ,  and envied them all , the peasants, the chil
dren, the dogs, the students .  He envied the grass ,  i ts silent 
growth and easy death, the birds and their hovering flight ,  
the light-flying wind . How easily and unthinkingly they 
all spen t their l ives , as though life were a pleasure. 

Sometimes he was haun ted by a sadly beautiful dream 
- those were his best days. Then he thought  of the eve
nings he had once spent at the professor's house and of 
the professor's lovely, quiet wife , whose image lived in 
him and called forth his yearning .  Then it seemed to him 
that the people in that house lived a serious and authentic 
life, that their sacrifices and sufferings were necessary 
and meaningful ,  whereas he, in his hope of coming closer 
to the meaning of life, was without necessity subjecting 
himself to artificial sufferings and sacrifices .  

These thoughts came and went with the wind , unbid
den and dreamlike. When his fatigue and numbness of 
soul wore off, his thoughts wen t back to Heinrich Wirth , 
and then he felt himself subjected to the gaze of those 
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serenely commanding, silently questioning eyes . He 
couldn't get away from the man, and he was beginning to 
wish at times that he could. 

For a long while he refused to admit even to himself 
that he had expected something different from Wirth and 
that he was disappointed. The Spartan diet, the farm 
work, the absence of all comfort were painful to him, but 
would not have sobered him so soon. What he missed 
most were the evenings at the piano,  the long restful days 
of reading, the twilight hours spent quietly smoking. 
Years seemed to have passed since he had heard good 
music, and sometimes he would have given everything 
just to sit for an hour, freshly bathed and well dressed, 
among congenial people. True, he could have had all that 
very easily ; he had only to walk into town and call on the 
professor, for instance. But he couldn't bring himself to 
do it .  It wouldn't be right to nibble at the good things he 
had solemnly forsworn . Besides, he was always tired and 
listless ; this unaccustomed life disagreed with him, for if 
a drastic cure is to be beneficial, i t  must be undertaken of 
one's own free will, out of inner necessity. 

What made him suffer most was that his master and 
friend viewed all his exertions with silent irony. He never 
mocked him, but he watched. He said nothing, but 
seemed well aware that Hans was on the wrong track and 
was tormenting himself to no purpose. 

At the end of two hot, wretched months, the situation 
became unbearable. Hans h ad stopped grumbling ;  his 
unhappiness expressed itself in morose silence. For some 
days he h ad taken no part in the farm work. Returning 
from the university toward noon, he spent the rest of the 
day lying forlornly in his meadow. Wirth decided that the 
experiment had gone on long enough . 

Always an early riser, he appeared in Hans's room one 
morning when Hans was still in bed, sat down beside him , 
and looked at him with his serene smile. 
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"\Vell, Hans ?" 
"\Vhat's up? Time to go to class?"  
"No, it's j ust past  five o'clock .  I wanted to  have a little 

talk with you . Am I disturbing you ?" 
"\Vell, yes, at  this time of day .  I haven't slept much .  

What's wrong?" 
"Nothing. Let's just  talk a little . Tell me,  are you 

happy?"  
"No. Far from it ." 
"That's easy to see. My adYice to you is to take a nice 

room in town, with a piano . . .  " 

"Stop making jokes ." 
"I know you're not in a mood for jokes . Neither am I .  

I'm serious .  - Look, you\·e tried to go my way, and I must 
say you've tried hard . But i t  won't work , and I think you 
should stop tor turing yourself. You're bent on sticking it 
out, you've made it a point of honor. But you can't, and 
there's no more use in trying." 

"Yes, I believe you're right .  I t  was foolishness, and i t's 
cost me a beautiful summer. And you've had your fun 
looking on . You hero ! And now that  you've had enough 
and it's begun to bore you , you condescend to call off the 
torture and send me away." 

"Don't be bi tter, Hans. I t  may look that  way to you , but 
I don't have to tell you that things are never what  they 
seem . I t's true I expected this to happen , but I never got 
any fun out of it .  I meant well by you , and I think you've 
learned something after all ." 

"No doubt abou t that. I 've learned plenty . "  
"Don't forget ,  you wan ted to  do i t .  Why shouldn't I have 

let you do what you wanted , as long as there seemed to be 
no danger? But now you've had enou gh . I don't think 
either of us need regre t what's happened so far ." 

"And what  now?"  
"You'll have to  answer that for yourself. I 'd hoped you 

might be able to adopt my way of life . I t  didn't work-
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what was voluntary in my case is a dismal strain in yours. 
It  would destroy you . I'm not saying your will wasn't 
strong enough, though I believe in free will . You're differ
ent from me. You're weaker, but also more sensitive. 
Things that are luxuries for me are necessities for you. 
For instance, if your music had been just another of your 
affectations, you wouldn't miss it so much now." 

"Affectations ! You have a fine opinion of me." 
"''m sorry. I meant no harm by the word . Let's say self

deceptions. That was true of your philosophical ideas.  
You were dissatisfied with yourself; you abused and 
tyrannized your friend, who's a very nice boy. You experi
mented with the red cap, then with your studies of Bud
dhism, and finally with me. But you never really 
sacrificed yourself. You tried to, but you didn't succeed . 
You still love yourself too much . Forgive me for saying all 
this.  You thought you were in great distress, you were 
prepared to give up everything to find peace. But you were 
unable to give up yourself, and perhaps you'll never be 
able to. You tried to make the greatest sacrifice, because 
you saw I was happy in doing so. You wanted to go my 
way, but you didn't know that it leads to Nirvana .  You 
wanted to enhance and sublimate your own life. I can't 
help you do that,  because my goal is to stop having a life 
of my own and to merge with the totality. I'm the opposite 
of you and I can't teach you anything. Think of it this 
way : you've gone into a monastery and you've been dis
illusioned ." 

"You're right.  It 's something like that." 
"So the only thing to do now is to leave and seek your 

salvation somewhere else. I t's been a detour, that's all ." 
"But what about the goal ? "  
"The goal i s  peace. Perhaps you're strong enough and 

artist enough-then you'll learn to love your shortcom
ings and draw life from them. I can't do that .  Or, who 
knows, someday you may succeed in sacrificing yourself 
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and giving yourself entirely. Then you'll have come b ack 
to my way, whether you identify it  with asceticism, 
Buddha, Jesus,  Tolstoy, or whatever. It will always be 
open to you ." 

"Thank you, Heinrich . You've been a friend. Tell me 
just one more thin g : How do you see your future life? 
Where will your way lead you in the end?"  

"I hope i t  will lead to  peace. Someday, I hope, i t  will 
lead me to the point where, in full possession of my 
consciousness, I shall nevertheless rest in God's h and, as  
carefree as  a bird or  a plant .  Someday , if I can, I shall 
communicate something of my life and knowledge to 
others , but for myself I seek only to overcome fear and 
death. That will be possible only if I cease to regard my 
life as a distinct individual life ; only then will every mo
ment of my life have its meaning . "  

"That's a good deal ." 
"I t's everything .  I t's the only thin g  that's worth wishing 

and hoping for . "  

On the evening of the followin g  day there was a knock 
at Erwin's door . "Come in," he called , thinking it was a 
fraternity brother whom he was expecting .  When he 
turned around, there was Hans.  Erwin was surprised and 
embarrassed to see him. 

"You ?"  
"Yes. Forgi\ e me if I 'm disturbing you . The last time we 

met, we parted in anger." 
"Yes , 1 know. But  . . .  " 

"''m sorry. I t  was my fault .  Are you still angry ?"  
"No,  of course not .  But ,  forgive me, I 'm expecting a 

visitor . . .  " 

"Just  a moment .  I 'm going away tomorrow. I 'm not 
quite well . And I won't be c0ming back here next term ." 

"''m sorry to hear i t .  What's wron g? Nothing serious, I 
hope." 
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"No, nothing serious.  I just wanted to know how you've 
been getting along. Well , by the looks of you ." 

"Oh yes . But you don't even know . . ." 
"What?" 
"''m engaged . I t  happened this spring. I t  h asn't been 

announced yet, but I'm going to Berlin next week for the 
celebration . My fiancee is from Berlin ." 

"Congratulations ! Lucky man ! Now I suppose you'll 
buckle down to your medicine." 

"Oh, I 've been doing all right .  But starting next term 
I'm really going to work. What are your plans?" 

"Maybe Leipzig .  But I'm disturbing you?"  
"Well, you see, don't be  offended-l'm expecting a fra

ternity brother. You know how it is, it would be embar
rassing for you , too . . .  " 

"Oh . I'd forgotten about that. Well, by the time we meet 
again, all that will be water under the bridge. Goodbye, 
Erwin." 

"Goodbye, Hans, and no hard feelings . It was good of 
you to come. You'll write me once in a while? -Thank 
you . And have a good trip ." 

Hans went down the stairs . He was going to pay a 
farewell visit to the professor, with whom he had had a 
long talk the day before. Out in the street, he cast  a last 
look up at Erwin's window. 

As he walked away, he thought of the hard-working 
peasants, the village children, the fraternity brothers with 
their brick-red caps, and of all the happy people whose 
days slip through their fingers unregretted. And then he 
thought  of Heinrich Wirth and himself and all those for 
whom life is a problem and a struggle and whom in his 
heart he hailed as his friends and brothers. 
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The Fourth Life 

First Version 

D DRING the reign of one of the m any obstinate, gifted, 
and for all their faults almost lovable dukes of \Vi.irt

temberg, who for several centuries fought perseveringly 
and victoriously, but also capriciously and childishly, with 
the Estates over money and rights, Knecht was born in the 
town of Beutelsperg, some ten or twelve years after the 
peace of Rij swijk freed the duchy from the devils who, a t  
the instigation o f  Louis XIV,  had lon g  plundered, devas
tated , and despoiled i t  in a truly bestial manner. The 
peace, to be sure, was short-lived , but the able duke, in 
league with Prince Eugene of Savoy , then at the height of 
his fame. mustered his forces , inflicted several defeats on 
the French , and finally drove them ou t of the country, 
which for almost a hundred years had known more war 
than peace and more misery than happiness. The people 
were grateful to their enterprising prince, who, taking 
advantage of their gratitude, imposed a standing army on 
the country , so restoring the customary and normal state 
of hate-love between prince and people, which had been 
kept warm by endless friction and harassment. 

Knecht's fa ther's house was situa ted on the edge of the 
town, at the top of a steeply sloping street ,  pervaded by 
the deep bell strokes of the blacksmith's hammer and the 
smell of singed horses' hoofs and consisting of two rows 
of half-timbered houses with tall, pointed gables fronting 
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on the street. Each house was separated from the next by 
a dark, musty areaway. Most of the houses had manure 
piles in front of them, some enclosed in a neatly plaited 
straw border, for most of the burghers were not only 
artisans , merchants, or officials but also owned fields, 
meadows, and woods, and kept cattle on the ground floor 
of their gabled houses or in separate barns.  Even in the 
opulent capital city of Stu ttgart, this neighborly symbiosis 
of town and country, man and beast, still survived with all 
its natural charm ; in June the streets were fragrant with 
hay, in September with fruit  and cider; wise but quarrel
some geese made their way from the houses to the river in 
the morning and came back again in the evening ;  in the 
autumn and winter, fir and beech logs were unloaded 
from wagons outside the houses, where they were sawed 
and split into firewood by the houseowners or their hired 
hands. Beutelsperg was a pretty little town surrounded by 
strong walls.  Ferns grew in the chinks between the stone 
blocks, and the area directly inside the walls was occupied 
almost entirely by gardens, for the most part grass plots 
studded with walnut, apple , and pear trees, as well as two 
of the plum trees , which later became so popular, grown 
from slips which the survivors of a Swabian regiment had 
brought back from Belgrade in I 688, thus earning the 
praises of the local fruit growers for many years to come. 
From the Gothic church, whose steeple had been dam
aged in the Thirty Years' War and thus far had been 
replaced only by a makeshift wooden roof, the stately 
buildings of the Old City extended in irregular rows 
around the cobbled marketplace, among them the proud 
Rathaus, dating from the days of Duke Ulrich, with its 
double flight of outside stairs. Beyond the marketplace, 
less impressive s treets curved down to the river, ending at 
the Upper and Lower Mills.  On the far side of the bridge, 
a long single row of houses, the sunniest in the whole 
town, twined its way between the river and the mountain 
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slopes. The Kn ech ts" modest hou�e was n o t  on this s rreet 
but in the highe�t  part of the row n . above the m arket and 
the church . Behind it. a swift little brook flowed through a 
narrow ra\ine and emptied into the river not  far from one 
of the mills .  

The Knech t house resembled all the others o n  the 
srree r .  except that  it wa� smaller and simpler than mos t .  
The ground floor was occupied b y  th e  s tabl e  and a store
room for pro'i� ion s or h ay.  _-\ s teep wooden s t aircase l ed 
to the second floor w h ere. in three room s . the familv 
li,·ed . slept .  ate.  came into the world .  and died .  Th e 
kitchen was also on the seco:1d floor. and u p s t airs u nder 
the roof there w a s  vet another tinv room . _-\t the back of . . 

the house.  facin g th e ravin e .  there was a sm all coYered 
balcony that  reached up tO the �econd floor. Between the 
second floor and the roof there was a loft  w h ere firewood 
was kept and w ashin g h u n g  up ro dry . In the ground
floor barn there were no cows. only goa t s  and a few 
chicken s .  Cnder the s taircase.  a uapdoor led tO the cellar, 
a wi ndowless hole c u t  ou t of the sot t rock. Here a barrel 
of cider was kept . and cabbage and turnips were srored 
for the wi nter . 

I n  thi s  l i t tle house J..:n ec h t  '' as born . H i s  fath er plied a 
none-too-profi table bu t u n common and respec ted uad e ,  
h e  was a fountain m a � ter.  He '' a s  re�ponsible tO the tO\\-n 
council  for keepin g the public tountains  clean and sup
plied \\ i th \\ ater.  Tru e .  th ere \\ ere two or three spri n gs in 
the rown th a t  flowed u n aided .  and q u i t e  a few of the local 
h ouse\\ i\ es c arried their pi tchers day af ter day to one of 
these sprin gs .  e' en I f  I t  was a long wa�· off. and filled 
them wi th pure. cold wa ter.  B u t  the other fou n t ai n s  and 
the wateri n g  trou ghs "· ere fed by d i s t a n t  spri n gs i n  the 
woocb . whence the wa ter was com·eyed i n to the to\';n by 
wooden pi pes . To f a .., hion the-.e pipes h u ndred s  of which 
were n eeded i n  the cou r�e of t h e  year from h ah·ed 
l en g th s of heart\\ ood with semicircu l ar groo,·es , to fasten 
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them together so as to form conduits running sometimes 
above, sometimes below the ground; to keep them clean ; 
to locate damage and repair it-this was the work of the 
fountain master. In times of urgency, after floods, for ex
ample, he worked with several journeymen who were sup
plied by the township. The town council was pleased with 
Knecht's father : he was a good, reliable worker, though 
perhaps somewhat taciturn and eccentric, as men tend 
to be who work by themselves and spend most of their 
time deep in the woods.  The town children regarded him 
as a man of mystery, a friend of the water sprites , making 
his home in dark, remote spring chambers that no one 
could see into, that gave out s trange, primeval gurglings, 
and were thought to be where babies came from. 

The boy Knecht had great respect for his father. There 
was only one man he looked up to with greater awe, who 
seemed to him still nobler, higher, and more awe-inspir
ing. This was the rector, the highest Evangelical authority 
in the town and district, an imposing figure of a man : 
tall, erect, invariably clothed and hatted in black, with a 
serene, bearded face and a high forehead. Young Knecht's 
veneration for the rector was in part his mother's doing .  
She had grown up in a parsonage-a poor country 
parsonage, to be sure-and like her sister, who was mar
ried to a parson, she held faithfully to her pious memories 
of her childhood home. She read the Bible and raised her 
son in a spirit of pious obedience to the Lutheran church 
and the pure doctrine that had been faithfully observed in 
the duchy since the days of Brenz and Andrea. She re
ferred to the devotees of the Roman Church as papists 
and servants of the devil, and was also rather suspicious 
of Protes tants with slightly different beliefs, especially the 
Zwinglians and Calvinists . This cast of mind determined 
the spirit of the Knecht household, and in this spirit the 
child was brought up. Father Knecht played only a silent 
part; he went to church every Sunday and took com-
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munion several times a year.  That  w as the extent of his 
religious needs;  theological needs, such as his wife's, he  
had none. But  the church and the Knecht household h ad 
one need and interest in common, and that  was music. 
When the congregation sang, both parents enthusiasti
cally lent their voices, and when they sang hymns or folk 
songs at home, as they often did in their free time, father 
Knecht sang the second voice skillfully . Even before 
young Knecht and his sister Benigna were of school age, 
they too j oined in,  and three- or four-part songs were 
neatly rendered . Father Knecht inclined more to folk 
songs, of which he knew a great  many, while his wife 
preferred hymns .  When he was away from home,  the 
more worldly-minded fountain m aster indulged in other 
kinds of music , and these too helped to enrich the mo
ments when he stopped to rest from his usually soli
tary toil .  Then he would sing or whistle his folk songs, 
marches, and d ances, or pipe on some instrument that he 
himself had fashioned ( his favorite was a thin little 
wooden flute without stops ) .  In his younger days he had 
played the pipe or cornet  at  dances, bu t when he became 
engaged to the parson's daugh ter in the year I 6gs, she 
h ad made him promise never to do so again , and though 
by no means as deeply and passionately convinced as his  
wife tha t  inns and dance floors were hotbeds of sin, he 
had kept his promise. In la ter years Knecht remembered 
the rare occasions when his father had taken him , then a 
li ttle boy, to his places of work outside the town . When 
his work was clone , his father had taken out his high
pitched wooden flute and played tune after tune, while 
the youngster sang the second part. After his father's 
dea th, the image of h is fa ther making music with h im 
deep in the woods became one of his tenderest memories ,  
taking on the heavenly radiance aml magic pecul iar to 
childhood memories and to certain dreams.  

Knecht's mother, as we see, played a far larger part 
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than his father in the spiri tual conduct of the household 
and in the educa tion of the children.  Through mar
riage with this in telligent and pious woman, the fou n tain 
master's n ature had undergone a certain sublimation ; his 
l ife had been transposed i n to a differen t ,  more spiri tual 
key . He had won a wife wh o, in addition to her piety,  was 
also in teres ted in improvin g  h is mind and who even knew 
a l i t tle La tin . I n  return, he h ad forsworn certain of the 
habits of his  voun ger days ; i n  particular ,  he had given up 
drinking in the ta\'erns and playing i n  a dance band . On 
the whole, this sublimation of his nature was successful .  
I t  was only n atural and i n  no way reprehensible that 
when he was alone with himself or the children he should 
sing only his belO\·ed folk songs , to the neglect of hymns, 
which he got enough of on other occasions .  On the other 
hand, he paid for the ennoblement of his l ife with certain 
l i t tle  foibles, one of which was not so l i t tle but a consider
able burden and embarrassment to himself and others ; 
indeed , one migh t  e\·en call  i t  a vice or disease. Though 
for months on end he scrupulously observed his du ties as 
a foun tain master, husband, father, and churchgoer, and 
l ed the l ife of an exceptionally abs temious and upright 
burgher and Christian , once or twice a year he departed 
from his good beha \'ior ( which was eviden tly something 
of a strain on him ) and let himself go . On such occasions,  
he \vould drin k  and lol l  abou t in t averns for a whole day 
and sometimes as much as two or three days, and then 
creep quietly back home , a picture of contrition . For years 
glances were exchanged o\'er these unfortunate h appen
ings ,  but never a word was spoken . True ,  the discipline 
go\'erning Knech t's l ife h ad a chink in i t - these rare fits 
of in temperance, which served as a kind of escape valve 
for the undiscipli ned residue of his animal instincts .  Yet ,  
e,·en in his days of  vice, even when he seemed to have 
thrown i t  off, this discipline remained s trong and never 
set him en tirely free. For when the urge to drink himself 
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into a s tupor came over him, the fountain master not only 
avoided his house but  kept away from the town alto
gether, and from all the places where he was ordinarily to 
be seen . Even when he was so drunk tha t  he seemed to 
have los t all willpower and sense of responsibility, he 
never set foot in his usual haunts and never confronted 
his own diurnal life, so to speak. He made his sacrifice to 
the night side of his n ature in concealment, ei ther taking 
his liquor out into the country with him or drinking in 
obscure taverns on the outskirts ,  where there was no 
danger of  meeting a burgher of his  rank.  And he never 
went home drunk ,  but always cleansed , sobered, and re
pentant .  Consequently, it was years before the children 
heard of his escapades, and e\·en then they long refused 
to believe what they heard . 

Thus ,  from both parents the boy inheri ted a love of 
music ; from his father a certain unstable balance between 
spirit and nature , between duty and indolence ; and from 
his mother a de\'otion to religion and a taste for theology 
and specula tion . Unconsciously , he felt a s trong kinship 
with his father ,  who taught  him to lo\·e solitude and the 
woods.  Father Knech t's stringen tly disciplined life in his 
wife's shadow made him a kind of gues t in his own house. 
This the boy sometimes sensed , and i t  fi lled him with a 
tenderness close to pity. On the other side s tood his 
mother, with her world of order and piety,  and behind her 
the church , that transcenden t home. Thou gh only a small 
church , i t  was then the only one he knew, and side by side 
with the smiling memories derived from his life with his 
father there were others , no less beau tiful ,  no less beloved 
and sacred : his mother and her fine voice ,  the spiri t of 
her Bible stories and hymns, the priestly fi gure of the 
rector, and the atmosphere of the town church , to which 
his paren ts began taking him when he was s till a very 
small boy. Among the memories th at the Sunday hours 
spen t in this church left with him , three were most 
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prom in en t : the rector, ta l l  and impos ing i n  his  black 
vestmen ts, s tr id ing to the pulpi t ;  the long-sustained waves 
of organ music f lood i n g  the sacred p lace ; and the h igh 
v a u l t over the nave, which h e  gazed at drea m i l y  duri n g  

t h e  l o n g ,  solem n ,  a n d  l a rgely  i ncomprehensib le sermons, 
fasci na ted hy the stra n gel y l i v i n g  r ibwor k ,  so old and 
stony and immob i l e ,  which, when he fixed h is eyes on i t ,  
breathed l i fe a nd m a g i c  a n d  music , a s  thou gh the organ 
music wove i tsel f into these sharp, angu lar ribs and both 
together s trove u pward toward an i n fin i te h a rmony.  

I n  the course of  h i s  chi ld hood , the boy conceived vary
i n g  p ictmcs of h i s  fu ture.  For a long t i me it seemed r igh t 
a nd self-ev iden t t h a t  h e  shou ld become what h i s  father 
was,  that  he should learn his fa ther's trade from him and 
become a fou n t a i n  m aster, takin g care of the spr i n gs , 

keepi n g  the spring c h a m bers c lea n .  laying the wooden 
pipes,  a n d ,  when he stopped in the woods to rest ,  playing 
tu nes on f l u tes h e  h i mself  had m ade. But  l a ter on i t  struck 
h i m  t h a t  there could he no more desirable aim i n  l i fe 

tha n  to s tride through the town l ike the rector,  clad i n 
bla c k  d i gn i ty ,  a priest and servant of God , a father to the 
con grega t ion . True, th is  i mpl ied tale n ts and powers that i t  
wou ld he pres u m ptuous to i mpute t o  h imsel f .  And then 

ca me st i l l  other des i res a nd possibi l i ties , especia l l y  to 
1 1 1 a kc I I I U s i c ,  to lca m to p lay  the orga n ,  to direct a choir, 
or a t  least to bl�conle  a harpsichord i s t ,  f lu tist ,  or viol in is t .  
These were h is ch i ld hood d rea ms ; the  earliest and most 
i n n ocen t of '  them - to becom e  what h is fa ther was
wa ned with  the wa1 1 i n g  of '  his c h i ldhood . 

K nech t's s is ter  Ben i g n a .  a few years you nger th an h im
self ,  a bea u ti fu l ,  rather shy and sel f-w i l led ch i l d ,  showed 
u nerr ing sureness iu her s in ging. a n d  l a ter i n  playi n g  the 
lute .  And i n  her feel i n gs as we l l  she was sure r  and more 
dec ided t ha n  her  brot her.  From the first , she was drawn 
c loser to her father t h a n  to her mother,  a nd as she grew 
older she took h i s  part more a nd more . She became his  
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favorite and comrade, learned all his folk songs, even 
those that were not sung at  home in her mother's pres
ence, and was passionately attached to him. But it should 
not be thought that these two were the fountain master's 
only children. Six or more were born, and at times the 
small house was bursting with children ; but only two grew 
to maturity, the others died young and were mourned and 
forgotten ; they will not figure in this story. 

Among the greater and lesser impressions, events, and 
encounters of Knecht's boyhood, there was one experience 
which affected him more deeply than all the rest,  and 
had lasting reverberations .  I t  was the experience of only a 
moment, but it had symbolic force. 

Knecht hardly knew Rector Bilfin ger as a man of flesh 
and blood ; he knew him more as a heroic figure or arch
an gel ,  for the h igh priest seemed to live and stride in a 
remote, i n accessible sph ere . Knech t knew him from 
church, where wi t h  Yoice and gesture,  standing either a t  
the altar o r  h igh u p  i n  the pulpit ,  he directed, admon
ished, cou n seled, comforted, and warned his Christian 
flock ,  or, as  an in termed i ary and h erald,  conveyed their 
pleas, their tha n k s ,  and their cares to God's throne i n  
prayer. There i n  church h e  seemed venerable,  holy, and 
also  heroic,  not  a h u m an individu a l .  but only a figure ,  
representing a n d  embodyi ng t h e  priestly office, transmit
ting the divine wmd and a d m i n i steri n g  the sacramen ts .  
You n g  Knech t a lso knew h i m  from the s t ree t ;  there he 
was nearer, more accessible and h u man , m ore a fa ther 
than a pri es t .  Gree ted respec tfu l ly  by all  who passed , the 
rec tor strode along. tall and i mposin g ,  s topped to chat  
with an old man,  a l l owed a woman to draw him i n to 
conversa tion , or ben t clown over a chi ld .  Then his  noble, 
spiritual countenance, no l on ger official and u napproach 
able,  radia ted k i ndness a n d  friendl iness ,  wh i le J ove a n d  
tru s t  came t o  h i m  from every face, h ouse,  and s tree t .  The 
patri arch had several  t imes spoken to you n g  Knecht .  H e  
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had felt the patriarch's big hand around his little one or 
on his head, for Bilfinger esteemed Frau Knecht both as a 
parson's daughter and as a zealously pious member of the 
congregation ; he often spoke to her on the street and h ad 
visited the Knechts at home on occasions of illness and at 
the deaths of the children . 

And then suddenly an unforgettable moment gave the 
priest and patriarch, the preacher and demigod, a new 
face in the boy's eyes, and inspired him with new feelings 
toward the rector, which brought him both dismay and 
happiness. 

The rector lived not far from the church in a well-built 
stone house, set slightly back from the street. Eight or ten 
wide stone steps led to a massive walnut door with heavy 
brass fittings . On the ground floor there were no dwelling 
rooms, but only a large empty vestibule with a stone floor 
and a low-vaulted assembly room. Here the parish elders 
conferred now and then, and here too the district clergy 
gathered every few weeks for a few hours of ecclesiasti
cal sociability interspersed with lectures and disputations. 
The rector and his housekeeper lived on the second floor. 
Thus, his daily life was invisible to the outside world, and 
this dignified seclusion was eminently suited to him, 
though he owed it to chance : the rectory had formerly 
been the official residence of the count's bailiff, and some 
of the old townspeople still spoke of it as "the bailiff's ." Of
ten, when the boy Knecht was in the neighborhood, he 
stopped to look at the distinguished, mysterious house ; 
once or twice he had crept up the cool front steps, touched 
the shiny brass on the weather-darkened old door, exam
ined the ornaments on it, and even glanced through a 
crack into the silent, empty vestibule, at the back of which 
a flight of s tairs could be seen . Other, ordinary houses al
lowed a glance at the life of their inhabitants-you could 
look through a window and sec someone sitting inside ; you 
might see the house owner or his hired man or maid at 
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work, or children at  play-but here everything w as hid
den ; the domestic life of the rector, who was a ·widower 
and whose house was kept by a taciturn old relative, was 
carried on in a silent ,  invisible higher sphere . The back 
garden with its fruit trees and berry bushes had high 
hedges around it ,  so tha t  it too w as well concealed ; only 
the next-door neighbor might occasionally see the rector 
strolling about on summer d ays . 

A maiden aunt of Knecht's mother occupied two rooms 
in a house on the hillside directly above the rector's 
garden, and sometimes when Frau Knecht went to see her 
she took the children along .  One autumn day, while the 
two women were busy talking, the boy stood a t  the win
dow.  Rather bored and disgruntled at first ,  he soon be
came fascinated by the view of the rector's garden far 
below, where the trees were defending their las t withered 
leaves against the October wind . One could also see the 
rectory, but on the first two floors the windows were all 
closed and nothing could be made out behind the curtains . 
Up above, however, it was possible to look into the loft . 
Here there were a pile of firewood and a clothesline with 
a few pieces of washing on it .  Looking obliquely down
ward , the boy could sec, adjoining the loft, a ra ther bare 
attic room . He saw a large box full of papers and along 
the wall a pile of cast-off household articles : a chest, an 
old cradle, and a ramshackle armchair with torn uphol
stery. With unth inking curiosi ty, Knecht gazed into the 
cheerless room . And then suddenly a tall figure appeared : 
the rector himsel f,  in a long black frock coat, his gray 
hair uncovered . Knecht waited tensely to sec what the 
venerable gen tleman might have to do in this obscure 
corner of the house. 

Several t imes Rector Bilfinger s trode back and forth 
across the room. His face was careworn ; clearly he was 
prey to grave and sorrowful thou ghts . He stopped with his 
back to the window and slowly his head drooped . Thus he 
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stood for a while ; then suddenly he fell to his knees, 
folded his hands, pressed them together, raised and 
lowered them in prayer, then remained on his knees, 
bowing his head to the floor. It was immediately evident 
to Knecht that the rector was praying. Shame and guilt 
weighed on the boy's heart, but he couldn't tear himself 
away from the sight .  Breathless and aghast, he stared at 
the kneeling man, saw the entreaty in his hands and the 
repeated bowing of his head . At length with some diffi
cul ty the rector s tood up ; again he was tall and erect . For 
a moment Knecht could see his face : though there were 
tears in his eyes, it shone with tranquil ,  pious happiness. 
I t  was so beautiful, so incredibly lovable ,  that the boy at 
the window shuddered inwardly and the tears came to his 
eyes. 

Knecht managed to hide his tears , his agitation , indeed 
his whole experience. This was his first and,  for a time, 
most intense reaction to his experience : he had a secret ; 
all alone he had witnessed something ineffable and great, 
but secret , and he knew from the first that he would never 
be able to confide this secret to a living soul .  But this was 
only one of the deep and moving aspects of a vision which 
long remained a source of fantasies , of secret thoughts, 
emotions, and dreams. Indeed, if anyone had asked 
Knecht at the end of his career what had been the most 
crucial event in his life , he might well have evoked those 
momen ts when , standing at his aunt's window, he had 
looked out over the bleak autumnal garden and seen the 
rector kneel down and pray in his attic room. What deep 
meaning there was in that vision ! What developments i t  
provoked ! How many faces i t  had ! He, a child of  seven , 
had seen a big, grown man, an old man ,  pacing the room, 
anguished and needful of help, had seen him kneel down, 
had seen him pray and weep, struggle, humble himself, 
and implore. And that man was not just anyone ; he was 
the rector , the venerated and somewhat feared preacher, 
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the man of God, the father of all his parishioners, to 
whom all bowed low, the living embodiment of all human 
and priestly dignity and nobility ! This was the man 
Knecht had seen anguished and despondent, kneeling in 
the dust with the humility of a child, bowing down to One 
before whom he, so great and so revered, was no more 
than a child and a grain of dust !  The first two thoughts 
that sprang from Knecht's vision were these : how truly 
pious this man must be, and how great, h ow kingly and 
powerful God must be, that such a man should kneel to 
Him in supplication ! And more : his supplication had been 
heard ; it had borne fruit ;  the tearful face of the suppli
cant had smiled, h ad glowed with release, appeasement, 
consolation, and sweet trust. I n  his reflections over the 
months and years, Knecht never exhausted the substance 
of these moments; it flowed like a living spring and 
turned the thoughts of the boy, who had often dreamed of 
becoming a rec tor in a black frock coat and buckled shoes, 
to Him whose servant the rec tor was and from whom he 
had received his o ffice, h i s  importance , and the honor in 
which he was held . And yet before H i m ,  before the Lord , 
the rector was n o t  only a servant, a minister ; no,  he · was 
His ch i ld ; he appealed to God as a child appeals to h i s 
father, humbly, bu t fu ll of candor and trust .  And for 
Knecht ,  the child who h a d  witnessed that prayer, the 
rector was at once dimini shed and magnified ; he lost 
someth i n g  of his proud dign i ty ,  bu t to make up for it , h e  
grew i n  nobil i t y  a n d  sanc t i t y ;  removed from the common, 
na tura l  order of  things, h e  en tered i n to a n  immediate 
bond with the heavenly Father. Knech t himself had often 
prayed , and not always because he was told to or from 
habi t .  Bu t  such prayer had hitherto been unknown to 
hi m ;  he h ad n ever known such affl iction and such 
urgency,  such devotion and entreaty,  such hum i l ity and 
resign a tion , nor h ad h e  ever seen a supplicant rise to his  
feet wi th such an aura of j oy,  reconcilia tion , and grace.  
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For the first time Knecht saw something very different 
from official dignity in the life and calling of a clergyman ; 
behind preacher and sermon, behind church, organ 
music, and congregation, he for the first time gained an 
intimation of the power which all this was made to serve 
and glorify, the God who is at once the commander over 
kings and the father of every man . 

These reflections developed only slowly in the child. 
Some of them never rose to consciousness and were never 
spoken, but all the religious thoughts and feelings that 
arose in Knecht throughout his lifetime were rooted in 
these moments . And it was not only because he was a 
child that his thoughts took so long to mature. There was 
still another reason : the secrecy of his experience gave 
him an oppressive feeling of loneliness . He could not 
share his great moment or rejoice in it with others ; there 
was something shameful about it ,  for he had witnessed 
the kind of episode that shuns and excludes all witnesses;  
he had seen something that was not meant to be seen. 
From then on , he not only felt greater veneration and love 
for the rector but also feared him and felt ashamed in his 
presence as never before. And because of this secret sense 
of shame, his thoughts, though drawn again and again to 
his vision, sought at the same time to avoid it ,  and he tried 
to forget what  could not be forgotten. Knecht was a quiet, 
modest child with little self-confidence. If not for the 
resilient, musical aspect of his nature, his secret would 
have injured him, and even so, it weighed heavily on his 
mind. 

Each year there was school from autumn to spring; 
apart from reading and writing, the children learned 
Bible verses and hymns.  School was monotonous but 
never tiring. Knecht learned to read music at  an early 
age-without effort, from his parents . While still a child, 
he read and reread the few books his parents owned. The 
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most important and inexhau stible was the Bible. A pas
sage was read aloud every morning, after which a hymn 
was sung.  In addition to the familiar hymns, which he  
sang a hundred times and soon knew by heart ,  there were 
m any others; these were printed in a small ( in 16° )  
parchment-bound book entitled The Soul's Harp or Wiirt
temberg Hymn Booh. The boy loved this pretty little book . 
On the parchmen t  cover was stamped a n arrow gold 
border, inside which was a delicately drawn and colored 
stamping of a potted plant with five different flowers and 
three different leaves . Inside the book, before the title 
page and the duke's patent ,  there were two pages of cop
perplate engravings. On one, King David was shown play
ing a gracefu l ly cun·ed harp, the top of which was 
ornamented with an angel's head surmounted by five 
Hebrew letters . On the second, the Saviour sat by the side 
of a wel l ,  talking with a woman,  and the well was Jacob's 
well  in the town of Sipar in Samari a ,  and the woman w as 
the Samaritan woman who came to draw water at the 
sixth hour,  when Jesu s ,  weary from h i s  j ourney, was 
res ti n g  by the wel l .  And J esu s said  u n to her ,  "Give m e  to 
drink ," and she repl ied , ' "How is it t h a t  thou , bein g a Jew, 
asketh drink of me, wh ich am a woman of Sam ari a ? "' 
( John 4 :  g ) .  The bottom of the page showed the ducal  
coat  of arms with i ts three an tlers,  the fi sh es of Mon t
bcliard, and other emblem s ,  and a t i n y  engraving of the 
city of  Ti.ibingen . The book con tai ned more than three 
h u ndred hymns,  wri tten by Dr. 1\ I .  Luther,  Duke Wil
helm of Saxony,  C l a u sn i tzer, Rinkhard t ,  Rist ,  Heerma n n ,  
Nicol ai ,  P a u l u s  Gerhard . J oh a n n  Arnd , Goldevius ,  and 
many o ther poets,  some of whom h ad spl endid forei gn 
soundi ng names such as Simphorianus Pollio . When 
you n g  Knecht  sang these hymns with his paren ts ,  wh a t  
real ly  mat tered t o  h i m  was t h e  h armony ,  t h e  in terweav
ing of part s ;  he was aware of the rel igious content only in
sofar as i t  d etermined the mood . I t  was only when h e  
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read the books by himself that he dwelt on the words;  
then he delighted in the joyful expectation of the Advent 
hymns and the festive exuberance of the Christmas 
carols, the bitter grief of the Passion hymns and the 
jubilation of the hymns of Resurrection, the anguish of 
the penitential chorales, the rich images of the Psalms, 
the freshness of the morning songs and gentle sadness of 
the evening songs : 

All you who long for bed 

Weary in bones and head, 

Now go and lay you down. 

When your time has run 

And your work is done, 

You will be bedded in the ground. 

Before he was old enough to read the Bible , the words 
of these hymns nourished and delighted his soul .  They 
were his plays and his novels .  Through them the suffer
ings, death, and glory of Jesus became a part of his inti
mate experience ;  they gave him his first reading of the 
human heart with its fears and exaltations, its courage 
and wickedness, its transience and striving for eternity, 
his first knowledge of life in this world, where evil so 
often triumphs ,  and of the kingdom of God , which 
reaches into this world in exhortation and judgment : 

From wrath and envy keep thy soul, 

In mildness never fail, 

For though the godless get more gold, 

Their wrath is no avail. 

In this little book, two hundred years of German 
Protestantism were preserved. Some of the pieces , such as 
the Kyrie eleison litany, translated by Luther himself, 
were even older and carried a note of still more venerable 
and mysterious antiquity. Much of the older Christian 
knowledge and faith, on which Christians had fed before 
Luther, was gone; a good part of the older religion was 
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n ow condemned as papist  idolatry and worldly vanity .  
Thi s  was a n arrowed Chris t iani ty ,  diminished i n  power 
and splendor, and yet there was you th ,  l ife , passion , and 
struggle in this n arrowed faith ,  which was still bein g  
persecu ted and bloodi ly  repressed i n  France, Moravi a ,  
a n d  elsewhere, a n d  h a d  i ts heroes a n d  m artyrs . 

I t  gave Knecht 's mother pleasure to sec him reading 
her li tt le book and l a ter the Bible ,  and when he asked 
quest ions ,  she answered patien t ly .  She was glad that one 
of her children should show rel i gious leanings ,  a n d  she 
made up her mind to help him in c\'ery possible way if he 
should someday decide to become a theologia n and 
preacher. And a s  far as  was i n  her power, she t au gh t h i m  
t h e  rudi m ents of L a ti n .  

I t  is n o t  very often t h a t  a boy chooses a voca tion t h a t  i s  
ca pa b l e n o t  o n l y  o f  occu py i n g h i s  facu l t ies b u t  a lso o f  
tra n s formi n g  t h e  dream t h a t  l i es dor m a n t  w i t h i n  h i m  i n to 
rea l i ty , tha t \\ i l l  n o t  on l y  ked h i m  a nd br i n g  h i m  h on or 
but a l so m a g n i fy a nd f u l f i l l  h i m .  1\ l a n y cond i t ion s m u s t  be 
met bcl'ore so fort u n a t e  a choice  c a n  be m a d e  a n d  fol
l owed th rou g h .  Perhaps we a rc m·e r i nc l i n ecl to d r a w  h a s t y  
c o n c l u s i o n s  f 10 m  t h e  ca reers of t h e  so-c a l l ed gen i uses o f  
t h e  pas t ,  a n d  to  com fort ou rschcs w i t h  t h e  bel i e !' t h a t  
m e n  e n d owed w i t h  t nl l' t a len t a nd s t re n g t h  o f  charal'le r  
h a ve a l ways found t h e m sel ves a n d  w o n  t h e i r  p roper place 
i n  t h e  world . T h i s  i s  a cowa rd l y ,  ph i l i s t i n e a ss u m p t ion , 

possib le  on l y  i f  one s h u t s  one's eyes t o  t h e  t r u t h .  For a l l  
th e i r grea t a c h i cH � m e n t s ,  m a n y  o f  t h e  mos t famous 
gen i u ses never rea l l y fu l f i l led  th c r nse l vcs , and moreover ,  

i r n nr mera blc l r i gl r l y  g i fted men were p reven ted hy c i r
c u ms t a nces fmm t a k i n g  u p  t h e  ca reer t h a t  w a s  ri g h t  for 

t h e m ,  or t oo k  i t up too l a t e .  Some m e n ,  it is t ru e ,  h a v e  not  
on l y  home u p  bravely  u nd e r  a botched . u n h a ppy l i fe ,  bu t 
h a ve cvc 1 1  a c h ieved n o bi l i t y  i n  t h e i r  accep t a n ce of i t ,  t h e i r  

li i iWr fu t i ,  I H r t th i s  is  beside t he po i n t . 
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In the case of young Knecht, the possibility of a happy, 
fulfilled life in keeping with his talents seems quite con
ceivable. Without great ambition, he had the makings 
more of an artist than of a scholar. From both parents he 
had inherited a considerable musical talent. If  only he 
had grown up amid a somewhat higher musical culture, 
in a city blessed wi th concerts, theaters, proficient music 
teachers, e tc . ,  he would have found no difficulty, even 
without great sacrifices on the part of his parents , in 
becoming an accomplished musician. But such a possibil
i ty occurred neither to his parents nor to himself. In the 
midst of musical eighteenth-century Germany, there 
seemed to be no opening for the boy's talent .  There were 
no doubt excellent musicians at the court in Stuttgart, and 
in some few cities musicians may have been employed as 
organists or choir masters , but these were rare exceptions 
and all this was far away. As a boy Knecht never dreamed 
that i t  might be possible to acquire a serious musical 
education that might enable him not only to earn a living 
but even to achieve fame as a musician. True, there were 
musicians in every small town in Swabia-the fiddlers 
and pipers who played at festivals and dances . But they 
were regarded as little better than vagabonds ; they drifted 
from place to place in search of scant earnings, offered 
their services at every wedding, church fair, and Sunday 
dance ; they were looked upon as drunkards and de
bauchees, and no self-respecting burgher would have 
dreamed of letting his son take up their trade. As a young 
man, father Knecht himself, though not a professional 
musician, had played with dance bands on holidays. In 
the seclusion of the woods, he s till piped all the dance 
tunes he had learned then, but on the day of his betrothal 
he had solemnly renounced his place among the happy-go
lucky musicians. The boy, who had learned to play the 
flu te when he was very young, and the lute some years 
la ter , would have shaken his head in disbelief if anyone 
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had asked him if he planned to become a s trolling musi
cian. Yet if he had known as a child that it was possible to 
study music with esteemed musicians, and then to be
come an organist in one of the great churches, kapell
meister at an opera house, or even a chamber musician ,  it 
seems more than likelv that  he would never h ave nur-• 

tured any other dream for the future. As i t  was, music 
always occupied first place in his heart ,  but not in his 
consciousness, for he did not know that there were men 
who held music sacred and devoted their lives to it ,  just as 
others devoted their lives to the service of the duke , the 
church, or the town council. He knew three kinds of 
music : playing and singing at home with his family, 
which was glorious ,  and it was unthinkable that he would 
ever let himself be deprived of it, but it  was only a pas
time, something one did when there was no work to do; 
then there was church music, which for all its splendor 
was a mere handmaiden of religion , condemned to fall 
silent the moment the preacher opened his mouth ; and 
finally, the music of the fiddlers and pipers , the three
penny music played at weddings and fairs,  which , for all 
the brilliance of an occasional performer, was not to be 
taken seriously. 

Yet every man, even in childhood , is a composite being, 
living under complex conditions and deriving from multi
ple sources . Knecht was a healthy child with a generally 
sunny disposi tion , and he grew up in a tolerably peaceful 
and happy household . Yet this happy home was not with
out its shadows and tensions ,  which also involved the 
children , whether they suspected it or not .  Here was 
father Knech t, strong ,  handsome, skilled in his craft, 
musical , a simple ,  childlike man ; but in his youth he had 
shown a penchant for dance floors and taverns , and it 
was not for nothing that he had fel t  the need to marry a 
woman superior to himself in station , character, and in
tellect-a gamble that had been largely but not entirely 
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successful .  I f  his proficiency in his work had not given 
him a certain independence and won him general esteem 
as a citizen and provider, he would have cut a sorry figure 
beside his wife . As for his wife, whom both husband and 
son loved and awesomely admired, she never forgot that 
her husband was of lower station than her father had 
been, and tended to overestimate the class to which she 
no longer belonged . Consequently, she was ambitious for 
her children ; she would have liked to see her son become 
a rector or even a prelate or professor, and her daughter 
at the very least a parson's wife.  Though there was no 
great harm in all this,  i t  was a source of tension, and it 
was fortunate that along with the conjugal love between 
the fountain master and his wife, a kindly spirit ,  the good 
fairy of music was also present in the household . 

If young Knecht's choice of profession and hopes for 
the future presented a problem, it was not rooted solely in 
his personal circumstances or those of his parents .  An 
individual is not an end in himself ; he is born not only 
into a family but also into a country, an epoch , and a 
culture, and long before he could have known it, Knecht 
too was surrounded by movements, problems ,  yearnings, 
conceptions, misconceptions , and dreams arising from the 
time and place in which he lived . Some of these in time 
were to mean so much to him and become so much a part 
of his own nature that he not only accepted them pas
sively as a part of the outside world but identified himself 
with them in his own thoughts, yearnings, struggles , and 
responsibilities . With his musical gift, what  he desired 
most in the world was harmony, wholeness ; he longed to 
become an integral part of something great, to dedicate 
his person to an ideal , to something unquestionably noble 
and good. All his life he pursued this yearning within the 
forms and constellations he had been born into. In this 
l ight, it is significant that at an early age he developed a 
passionate attachment to religion and the church , and 
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that after a few indecisive school years it was decided tha t  
h e  should become a theologian . 

Despite misgivings and objections on his father's part, 
he was taken out of school at the age of nine or ten and 
entrusted to the aged Preceptor Roos , who in the course of 
his career had taugh t  a good many boys Latin and pre
pared them for the higher schools .  To defray the costs, 
the rector contributed the sum of fifteen florins out of an 
endowment fund which he adminis tered . For Knecht 
these last summer weeks before the onset of his studies, 
the last weeks of childhood freedom, were to become a 
precious memory, often looked back upon with sadness. A 
chapter in his life was ended . For a time the boy was the 
center of attention ; consultations were held and plans 
were m ade, with him as their object ; he felt honored and 
important .  But  now, for a little while, before the new life 
which he anticipated with curiosity and a certain dread 
began, he was still a child, allowed to go out with his 
father for half d ays or even whole days, to watch him at 
his work and to help him. His fa ther made him a present 
of a new flu te .  He h ad also been given a pair of brand-new 
deerskin breeches, which his little sister Benigna thought 
wonderfully becoming.  Otherwise, she thou gh t it silly that 
her brother should study and become a blackcoat ;  she had 
hoped her father wouldn't allow i l .  Sometimes, when the 
weather was good and her father had to inspect the water 
pipes in the woods ,  she too was taken along. When they 
were tired out from walking,  they sat down to rest on the 
moss under the fir trees, and a fter they had eaten their 
bread and milk and berries, they sang two- or three-part 
folk songs such as  "All l\ly Thoughts" or "Innsbruck, I 
Must Leave Thee." I n  a clear, cold brook amid rocks and 
ferns,  young Knech t's father taught  him to watch for 
trout,  which the father would then ca tch in his hands ; 
and the children gathered flowers and berries to take 
home to their mother. 
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All the neighbors knew that the boy was to learn Latin 
and become a student ; they called out to him, praised 
him, congratulated him, gave him a bun, a handful of 
quills, a piece of cherry cake. The blacksmith, whose 
anvil sounds filled the street, called him into his sooty 
smithy with its blazing forge fire, held out his big horny 
hand, and said, "So you're going to study Latin and be a 
minister? Look here, son, I don't give a hang for that, and 
neither does the Saviour ;  He didn't know any Latin Him
self. Don't forget, when you tie on your bands and climb 
up in the pulpit ,  that your father was an honest crafts
man, which is as good or better than a scholar. Now 
don't fret, I don't mean any harm, but i t's too bad. Well , 
that's that, and now wait a second ." With that he walked 
out of the smithy and came back after a while with a 
goose egg, which he gave to the boy. During the black
smith's absence, young Knecht hadn't given a thought to 
his words , but had taken a small hammer from the work
bench and several times, with long pauses in between, 
tapped lightly on the anvil, listening with delight to the 
sweet, full tones . 

The short holiday was over . One day, in the cool of the 
morning, his mother brought the young scholar to Pre
ceptor Roos. She took with her a basket full of peas and 
spinach as a gift to the preceptor, left young Knecht in 
the preceptor's sitting room, and returned home with an 
empty basket and no son. Roos was an old man; his hand 
trembled so that i t  took him quite some time to get a 
proper hold on his slate pencil or pen, but then, slowly 
and carefully , he wrote out row after row of beautiful, 
perfectly shc.ped letters and figures . He had once been 
famous and feared as a teacher ; two of his pupils had 
become prelates and one a court astronomer ; six had 
become rectors , and many had grown up to be town par
sons, village parsons, or Latin teachers. In his old age, he 
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was still a passionate and irascible teacher, but the atmo
sphere in his sitting room was calmer than in his old 
Latin school, where he sometimes seemed to devote whole 
days to thrashing, scolding, and running furiously back 
and forth. All his pupils had feared him, some had hated 
him; many years ago one of them, in self-defense, had 
bitten him so hard on the left hand that  the scar was still 
to be seen . Though he had given up the thrashings, or 
almost, he was still a s trict and domineering master. But 
on the whole Knecht was well treated , for from the start 
he had an ace in the hole, or rather, two aces . In the firs t  
place, the preceptor admired Knech t's mother, whose 
father he had known, and his weakness for her some
times expressed itself in the forms of an older, more 
chivalrous day. In the second place, the old man was not  
only a teacher but also a musician ; he h ad played the 
organ for years and directed the chorus of the Knorzel
fingen Latin school , and though it was originally as a 
favor to Frau Knech t that he Look on a pupil in his retire
men t, he soon grew fond of the boy , because he could 
read music and sing in perfect pitch and time.  And so, 
something that no one had though t  of came to pass .  
Young Knech t's musical education was continued and his 
hours in the schoolroom , which were not always peaceful 
or pleasan t ,  were followed by music lessons, in which 
scoldings were rare and moments of festive joy frequen t .  

At the start La tin was his  main subjec t .  fn addi tion to 
mastering the grammar, it would be necessary to learn , 
not on ly to trans la te correc tly and fluen tly ,  bu t also to 
speak , wri te, and debate in Latin , and to compose Latin 
hexameters , distichs ,  and odes-a goal which ,  though in 
his first year it seemed far beyond his reach , Knecht 
nevertheless attained in the end.  There was also a bit of 
ari thmetic. As for Greek, that wouldn't begin until his 
third year .  A whiff of scholarship carried over in to the 
music lessons, as, for example, when they transla ted a 
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number of German hymns into Latin and took to singing 
them in that language. 

Every morning Knecht spent five hours in the school
room, and most afternoons two or three hours, this, of 
course, quite apart from music . The preceptor owned a 
harpsichord, which on days of good humor he sometimes 
let the boy play. He also borrowed a violin for him and 
taught him the fingering. Knecht practiced at home until 
he was proficient enough to play sonatas and suites with 
his teacher. Yet for years the boy was unable to satisfy his 
most ardent desire, to learn the organ. The old man no 
longer had the strength for it, young Knecht was too little, 
and the day wasn't long enough. 

The course of study imposed on Knecht was cruelly 
exacting and cannot have failed to harm him in some 
degree . Undoubtedly it robbed him of a good part of his 
childhood, and yet, contradictory as it may appear at first 
sight, the childlike quality that stayed with him in his 
mature years is largely attributable to his schooling. For 
though his one-sided concentration on study banished him 
prematurely from the freedom, innocence, and natural 
aimlessness of childhood, on the other hand it isolated 
him from many of the major and minor experiences 
which ordinarily expand a child's knowledge of life and 
gradually build up in him the thoughts and feelings of an 
adult. The world of learning was ageless and masculine, 
and those who entered into the republic of scholarship 
excluded themselves from naive life. True scholars, it has 
been observed, are often precocious in childhood and 
early youth, but this precocity manifests itself only in the 
conscious, intellectual side of their nature and is accom
panied by an almost childlike unworldliness that lasts as 
long as they live . Knecht did not escape this fate, but he 
had an easier time of it  than many of his contemporaries . 
We know from his own account of his childhood that the 
future prelate Oetinger, a man distinguished by piety, 
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learning, and true wisdom, was driven to despair and 
even to blasphemy by his teacher's brutal severity .  Such 
children were no weaklings ; they endured a good deal . 
Knecht h ad a much easier time of it than his future 
instructor at the Ti.ibingen Stift, and not only because of 
his preceptor's advanced age. \Ve believe that his true 
guardian angel was music . For music h as a profound, 
magical healing power, and even more than the other arts 
it can serve as a substitute for nature. I t  was music that 
saved Knecht's soul from intellectual aridity.  

l\loreover, Preceptor Roos,  himself preserYed by his 
music from the extremes of pedantry , had learned to 
moderate the rigid school discipline with little distractions 
and to give his pupil a breathi'lg spell when his attention 
threatened to flag. He would not have favored the numer
ous educational systems that were to crop up at a later 
day, the combination of ,,·ork and play , the individual, 
humanizing methods of teaching .  No, he was a sergeant 
of erudi tion ; he kne\Y and loYed his training manual, and 
would r a ther h ave dri\ en himself and his pupil mad than 
devia te a h a ir's bread th from it . No sentimen tali ties for 
him . But  l i t t l e  by l it t le , i n  the course of a long ,  h ard 
career . he h a d  foun d  o u t  t h a t  uninterrupted strain is 
l ike l y  to m a k e  a s tu d e n t  d u l l  a n d  reca l ci tr a n t , and that 
children subj ec ted to se\·ere discipline are often as tonish 
ingly gra teful  for s m a l l  rewards s u ch as the timely gift of 
a few minutes or a b i t  of , -ariety.  Early i n  his school 
career, K n ech t became acq u ai n ted wi th one of the precep
tor's l i t t le  v agaries . The boy had been wri t ing  words with 
a goose- q u i l l  pen . When i t  seemed t o  him th a t  the pen 
was b l u n ted , h e  h el d  i t  ou t to h i s  teacher a n d  asked him to 
sharpen i t . 

Roos t ook t h e  q u i l l ,  wh ich was i ndeed i n  a sad s ta te ,  
a n d  reached for h is penk ni fe ( "Someday,  volc n t c  Dco, 
you wi l l  a lso learn how to whet one of these kn ives" ) . 

H i s  h a n d  tremb l ed so t h a t  for a long m i n u t e  the u n der-
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taking seemed hopeless, but in the end he applied the 
sharp little knife to the quill , cut off the tip, and pro
ceeded to show young Knecht how one went about 
making a new point .  This was the beginning of a new, 
sometimes agonizing, sometimes delightful branch of in
struction-pen sharpening-which from time to time 
came as a welcome interruption to a lesson that was 
growing tedious .  On one occasion , the pupil cut the quill, 
tried it, cut it  again, tried it again, and seemed unable to 
complete the operation . After chuckling over the boy's 
efforts, the old man told him the story of Oknos, the rope 
plaiter , whose rope the she-ass kept gnawing away as fast 
as he could plait it. Knecht was to remember the s tory as 
long as he lived. 

Knecht was sometimes allowed to help with the house
work, and to him this was a holiday. True ,  the old man, to 
his pupil's regret , forbade his widowed daughter, who 
kept house for him, to employ Knecht for daily kitchen 
and garden chores ; it could be done only occasionally and 
unofficially . But when there were special tasks that ex
ceeded a woman's strength and intelligence, Roos took 
command and Knecht's services were welcome. And so it 
was that he helped to unload and pile up firewood, to put 
up fruit or sauerkraut, and to press pears for cider. 

Still , the temple of knowledge , in whose vestibule the 
boy underwent his hard novitiate, remained a temple. I t  
had the loftiness and somewhat stilted grandiloquence of 
late baroque, and was suffused more with the light of 
reason than with mystical twilight .  Religious exertions 
were never expected of the child, for the preceptor him
self did not overdo his piety. He gave the church its due, 
attended services on Sunday, and saw to it  that his pupil 
learned his catechism and his hymns. Apart from that, he 
let God rule His own kingdom. It was in music that he 
found the necessary emotional counterweight to the 
rather colorless sobriety of scholarship. He himself had 
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composed cantatas in his younger days, and he had two 
chests full of manuscript scores, for the most part church 
music from Palestrina down to the contemporary organ
ists Muffat and Pachelbel .  \Vith a certain awe, Knecht 
observed that the older manuscripts, many of which the 
preceptor had copied with his own hand, were as brown 
and withered as antique books .  There were also some very 
old books which the old man occasionally leafed through 
and explained to Knecht, of liturgical songs with Latin 
texts and stiff, rhomboid notes inscribed in four rather 
than five lines . The whole treasure trove was at his dis
posal . He would take a book or a few manuscript sheets 
home with him oYer Sunday and copy them carefully .  He 
spent every groat he could lay hands on for paper. He·  
himself would l ine it  and then make copies of chorales , 
dances, arias ,  m adrigals . motets, cantatas, passacaglias, 
etc. Thu s ,  at a n  earl y age. he amassed a store of food for 
the soul t h a t  would last  h im a l l  h i s  l ife . 

On Su n d a y  when , amid the bre a t h i n g  silence that  filled 
th e  chu rch after t h e  organ had fallen silent, Knecht saw 
Rector B i l fm ger appear i n  t h e  pu lpit , he was often 
s tricken with consterna tion at the realization t h a t  he had 
forgotten his secret for whole days . Sometimes he was so 
engrossed in t h i n kin� about it  that he m issed half the 

s ermon . N ow t h a t  he was s tudying Lati n ,  h e  saw the 
rector in a new l igh t .  for he too was des t ined to become a 
clergy m a n ,  a pri e s t .  a n d  h e  had set  foot o n  the lowest  
ru n g  of the l adder.  at  the top of which h e  saw the man he 
so revere d .  Ye t he d i d  not feel that h e  had come closer to 
the rector,  a nd for this his secre t was again to bl ame . He 
knew th a t  the way which l ed to the priesthood and pulpit  

was noble a n d  ard uous ,  bu t h e  also knew that a l l  in  al l  
there was no sect e t  to  i t ;  you n e ed only study La tin , then 
Greek a n d  I lebrew, etc . ,  lon g a n d  d i l i gen t ly ,  and then one 
d ay you �ot there.  B u t  even if  you achieved the t i t le and 
the d i g n i t y  and perh aps even the abi l i t y  t o  preach , wh a t  
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was most sacred a n d  m i racu l ou s  would s t i l l  he Jacki n g ;  

y o u  wou ld s t i l l  h e  barr ed f'rom t h e  secret i n to w h i c h  h e  
h ad o n c e  by c h : r nce c a s t  a forh idd(' n  and a l a r m i n g  gl a nce, 
a secrd t h a t  h a d  no p l ace at t h e  a l t a r  or in the p u l p i t ,  h u t  

d wel t i n  a l l i c room s a n d  l o n e l y  l l iddcn pl aces : d irec t ,  

c h i l d l i k e con r m u n i o n  w i t h  Cod . l i e knew from h ea rs a y  

t h a t  a l l  m en ,  e v e n  t h e o l d  a nd vener a b l e ,  c a n  a n d  s h ould 

reg a rd themsel ves as c h i l d ren of Cod . l i e h ad h ea rd tel l 

o f  t h e  conr n r u n ion o f  sa i n ts a nd k n ew t h a t i t  was gi ven to 
some to ach ieve s a i n t h ood ; among t h ese you n g  K n ec h t 

u n h es i ta t i n g l y  mnn he red t h e  rec tor,  and i n  h is own 

mot her as we l l  he d i scerned a s h i m mer of '  h o l i nes s .  B u t  

h e  k new t h a t  he h i msel f w a s  worlds  rem oved from s a i n t
) lO od ,  more r(' l l l O t e  fr01 1 1  i l  t h a n  a l i l l i e  La t i n  scholar 

fro r ll a rec tor.  

M ea n wh i l e ,  La t i n  occ u p ied K n ech t's days a nd th ou gh ts ,  

not  l ea v i n g  m u c h  t i n r c  for b rood i n g .  W h e n  he h a d  done 

his t ra n s l a t i n g ,  lea rned I r i s  voca b u l a ry a nd conj u ga ti on s 

a l l  o f  w h i c h  ca rn <'d l r i m  a p r i v i le ged , respec ted , a l most  

h i e ra t i c  p l a ce a t  h is  fa t l r er's tab le-he sa n k  gen t l y  hack 

i n to the o l d  fa m i l i a r  world from w h i c h  h i s  s t u d i es h a d  

es t r a n ged h i n r : t h e n  h e  pl a yed w i t h  l i t t le Ben i gn a ,  l is

te ned w i t h deep feel i n g  to h i s  fat h er's p u re ,  deep,  ra d i a n t  

voice a s  t h e fa m i l y  s a n g  togc l h er,  h (' l ped h i s mother c l e a r  
t he t a h l c, or w a t c h ed her a s  she s a t  w i l h  h er sew i n g  

b a s k e t , pa t i e n t l y  d a rn i n g  a n d  m e r al i n g . l i e fel t  i ns t i nc

t i vel y  t h a t  w h a t  w i t h  I r is  p ro l o n ged d a i l y  abse nce, the 

h o u rs s pen t w ri t i n g  a nd s t u d y i n g  in  respec ted s i lence a t  

the c l ea r('d t : r  h i e ,  a n d l r  i s  prcoccu pat ion w i t h new a n d  

a l ie n  conce m s ,  h e  w : r s  son1ehow s l i p p i n g  a w a y  from h i s  
h o r n e ,  beco m i n g  d i s l oy a l  a nd u n fa i r  t o  h i s fam i l y ; a n d h i s  

l i t t l e  s i s t er t o l d  l r i r n  t h e  s a m e  t h i n g  m u c h  more c l ea r l y 

a nd c l i r< 'c t l y .  S i ne<'  K r H'c h t  h a d  s t a rt ed goi ng to t h e p re

ceptor's house,  cor n i n g  home l : 1 te ,  a nd si t ti n g  w i t h h i s  

pa pers a t  t h e  t a b l e ,  w h e n ·  n o  one w a s  a l lowed t o  d i s t u rb 
h i m ,  she h : r d  fel t depri ved o f  h e r  b rother a nd betra yed by 
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him, and she made no attempt to hide her feelings . She 
hated the preceptor. she hated Latin, she h ated books and 
exercises ;  she hated having to keep still and wait for her 
distinguished brother to finish his work . She rebelled 
against the tyranny of Latin and sometimes avenged her
self with little acts of sabotage : once she hid her brother's 
grammar for several days :  once she lit the hearth fire 
with one of his copybooks :  once she threw his inkwell 
from the balcony down into the ravine. And when 
Knecht's work was done and he ca lled his sis ter to come 
and play or to go ou t with him to meet their father, she 
was either nowhere to be found , or so hurt, hardened , and 
hostile tha t i t  took no end of \Yh ecd l ing and pleading to 
bring her a rou nd.  She l o\'cd him and fou ght for his love, 
and when he was n ice to  her she always mel ted in the 
end . But m ore and more Ben i gn a  t u rned again st her 
mot h er .  w h o .  she fir m l Y  bcl ieYed. was to blame for al l  
th i s . The m ore se\ ' erel y her mother t rea ted her.  the more 
her mother h a rped on the impor t ance of rel i g i on and 
s tudy . t h e  more t h e  c h i l d  withdrew from her a n d  the 
fon der she bec a m e  of her  fa the r a nd h i s  warmer .  s imp l er , 

more n a t u r a l  w or l d ,  of w a n d er i n gs i n  t h e  woods . flu te 
play i n g . d a nces.  a nd fo l k  songs .  I t  was she.  the  ch i ld wi th 
the u m u l y  red - b l o n d  h a i r .  w h o  i n s i s t ed th a t  t h e  fam i ly 
shou ld go hack to s i n g i n g  fol k songs a n d  secu l a r  a r i a s  

a l o n g  w i t h  t h e  h v m n s .  T i me a n d  t i m e  a ga i n ,  s h e  would 
s t ri ke up ; r  fo l k  s o n g .  a n d  w h e n  her m o t h er protes ted th a t 
they a l l  prdcrrcd h y m n s .  she wou ld s a y ,  " I t' s you that 
w a n t s  to s i n g  l r y m r r s  a l l  the t i m e ,  you a n d n o  one e l se ! I 'm 
s u re ! 'a ther  l i kes t h e  o t h er songs bet te r .  a n d  m y  b ro t h e r  
l i kes t h e m  too .  I I' v o u  d o n ' t le t  u s  s i n g  them , I w o n ' t  j o i n i n  
t h e  h ym n s . "  A n d  i n deed . s h e  kept  s i l e n t  d u r i n g  the h ym ns 
u n t i l  t h c  re l i g i o u s  t rad i t i o n  was b reached a n d  t h e  s i n gi n g  
of secu l a r  s o n g s  w a s  res u med i n  t he K nech t h o u seh o l d .  
F a r  l 'rorn bei n g  ge n t le a n d  y ield i n g  l i ke h e r  fa t h e r  a n d 
b rother .  s h e  l w ei a s t ro n g ,  s tu bborn c h a racter .  L i k e  h e r  
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mother, she had a will of her own, but not the same will 
as her mother's . Her mother was too intelligent and too 
pious not to break off the battle before it went too far, but 
a battle it was , and if for the time being outright unpleas
antness was avoided and peace always restored in the 
end, the guardian angel of the household was song, 
music . The mother gave in, the father conciliated; a num
ber of folk songs that were not too frivolous or too 
worldly were taken back into the repertory. Conflict and 
anger were still in the air, but the family sang, and often 
young Knecht accompanied the singing on the fiddle. He 
was always glad to sing with his sister ; he brought her 
music, taught her to read notes and to play a small flute. 
This was his answer to the li ttle girl's love and jealousy, 
and thanks to music she gradually became reconciled to 
her brother's s tudies and even to the preceptor. 

And so Knecht grew. Dreaded difficulties that  had once 
seemed insuperable had somehow been overcome. He 
spoke Latin very nicely and read Cicero with ease. He had 
started Greek and even learned to cut pens quite tolerably. 
In addition he copied out whole notebooks full of music . 
And then one day old Roos dismissed him. The learned 
old man was so grieved to be losing the pupil-no doubt 
his last-with whom he had shared his study for several 
years, that to hide his emotion he spoke more gruffly than 
usual . As they stood beside the desk, the old man de
livered a parting sermon ; he wanted to make it friendly 
and affectionate, for he was very fond of the boy, but 
dread of the leave-taking put a lump in his throat. It cost 
him a brave effort to speak, and the result was an unin
tended harshness .  "You've been doing tolerably well in 
Latin for the last year, I can't deny i t ,  but what  does a 
young flibbertigibbet know of the pains i t  has cost his 
teacher? And when it comes to Greek, you still have a 
long way to go. Preceptor Bengel will be amazed at some 
of those second aorists you invent. Oh well, it's too late to 
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find fault now. So here you are. running away from m e  
\\ithout a c are in the world : you think the worst i s  oYer, 
but other teachers \\ill h aYe their work cut out for them 
before you're fit to be seen . You don't really deserw i t ,  but 
I'Ye got a farewell present for you . Here �·· \Yith this he 
picked up a book of old French chansons and slapped i t  
down on t h e  desk. \\nen Knech t.  close to tears , tried t o  
take h i s  h and t o  thank him for the precious gift. h e  re
buffed him and s tarted in agai n .  -?\o need of thanks . 
What does an old man need all this music for? You can 
thank me by stud�ing properly and m a king something of 
yourself that \Yon"t disgrace me.  These chansons aren't 
bad. Those fellows knew something abou t pan \\Tilin g .  
And oh yes .  so you ,,·on"t b e  u nfai thful t o  :\ l u sica,  I"w put 
aside two organ pieces for you . modern things by a m an 
named Buxteh u d e :  no one e,·er heard of him i n  these 
parts .  but he kno,,·s how to write music and has  ideas .'· 
A gai n he s lapped a book dO\m on the desk. and when he 
s aw that you ng hnecht "·as  getting ready to cry. he 
thumped him on the back and bel l owed . '"\ 'ade. (est ina ,  
apage , a bi g boy doesn't cry � ·· \\'i th th a t  h e  pu shed h i m  out 
the door.  which he �lammed . bu t immediately opened 
again and cried o u t .  .. I t 's not fore,·er.  you milksop.  \\'e"ll 
be seei ng each other a r; a i n .  child . In your vacation you'll 
come OYer and m a ke m u .;; ic with m e .  You 're not nearh· as 
good at the h arp.;; ich ord a s  you seem to think. Practice,  
child . practice ! ·· And then h e  shut  the  door for good . 

B e fore e m b a r k i n g  on a new phase of his life.  Knech t 
was on ,·aca tion a g a i n .  H e  h ad been admi tted to one of 
the clois ter schoob th at prepared Swabian theologians for 
the uni, ersi ty .  Again he f e l t  th a t  h i s  mother was prou d of 
him,  whi le  his  f a th er �aid l i ttle a nd Benigna . anticipa t i n g  
her lonel ine-.s .  cursed his  i mpending departure. S h e  w a s  
quite a b ig  girl by then a n d  "·ore h er h air in pigtai l s .  I n  
those ,·acation days s h e  a n d  h er brother played a good 
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deal of music together, and once she said to him, "Maybe 
you really are going to be a blackcoat ;  I never really 
believed it up to now." 

"Stop saying blackcoat all the time," Knecht scolded. 
"What have parsons ever done to you to make you so 
down on them ? Our own grandfather was a parson ." 

"Oh yes, and Mother is still proud of it and gives herself 
airs and thinks she's better than anybody else, but that 
doesn't stop her from eating the bread our father earns 
with his hard work ." 

Her blue-green eyes flashed angrily .  He was aghast at 
the hatred with which she spoke of her mother. 

"Good Lord , you mustn't talk like that!" he said implor
ingly. She gave him a furious look, evidently on the point 
of putting it even more forcefully. But suddenly she 
turned away and started to taunt her brother by hopping 
around him on one foot , singing to the tune of a hymn, 
"Blackcoat,  blackcoat, you're a silly goat ." And then she 
ran away. 

Knecht was on vacation again, and in many ways it 
was like the time before his school days with old Roos . 
Once again Schlatterer, the tailor, made him new clothes, 
but now, instead of deerskin breeches, it was a black 
seminarist's suit .  \Vhen he tried it on under his mother's 
supervision and looked down at himself, he felt strangely 
solemn;  it annoyed and even angered him that his mother 
should show such unabashed pleasure in these new black 
clothes . He remembered his sister's blackcoat j ingle, he 
thought of his father and the days when he had sung with 
him in the woods . I t  was a bewitched, disagreeable 
moment. Everything that was dear to him seemed to have 
gone out of his life ; the future looked alien, black, and 
solemn,  worthy of Benigna's jibes. It was only a moment, 
only a brief spasm, and then even the expression on his 
mother's face, that exasperating look of triumph, was 
gone. She looked at him affectionately and said , "The next 
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time you get new clothes, maybe it will be for Ti.ibingen." 

It was the same in many ways . Again he was on vaca
tion. But  the last time the smell, the sound, the taste had 
been different.  That would never come again . His father 
was no longer a magician from the wood s ;  his sister was 
no longer a gentle child ; even his mother, with her pride 
in Knecht's black suit and her scanty Latin, had lost some
thing ;  the whole world had become more disenchanted 
and at the same time more difficult. Only the beau ty and 
magic of music had remained and, if anything ,  h ad grown 
stronger, but little by little this music; which h ad h eld the 
Knecht household together for so l ong,  was drawn into 
the sphere of problems and diffi culties . Knecht's musical 
world had grown l arger and more varied from year to 
year, and his paren ts coul d  no longer keep up with him . 
To his fa th er music was a n atural gift and need . He was 
always glad to hear m u si c  or to play ; but to read notes, to 
study the complicated scores , whether of old polyphoni c  
choral music  o r  of modern organ pieces as  his son did, 
struck him as ou t land ish ; it sm acked of schoolwork like 
Latin and Greek . His wife could go along if she pleased, 
he wan ted n o  part i n  i t .  B u t  his wife didn't really go alon g ;  
t o  her, rel i gion meant more than music,  and she was 
begin n i n g  to be afraid t h a t  the opposi te migh t  be true, not 
onl y  of her dau gh ter, but  of her son as wel l .  And of that 
she cou l d  not  approve.  l\Iu si c  was a good thin g ;  there was 
no h arm in enjoying a good polyphonic song,  yet  what 
real ly  m a t t ered in the end was not the singing itself  but 
wltat  you sang.  If your s ingi n g  ceased to be edifying,  i f  i t  
no lon ger served to glor i fy God ,  i f  you made music for i ts  
own sake, to display your talents or to wallow i n  feel ing ,  
you were abusing a divine gift ,  perverting and reversin g  
the values . Musi c t h a t  ceased t o  b e  a form of worship was 
worthless ; i t  cou ld on l y  i n tox i ca te and corrupt the soul
like th e eru di tion which del i gh t s  in  itself and , ins tead of 
serving God and His  Word , presumes to explain the world . 
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The existence of such erudition was known to her from 
conversations with theologians .  Of course she did not 
doubt her son's piety and fear of God ; he had never given 
her cause to. But in little Benigna she saw, or so she 
thought, signs of what the profane gifts of a fine voice 
and a good understanding of music could lead to if they 
were not sanctified by subordination to something higher. 
Though her son was far more docile and reverential than 
her daughter, they both had a good deal of their father in 
them ; it was disturbing to see how passionately Benigna 
worshipped her father and took his part, and how she 
tried to turn her brother away from his mother. 

As for Knecht's attitude toward religion, his mother had 
no cause for worry;  he was on the threshold of what may 
properly be termed the "pious" period of his life. But he 
was never one to show his piety in unmistakable signs 
and gestures. All his life he found those pious men, whose 
humility or love of Christ or gift of awakening the heart 
could be read in their eyes, gait, posture, and even in their 
manner of greeting, admirable but at the same time irri
tating .  

With his admission to  the cloister school a new life 
began for him in many respects, though Latin, and now to 
an even greater extent Greek, still filled his days and 
often followed him into his dreams. The course of study 
was no less rigorous than with Preceptor Roos, yet there 
were differences . Knecht no longer sat facing his teacher 
in a small room ; here he was one among many . Three 
dozen boys lived, studied, and played with him. At least in 
regard to theological learning, these young men were the 
flower and hope of the duchy, either the pick of the Latin 
schools or the sons of learned pastors , whose own fathers 
had begun to prepare them for the ministry when they 
were still small children . 

These well-trained Latinists were all dressed in black, 
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and indeed the cloister schools still had an air of monasti
cism, though they were no longer monasteries and no 
longer belonged to Catholic orders, having been wrested 
away from the papists and transformed into homes of the 
pure doctrine and of Lutheran learning. For a good three 
hundred years these Protes tant "cloisters" have supplied 
Swabia with its parsons and with no end of illustrious 
scholars, while the woods, fields, mills ,  and land titles 
belonging to the cloisters ha\·e provided the Swabian trea
sury with roughly a third of i ts total receipts.  These re
ceipts ,  it was originally stipulated , were to be used 
primarily for the maintenance of the churches and the 
training and remuneration of the ministers , and by and 
large this was done, though occa.sionall y ,  when one of the 
God-appointed dukes was too pressed for money, he 
would plunder the entire treasury without s topping to ask 
what would be left for the propagation of the pure 
doctrine. 

And so Knech t ,  not wi thou t tears, left his home for the 
first time and en tered the Denkendorf "cloister ." In Denk
endorf he found what he would have found at any of the 
other cloister schools : strict discipline, stimula ting 
friends,  excel lent  instruction in Greek, Hebrew, and 
French . But he also found something more and extremely 
rare : a g ifted and in every other way extraordinary 
teacher. The teacher's name was Johann Albrecht Bengel , 
and he was not on ly  t h e  preceptor of  the school , but also 
the Den kendorf preacher. When Knech t became his pupil, 
Bengel , though hy no means an old man, w as al ready 
famous as a teacher.  Though a grea t scholar, he had 
managed w i t h  his self-e ffacing humility to evade all 
advancemen t. for almost thirty years he served as pre
ceptor at Denkendorf ; on ly then did he rise, quick ly, 
though with no pushing on his part ,  to the highest offices 
and d i gn i ties . But  even as an u n assuming preceptor he 
exerted a quiet but profound influence for many years , 
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and not only on his own students ,  for many of whom he 
remained throughout his lifetime a men tor, confessor, 
and consoler. Indeed , his reputation as a great scholar 
and incorruptible guardian of the Word extended even to 
foreign lands . 

In his first conversation with Knecht, he asked him, 
"What is your father?"  "A fountain master." Bengel 
looked inquiringly into Knecht's face and then said softly ,  
choosing his words in his deliberate way,  "Become what 
your father is, a good fountain master . In the spiritual 
sense; that is what I myself try to be. The word of God 
and the Lutheran doctrine are the fountainhead from 
which our people draw the water of life . To keep this 
fountainhead pure is obscure work ; no one talks or thinks 
about it, bu t few occupations are so holy and important." 
For years, in the few hours that his two offices left free, 
Bengel had been working faithfully and patiently on an 
edition of the original Greek text of the New Testament, 
carefully tracking down the purest,  oldest ,  most reliable 
sources, scrupulously weighing and testing every word. 
Not a few of his pious friends thought it a sinful waste 
that  an able minister and teacher should spend precious 
days and years on a work of niggling and all in all super
fluous scholarship, but he never swerved from his pur
pose, and it was characteristic of the man that he should 
have appointed himself the task of "keeping the fountain
head pure." The church to which Bengel belonged did not 
recognize canonization, but Bengel stood high on the list 
of its secret saints . 

When this teacher with the serene, bony face and 
kindly eyes came to the classroom bright and early for the 
morning pr8.yer and his first lesson , he had spent several 
hours of the night over his "Bible text and his wide
ranging, partly scholarly, partly pastoral correspondence 
and had begun the new day with an examination of con
science and a prayer in which he entreated God to give 
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him perseverance, patience, and wisdom. He brought 
with him not only a serene alertness and cool intelligence 
but also an aura of gentle devotion and inspiration to 
which few of his pupils were impervious .  Like other 
Lutheran churches, the Swabian church had developed a 
rigid and rather pharisaic orthodoxy, and the clergy h ad 
taken on a certain upper-caste arrogance. Bengel was one 
of the first disciples and models of a new kind of Chris
tianity known as pietism . Over the years, this vigorously 
spontaneous movemen t,  like all other movements , was to 
slacken and degenera te. B u t  then it was in i ts springtime,  
and there was something of i ts freshness and delicacy in 
the aura of this man, who by n a ture inclined far more to 
clarity, moderation, and order lhan to sentimen tality and 
mysticism . 

There was l i t t le  or no difference between the teaching 
methods of Bengel and those of Preceptor Roos.  With 
Bengel , however, s tudy and erudi tion were no longer ends 
in themselves b u t  wholly directed toward a supreme goal 
-divine worsh ip.  The ancient l an gu ages ,  to be sure,  had 
their profane au thors and humanistic charm s ;  Bengel 
himself took pleasure in speaking Latin and Greek ; b u t  
for th is great  ph i lologis t ,  al l  phi lology culmina ted i n  the
ology ; i t  was an i n troduc tion to the world of God, a man
ncr of teaching men to revere i t  and be fai thful to i t . 
When , as occa sionally happened, a student didn't seem to 
be ge tting ahead , the preceptor would admonish him not  
only  to  study h arder bu t with equal  u rgency to  pray, and 
when i t  seemed n ecessary, Bengel himself prayed with 
him . What with his earnestness, modes ty, and u tter l ack 
of professoria l  arrogance, his a ttitude toward his pupils 
was that of an eq ual , and sometimes he almos t humbled 
h im scl l' before th e m .  I n  a talk with a former s tuden t ,  he 
once said th a t  h e  looked u p  to each one of his pupils  with 
respec t ,  for in each of  them h e  saw somethin g  better and 
nobler th an himself ,  and tha t  when he gazed a t  those 
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young faces he was often profoundly grieved at the 
thought of how pure and untainted these souls still were, 
while he himself had already squandered and bungled so 
much of his life . 

I n  his two years at Denkendorf, Knecht remained true 
to music . He continued to practice the violin, and with the 
help of an enthusiastic schoolmate organized a double 
vocal quartet. But more important than this or his studies 
was Bengel's influence. This venerable man, it seemed to 
him , was a true child of God ; trust in God emanated from 
him like a gentle, joyful light. Several of his pupils, who 
were especially devoted to their teacher, decided among 
themselves to take his path, to purify themselves each day 
with prayer and self-examination, so as to become vessels 
of grace. Knecht was one of them. The friends read 
Arnd's True Christianity, copied and discussed Bengel's 
Sunday sermons, confessed their trespasses, omissions, 
and evil thoughts to each other, and vowed to imitate 
Christ .  They took it for granted that conversion and salva
tion must begin with contrite awareness of one's sinful 
nature. Though the trespasses of these young men, in
cluding Knecht, amounted to very little, they found it 
necessary to ascribe them to original sin and to be horri
fied at them. In their own hearts they detected the univer
sal depravity, self-seeking, and lukewarmness of man, 
and in the depth of their affliction set all their childlike 
hope in the miracle of Jesus, who had sacrificed himself 
to overcome this very sinfulness and so opened the way to 
God's heart to each one who accepts the Saviour's sacrifice 
in loving faith . 

Sometimes i t  worried Knecht that this feeling of sinful
ness was neither as intense nor as lasting in him as i t  
seemed to be in some of his comrades . Sometimes he felt 
tired and his zeal flagged ; sometimes it struck him as 
useless and exaggerated to torment oneself so, and in 
secret he agreed with some of the other pupils' jokes at 
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the e�pense of the pietist group .  But  in this relapse, this 
slackening of his feeling, this backsliding into the ways of 
the world, this flirtation with the lusts and habits of the 
old Adam, he soon recognized the well-known wiles and 
snares of the devil and resis ted them. Sometimes he even 
suspected his love of music and the hours spent practicing 
the violin, but he could not bring himself to give them up.  
In a l l  other respects he was very strict with himself, for 
he was determined to go the whole way, to transform and 
ennoble his whole life ; to penetrate to the center , no  
longer to  belong to himself and lead his own life but to 
make himself entirely into an instrument of God . \Vhat  
sacrifice, what  heroism would be too great if he could 
become what the Apostles h ad been, if he could become 
like Preceptor Bengel ? He and his friends studied the 
Bible, the catechism,  the hymn book, the works of Arnd 
and Arnold ; even the works of pagan antiquity were 
searched for methods of self-mastery. Cicero's De Offzciis 
was pored over, the m axims of !socrates learned by heart, 
though his eloquen t Greek migh t  have been worthy of a 
profounder philosopher ; it was only later tha t  they gained 
a slight knowledge of Plato. On the other hand,  a rumor 
and shimmer of the secular philosophy that was then 
modern had penetrated the cloister. The m ore secular
minded students had heard the name of Leibniz and re
joiced in what they sensed to be the dawn of a radiant 
new spiri t ;  to prepare themselves for it ,  a few of the m ore 
energetic among them took up such extracurricular 
studies as algebra and plane geometry. This secular
minded group included two of the bes t students in 
Knech t's class;  they gave themselves airs and regarded 
themselves as an in tellectual aristocracy . Their chief criti 
cism of Bengel and his emulators was tha t  thei r piety was 
merely a means by which inferior minds could escape 
from their s tudies to religicn . For Bengel himself had said 
on several occasions that talen t and industry were not 
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enough for a future theologian, and that a deficiency in 
reasoning power or memory could well be compensated 
by superior love of God and fervor in prayer. This the 
secular-minded students denied categorically; they joked 
about the poor in spirit, who were unable to turn out an 
elegant Greek period and hated mathematics as an artifice 
of the devil, but made up for their incompetence by pray
ing until they had callouses on their knees. I t  must be 
said, however, that in those days the secular-minded were 
not alone in striving for high intellectual achievement, 
and that Swabian pietism in i ts beginnings cannot be 
identified with the dunce's fear of s trict intellectual disci
pline.  Though the new piety was very much a matter of 
feeling, though it had a profound and frui tful influence 
on the common people , i ts Swabian leaders and models in 
those early days were far from shunning the sciences . 
Some of them were distinguished mathematicians and 
logicians, and nearly all of those who later combated 
pietism started out as its pupils , and not bad ones at 
that .  

At vacation time Knecht returned home, where he 
found his mother sympathetic to all his interests and 
concerns,  his father lovingly silent ,  his sister somewhat 
reserved and estranged from her learned brother, but 
always ready to make music with him. Now he often took 
her with him on his visits to old Roos ; she was learning to 
play the harpsichord and Roos couldn't praise her enough . 
Knecht did not discuss religious matters with Roos. But he 
had several conversations with Rector Bilfinger, who, 
every time they met on the street, encouraged the youn g  
scholar to visit him. Though h e  was not nearly a s  old as 
Roos, his health was failing ;  his hair was white, his walk 
had become gingerly, and a curate replaced him in the 
pulpit. He had Knecht read to him from the Creek New 
Testament, questioned him about what he had read, in
quired of Bengel, and sent him greetings. Once, at the end 
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of Knech t's vacation,  the rector was u nwell a nd received 
him in bed . He prayed w i t h  the boy a n d  blessed h i m . "If 
you think of me at Denkendorf," '  he said in leave-t a kin g . 

··include me i n  your e\·ening prayer . as I t oo shall remem
ber you in  my prayers . I 'm a n  a i l in g old man a nd you're a 
spry young studen t .  b u t  before God we're both poor sin
ners and i t 's pleas ing to H i m  t h a t we should pray for each 
other. i\ l y  prayer for you is that  He should make you grow 
and improve and become a st aunch 1 1 1 i 1 1 istcr dil •i 1 1 i  z •crlJ i ,  
and you . l h ope.  will  pray that  H e  forgi,·e a n  old man his 
fai l in gs a nd h elp him to die a bra ,·e dea t h . "  

When Knec h t  next retu med home. t h e  rect or w a s  s t il l  

al i ,·e bu t cou ld no l onger receiH· visitors . and soon th cre
a f'ler he d i ed . Knech t forgot  nei ther his words of admoni

t i on nor his req uest . a nd \\·henen'r he thou gh t of the 
rec t o r .  he remembered h is c h i l d h ood secre t as t h e  first 
ca l l  to reach h i m  a nd open h is h e a rt t o  the divine. Organ 
music .  l l \ n l l l  s i n g i n g .  S u n d a y  sermons.  a nd dre am�· gaz

ing at t h e  J i ,  i n g  m a t h e m a t ics  a nd si lent  music of t h e 
Gothic  ch u rch \ ; l U l l .  h i s  mo th er's i n s t ruc tion and s t or ies 
had gone bdorc ; t h en c a m e  t h e  secr e t . t he r isi on of 1 he 
man p r a y i n g  in  h is  a t t i c  mom . hu t ne,·er had t h e  two 

world s  t h e  so l e m n .  o f l ic i a l  \\ 'orld o f  c h urch C h r i s t ia n i t y .  
held i n  co r n mon hr a l l . a n d  t h e  h idden , m ore pro fou nd 
a nd m ys ter iou s C h ri s t i a n i t y  of  t h a t  sol i t a ry pra yer- come 
toge t h er a nd fu sed i n to o r r l' .  I n  t he cou rse of Knec h t 's 

vea rs a t  l kn kcndorl .  t h c r  I I I O\Td d oscr t o  one a n o t h e r.  I n  . . 

t h e  f i g u re of l kn gel t i ll' \' Sl'l' l l l l'd t o be u n i tecL by e m u l a t 
i n g h i m .  K nech t t hough t .  h e  migh t su cceed in becom i n g a 
J H i c-; t a n d  . r t t h e  s a n r t' t i me a c h i ld  o f  Cod . a schol a r a nd 
a t  t h e  s a m e  t i me a r n a n  o f  s i m ple h e a r t . To be a t ru e  

schola r . 1 \c r r gl'l h a d  once sa i d . \\' a s  t o  scn·c t h e  \\ onl o f  
God .  t h e  i n i H'rmost  es sence of  schol a rs h i p  \\' a s  u ncea s i n g 

p ra i se o f  Cod . 
A l most  even· d a v  ! : en ge l took one o f  I r i s  pu p i l s  a s ide  

f o r  a l'c \\' monH.' n t ..; .  h a l f  a n  hou r or a whole h ou r . a cco rd -
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ing to the circumstances . Knecht too was often alone with 
him ; sometimes Bengel called him into his study and 
sometimes they went for a walk under the trees . Some of 
their conversations were carried on in Latin, not the 
specifically religious ones but those dealing with learned 
matters and general morality. Knecht, who was shy, said 
little as a rule .  But once he summoned up his courage and 
spoke of his love of music, admitting that if he had been 
free to choose he would rather have become a good or
ganist or harpsichordist than a theologian. Then he asked 
whether his love of music was sinful .  Bengel comforted 
him. Music , he said , was no more sinful than any other 
art ; like scholarship it could lead to self-indulgence and 
vanity, but God gave the gift of music to praise Him and 
to thank Him with . "I myself am not musical," he said. 
"You have a noble gift that I lack ; you must be grateful 
for it and not neglect i t .  But  my advice is to take the same 
attitude toward music as I do toward the writing of books. 
The writing of books is also an art, and for many it is a 
passion ; many a famous writer has been overpowered by 
his passion and driven to hell. When I am writing a book 
and the desire comes over me to strive for gain or celeb
rity or the praise of my fellow scholars, there is one 
thought that always sets me right. A maker of books, I tell 
myself, should never write a single word that he would 
have to regret in the hour of death . That goes for you too. 
When music threatens to intoxicate you, resolve never to 
make music in such a way as to regret i t  in the hour of 
death . Artists and scholars should both be instruments for 
the praise of God ; as long as we are that ,  our art will be 
sanctified by Him and pleasing to Him." Then Knecht 
asked anoth<:::r question by trying to explain his feelings 
about the cleavage between the two kinds of religion, the 
official and the private, church religion and personal reli
gion, the sermon from the pulpit and the prayer in the 
attic room. 
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"There is indeed a big difference," said the teacher, 
carefully choosing his words ,  "and in the next few years , 
delecte fiJi, you will see that this difference is what makes 
theology necessary and important. Theology is service to 
the 'Vord , and in theology the 'Vord is of first importance, 
for the 'Vord is the core and foundation of revelation, and 
to accuse theologians of quarrelin g  over words is in my 
opinion more praise than blame. 'Ve should quarrel over 
words ; we slzoZ L ld hold words sacred and defend them , bu t 
God's words,  not our own. Remember, son of the fou ntain 
master, to keep the fount ainhead pure ! As for your mis
givings, they point to the core and center of our holy 
calling, the priesthood . Alone with himself, a believer 
may invoke the Saviour by any n ame he pleases, the most 
solemn or the most familiar ; there are some who address 
J esus as their brother and even give H im playful nick
names , 'my l i t t l e  Jesu s· and the like. Though I regard such 
endearments as u nnecessary and would not cou ntenance 
them i n my presence, it seems perfectly possible that a 
man who prays in th is  way when alone in his room will 
find salvat ion.  B u t  wh at a man does in the solitude of his 
room is a vcrv d i fferen t mat ter from what he does i n  the 
company of others . If L as a responsible servant of the 
Word , were to e m p l oy pla yful words of th a t  sor t in the 
pulpit ,  I should be c o m m i t t i n g  a mortal sin . Every believer 
has h i s  needs and habi t s ,  and I sec no reason why I or any 
other min ister should in terfere as long as we arc con
vi nced of h i s  s i ncer i t y ,  bu t i t  is our d u ty to preserve the 
pur i t y  of the Bi ble ,  the hymnal , and the catechism, to 
sa fegu ard pub l i c  prayer and our sermons against falsifica
tion of the Word . God revealed H i m self to man i n  th•.:! 
Word ; the Word i s  holy,  and to serve it is our priestly 
vocat ion . Undou b t ed l y , an unlearned bel iever , an arti san 
or peasan t ,  can h ave profound thou gh ts and ins i gh ts , 

more profound than a good many of ou r parsons,  and no 
one should preven t h i m  from interpreting the Holy Scrip-
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tures in accordance with his own lights and conscience. 
But if he feels called upon to address others, if he thinks 
of himself as a priest,  he should, like every ordained 
priest, submit the words he uses to the judgment of the 
church and theology ; that is, he should let his words be 
compared meticulously with the word of God . The mod
eration and circumspection of a good preacher derive 
from such responsible comparison . An ecstatic visionary 
may speak with more fire; his sermons may be more 
moving and more comforting, but unknowingly he is 
falsifying the pure doctrine in the minds both of himself 
and of his flock. It is not fitting for a priest-and this is 
one of the thousand imperfections of this world-to rely 
on his own feelings and enthusiasms, confident that God is 
speaking through his person , for between the word of God 
and the word of man there is an insuperable barrier, and 
the priest's vocation is to proclaim God's word , not his 
own." 

On another occasion, when Knecht confessed to Bengel 
that he despaired of becoming a man like him, the 
teacher shook his head in disapproval . Then he set down 
a sheet of paper, marked a dot on it ,  and drew a circle 
around the dot. "There is one center," he said, "and that is 
God.  But on the periphery there is room for countless 
millions of points ; we human beings are these points . 
From every point on the periphery a straight line leads to 
the center ; this straight line is what we must all seek , and 
each of us must seek his own,  not his neighbor's, for that 
would  take him the long way around . We should not have 
models, and we should not aspire to become models for 
others. Our model is Jesus; we need no other." 

Reluctantly we shall refrain from saying any more 
about Bengel , that exemplary teacher, and from quoting 
more of his utterances . Two books about him appeared in 
the nineteenth century ; though they have little to say of 
his life, they guote at length from his sayings, sermons, 



The Fow·th Life ( 1 69 

and letters . For many years he carried on a copious corre
spondence in Latin with certain of his friends.  

Here we shall pass over the next phase of Knecht's 
education, the two years he spent as a seminarist at the 
Maulbronn cloister after leaving Denkendorf. At the end 
of his four years in the cloister schools, he was admitted 
to the well-known Ti.ibingen Stift for students of theology, 
established two centuries before by Duke Ulrich .  

At that  time , Ttibingen University was the scene of 
intense intellectual ferment ;  at  least  this was true of its 
theological and philosophical faculties . All the new sys
tems grounded in mathematics and Aris totle that  had 
sprung up largely under French and Dutch influence 
were discussed if not taugh t ;  the newest and most stimu
lating of these was that of Leibniz . The atmosphere was 
one of tension , rising from the conflicts on the one hand 
between philosophy and orthodox Lu theran theology, and 
on the other hand be tween Lu theran orthodoxy and the 
young piet ist  movemen l .  Even more emba t tled was the 
religious and ecclesiastical life of the people , who i n  many 
places were merciless in their crit icism of the Lutheran 
church . Everywhere separatist  movemen ts were afoot. 
Groups or  pious laymen,  the "Awakened Ones"-most 
conspicuous among them the " I nspired Ones ," who had 
been awakened by the recent refugees from France-met 
to pray and read the Bible together. They distrusted 
scholars and min isters,  and l ooked upon Christianity as 
an affair not of  trad i tion ,  formulas,  and erudition but of 
the hear t and of human experience. They drew strength 
and popular appeal from the indubitable martyrdom of 
the French Cami sards, th_e Moravian exiles ,  and other 
persecu ted Pro tes tan ts . The movement of the " I nspired 
Ones" crea ted a grea t stir in the dur:hy and there, too, 
soon led to open confl ict  and martyrdom . Though their 
meetings were forbidden and dispersed by the police, 
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though their i tinerant preachers were spat upon , beaten, 
stoned, and driven out of towns and villages, there were 
doubtless a few official ministers who lovingly and coura
geously defended them ; but for those sections of the 
population who were ripe for awakening and new forms 
of faith, the persecuted, spat-upon, imprisoned sectarians 
exerted a greater force of attraction in their martyrdom 
than the government-supported clergy in their gowns.  
However, the behavior of the "Inspired" was not without 
i ts unusual, not to say pathological, aspects, which 
aroused widespread suspicion and revulsion . When their 
inspiration came over them, they uttered penetrating 
prophecies, dire warnings, and golden words of Christian 
wisdom, but the states to which they owed their revela
tions were so repulsively violent, so much like epileptic 
fits , that even the favorably disposed were horrified. 
Friedrich Rock of Goppingen, the leader of the Wi.irttem
berg "Inspired," had recently addressed a letter of admoni
tion to the authori ties , in which God castigated Wi.irttem
berg and i ts church, saying, among other things : "I will 
exact blood retribution from the princes and potentates, 
the governors and judges who h ave sucked so much blood 
and sweat from the poor . 0 \Vi.irttemberg, 0 Wi.irttem
berg ! 0 Stu ttgart, 0 Stuttgart !  What benefits I have con
ferred on you ! But all my goodness has only made you 
more wanton, and each day you have fallen further away 
from me !" 

This Friedrich Rock appeared one day in Ti.ibingen, 
where, like Knecht, a nephew of his was studying at  the 
Stift. Such were his boldness and determination that the 
Ti.ibingen professors and clergy were obliged to listen to 
him ; they treated him with respect and asked him to 
submit his writings, but adjured him not to hold any 
public meetings and to leave Ti.ibingen with all possible 
dispatch. Nevertheless, the small group of "awakened" 
students went to see him at his lodgings,  and the earnest-
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ness of his tone and bearing made a lasting impression on 
them. 

Knecht was a zealous but quiet and diffident participan t  
in all this .  Like his comrades, h e  felt that this Rock who 
so courageously professed his faith and summoned the 
official church to repent bore a closer resemblance to an 
apostle than did the Ttibingen cleric, who without con
futing him had bidden him leave town as soon as pos
sible. Knecht was in the same position as quite a few of 
his friends and coreligionaries : every experience and in
sight that reinforced them in their piety shook their 
confidence in their vocation . The more pious they became, 
the more they doubted the value of the priesthood to 
which they were destined . Some h ad special misgivings 
about the minister's responsibility in administering the 
Lord's Supper ; others thou gh t the present condition of the 
church utterly h opeless and secretly approved the separa
tists . A pious old burgher of Ttibingen , the lessee of the 
powder mi l l , once said to Knecht and his friends, "You are 
studen ts of theo logy , but they bind your eyes and mouth ; 
you arc forbidden to read those books which , after the 
Bible ,  arc the best and mos t pious books in existence." 
Eagerl y the students asked what books h e  was referring 
to. When he spoke of J akob Boh me ,  they h ad no answer 
to make , for 13ohmc's books were indeed banned . These 
discussions made Knecht unhappy.  From a purely in tel
lectual  pon t of view. nothing could be nobler than to study 
theology , to improve one's knowledge of the Bible by at once 
harkeni ng to one's i nner voice and appl ying the methods 
of scholarship,  to employ logic and metaph ysics as m eans 
of creati n g  and testi n g  a ph ilowphia sacra. But in prac
tice the si tu ation was very differen t ;  the teachi n gs of the 
church were a t  odds with secular ph i losoph y and with the 
rel i gious n eeds of the people .  I t  was necessary to m ake 
decision s ,  to ch oose between dogmas and formul ations 
that even the professors quarreled over, and if the pur -
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pose and ultimate end of this study was to give the student 
certainty, to make him a useful and reliable servant of 
God and the church, the goal seemed to become more 
remote with each passing day. 

But side by side with this confusing and often frighten
ing study was something else that brought harmony and 
consolation. Knecht took organ and harpsichord lessons, 
sang in the church choir, practiced four-part songs with 
his friends, and spent many hours studying and copying 
organ and choral music . His teacher h ad once studied 
under the great Pachelbel and had been friends with 
J. G. C. Storl, the Stuttgart kappellmeister and organist 
who had published a hymnal entitled King David's Harp 
Restrung, and who had composed hymns which were 
widely sung at the time and several of which continued to 
be sung by Wi.irttemberg congregations for more than two 
hundred years . Whenever Knecht had half an hour to 
spare, he spent it practicing the organ. The difficulties and 
complications he encountered were never too much for 
him; here there was no discouragement, no self-doubt or 
sudden weariness . As far as music was concerned, Wi.irt
temberg, apart from the court, was then a remote, insig
nificant province, but in those same years music , both re
ligious and secular, flourished with such creative vigor 
that even in the poorer, less cultivated regions anyone 
born with a musical gift breathed a joyful ,  invigorating 
air, the freshness of which is hardly conceivable to us to
day. A century of song and melody had filled the world 
with music ; though less exuberantly than in the past, folk 
songs still sprang from the heart of the people, and though 
certain branches of art music, choral polyphony, for ex
ample, wer� on the wane, a new era of awareness and 
creativity had dawned . Men seized upon their musical 
heritage with unprecedented enthusiasm, built more and 
more magnificent organs, and reorganized the orchestra ; 
innumerable musicians were at work, composing cantatas, 
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operas ,  oratorios, concerti, and in a few decades they built 
up the joyful, luminous edifice which today every wor
shipper of the most gracious of arts calls to mind when h e  
u tters one o f  the beloved names : Pachelbel, Buxtehude, 
Handel, B ach, Haydn, Gluck, Mozart .  To Knecht in his 
student years, this vast treasure of achievement and per
fection was s till largely unknown ; he had a vague notion 
of Pachelbel, some small knowledge of Buxtehude ; i t  
would be m any years before he heard the names o f  Han
del and B ach ; but all unknowing, he was carried along by 
what we, with the melancholy knowledge of latecomers, 
recognize to have been a living stream . 

Ever since his misgivings in Maulbronn, Knecht's love 
of mu sic had repeatedly troubled his conscience, and not 
withou t reason, for i t  was music more than anything else 
that prevented him ,  despite his sincere quest for a true 
Christianity, from fully experiencing the conversion , the 
extinction of the natural man within oneself , which pre
supposes a hell of despair, a shattering of th e ego. He had 
had m ore than his share of anguish and consciousness of 
sin , yet something within him stubbornly resisted the ulti
mate despair and con trition , and this something was 
closely connected with his  love of mu sic . Little by lit tle h i s  
tormen ted conscience became reconciled with his love o f  
m usic, and i n  th i s ,  from t h e  ou tset o f  his Tubingen pe

riod, he found a s taunch helper in Dr. Martin Luther, for 
it was then that  he discovered Lu ther's I 5 3 8  preface in 

praise of m u sic . He learned a number of passages, such 
as the fol lowing ,  by heart : 

Where n a t ur:1l music is sharpened and polished by 

art , we arc fi lled with wonderment to sec and recognize 

i n  part - for it cannot be wholly perce ived or understood 
- God's gre at  and perfect wisdom i n  Il is miraculous 

work of Music a .  What is most rare and wonderful is that 

one man s i n gs a simple air or tenor, while three or four 
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or five other voices play and leap around this simple air 

or tenor as though in j ubilation , m arvelously gracing and 
adorning it , and dancing as it were a he avenly round, 

meeting one another fondly and seeming to caress and 

embrace one another, so that those who understand this 

a little and are moved by it cannot but be filled with won

der and convinced that there is nothing more precious in 

the world than such song, adorned with m any voices .  

And h e  who takes n o  loving pleasure in it and who is not 

moved by so gracious a miracle, must indeed be a gross 

clod, unworthy to hear such gracious music, fit only for 

the ass-like braying of Gregorian chants or the song and 

music of dogs or swine. 

The kind of music that had so delighted Luther was 
also especially dear to the student Knecht : compositions 
in which a principal voice carries the melody, and in 
which around this cantus fmnus a glass net of dancing, 
jesting, lamenting, higher and lower voices is woven , 
which circle round i t  in richly figured, richly mobile inde
pendent orbits, comparable to a network of lines tracing 
the orbits of the planets and also recalling the network of 
stone ribs from which one could read the structure of old 
church vaults . Roos, Bengel, and sound training in l an
guages and literature had prepared Knecht's mind for the 
grammar and notation of music ; he had long ago learned 
to read figured basses, and now he applied himself with 
joy to the secrets and artifices of the new signatures and 
notations, until he was able to read and write the score of 
a sacred concerto for organ, voices, and instruments . 
When he had played his first passacaglia and his teacher 
expressed his satisfaction , he enjoyed one of the happiest 
moments of his student days, even though he could not 
repress a bit of a sigh at the thought that for him theology 
was by no means as easily mastered as music. 

Still ,  Ti.ibingen was on much more intimate terms with 
the kingdom of God than with the world of music . Han-
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del's operas and the existence of the can tor J.  S. B ach 
might be quite unknown, but Knecht and his friends were 
all the more familiar with the events and personalities of 
the pietist world.  Except for Spener and Francke, the 
fathers of pietism, Knecht had heard no name mentioned 
as often in recent years as that of Count Zinzendorf. some 
of whose hymns were widely known and about whom 
numerous anecdotes were told.  This Saxon count,  the 
child of pious parents ,  had been inspired from early child
hood with a special love of the S aviour. As a young man, 
so the s tory went,  he saw a sculpture of Christ on the 
cross , with the inscription 

I did this for thee-
What wilt thou do for me? 

and vowed in  th a t  moment to devote his whole life t o  the 
Saviour.  After s tudying with the venerated Francke at 
Halle,  he was said to h a \·e gone to the university at Wit
tenberg with a view to brin gin g  abou t a reconciliation 
between the pietistic Hal le and the orthodox Lutheran 
Wi t tenberg.  Then, a fter the manner of aristocratic s tu
dents,  he w as sent on travels ;  at the court in Paris he 
professed his  love of J esus and won the friendship of the 
famous C ardi nal de Noail les,  to whom he is s aid to h ave 
wri tten l e tters in l a ter  years urgi n g  him to be mindful of 
the French Protestants in their hou r of n eed .  

B u t  what aroused t h e  in terest  a n d  sympathy o f  Knech t 
and his  friends far more than these tales were the Mora
vian Bre thre n ,  exiles from Bohem i a ,  who under the coun t's 
aegi s  had est abl ished a church of their own at Herrn h u t .  
The names of Zinzendorf a n d  Herrnh u t  were men tioned 
more often and with greater i n teres t than those of any 
pote n tate or capital  c i ty  of  the day ; the studen ts spoke of  
them lovingly yet  cri tical ly ,  with e n thusiasm but also with 
a certain misgiving .  For thou gh no one doubted the 
cou n t's sinceri ty,  his  impassioned en thusiasm was a sh ade 
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too theatrical for the prudent, rather retiring Swabians . 
Some wondered whether the Herrnhut community should 
be regarded not as a separatist ecclesia in ecclcsia but as a 
vainglorious,  overweening sect .  Others accused the count 
of the exact opposi te, not of sectarianism, but of a nonde
script syncretism, lacking any clear-cut creed and borrow
ing from every current that called i tself Christian, not 
excluding pagan papism and loveless Calvinism. Some 
were repelled and others attracted by the fact that this 
controversial novus homo was a count, an aristocrat and 
big landowner who had frequented the courts of princes 
and hobnobbed with French cardinals ;  in either case, it 
contribu ted to making the man interesting .  

Then one day this distant star took on a new reality. A 
new teacher appeared at the Stift ; he came directly from 
Herrnhut ,  he had lived there and studied the community 
at firsthand; he had debated with the count, had been his 
guest and friend, and the count had made every effort to 
keep him in Herrnhut.  The new instructor was a young 
man, still in his twenties, and his name was Oetinger. 
Even without his connections with the count and the 
Moravian Brethren, he would have appealed to the imagi
nation of his students .  I t  was bruited about that he had 
been a brilliant student and that if he had not experienced 
an awakening and conversion in the course of his school
ing at Bebenhausen he would have become an outstand
ing jurist and statesman . Instead, he had studied theol
ogy ,  mathematics, and philosophy. He had read the works 
of the suspect mystic Jakob Bi::ihme, had gained a thor
ough knowledge of Hebrew, and had gone on to other 
Oriental languages ; he had read the Zohar and other 
cabalistic writings, as well as rabbinical literature, with 
Jewish scholars. And yet with all this vast erudition and 
all his pious zeal, conscientious scruples, notably in re
gard to the Lord's Supper, had deterred him from entering 
the Swabian ministry. For that reason he had left home 
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with a view to attending the university at Jena,  where the 
student body was in the grip of a truly apostolic awaken
ing, and studying law at Halle ; but first he had gone to see 
the learned cabalist Kappel Hecht at Frankfurt, had be
come his friend, and discussed the subtlest problems with 
him. Kappel Hecht had taught him many things, ac
quainting him for example with the cabalist theory that 
Plato had been a disciple of the prophet Jeremiah, from 
whom he had taken over his theory of ideas.  The Jew had 
grown very fond of him, taken him to a celebration of the 
Feast of the Tabernacles, and given him much advice. For 
one thing, he had advised him to content himself with 
purely biblical s tudies and to give up hope of ever, as a 
Christian and a theologian, attaining the u ltimate degrees 
of cabalistic wisdom. Actually,  the Jew added with a 
smile, the Christians h ad a true sage who was very close 
to the Cabala and was indeed its Christian counterpart : 
his name was Jakob Bohme. 

Thus Magister Oetinger had not only been at Frankfurt 
and Halle and had not only studied theology, mysticism , 
and the Cabala ; he h ad also been a t  the celebrated Herrn
hut,  had shared and studied the life of the Moravian 
Brethren , had been distinguished by the count and invited 
to remain there for good , but had been unwilling to tie 
himself down. Instead , he had returned home, and for the 
present, since he s till had mis givings about entering the 
ministry, was serving as an ins tructor at  the Ti.ibingen 
Stift. The s tudents looked upon him with keen curiosi ty 
bu t also with a certain distrust .  To the pious among them, 
Oetinger's many-sided erudition , his philosophy,  his bril
liant and complex in teller t were suspect .  Did a theo
logian, in order to find salvation and lead others to Jesus ,  
require such an arsenal of philosophies, languages , and 
systems ? The secular-minded students, on the other 
hand, were repelled by Oetinger's pietism, his habi t of 
fra ternizing, reading the Bible , and praying with uncdu-
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cated pietists, and his firm belief tha t  all the conclusions 
of secular philosophy must be tested by the words of the 
Bible and rejected when not in agreement with them. I n  
this stubborn, uncompromising insistence on the words of 
the Bible, he resembled Bengel . And indeed Bengel's ad
mirers were the first to be won over by Oetinger, although 
they almost unanimously disapproved of his admiration 
for Bohme. He made no attempt to force Bohme on them, 
but i t  grieved him that a theologian should be unwilling to 
acquaint himself with every conceivable form and mani
festation of the spirit ,  for he deplored all narrow-minded
ness, and looked upon openness ,  curiosity ,  delight in 
diversity as virtues worthy to be cultivated . He listened to 
everyone and had the gift of taking in what he heard. He 
reflected for a long while in silence before accepting or 
rejecting another man's opinions.  Chance has submerged 
the memory of this great and pure mind ; today his n ame is 
known to few . 

On taking up his post, Oetinger found a small commu
nity of earnest Christians among the students , the same 
to which he himself had belonged in his student days 
some years before. Under his influence it experienced a 
new flowering. Knecht was among those who admired 
and loved him most fervently. Apart from the rather 
moderate Bengel and Rock, the zealot who had passed 
through Tiibingen like a flaming meteor and va�ished, 
Knecht had never before been close to a man who, as he 
knew for certain in Oetinger's case, had traveled the road 
of penance and grace to its end and had acquired a son
ship that sublimated and hallowed his life. Undoubtedly, 
Spener and Francke and the famous Count Zinzendorf 
were such men, apostles directly moved and marked by 
the spirit who prepared the way for God on earth . And 
now there was Oetinger, as wise as Solomon and as 
humble as a man who no longer lives in his self but has 
become a child of God, a man full of spirit and tempera-
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ment, yet a brother and servant to every poor sinner. He 
brought new inspiration and new methods to the little 
community's meetings for Bible reading and edification, 
and insisted with a friendly firmness peculiar to himself 
that these sessions should not be devoted to an imper
�onal, self-intoxicated worship that committed no one to 
anything, but that each worshipper should mercilessly 
examine himself and his fellows, that they should spur 
each other onward on the road to salvation. If one boasted 
of his inner experiences or another bemoaned his weak
nesses, he admonished them, often taking a sarcastic 
tone, and he obliged them . first to give a scrupulous theo
logical in terpretation of a Bible passage, then to test and 
measure themselves , their opinions,  experiences . strug
gles, and defeats again st the words of Scripture. He him
self submitted willingly to the examination , cri ticism, and 
admonition of others , never taking offense and giving 
serious consideration to eYery reproach or criticism before 
justifying himself or accepting the criticism as warranted . 
And time and again his bold and pious spirit compelled 
those presen t to en ter into the Bible and in to God's plan 
for humankind as into a sphere of pure light ,  to recognize 
that God as Creator and as ;\ l ind was incomparably supe
rior to all human reason and all human virtue, to eluci
date each passage in Scripture with the help of many 
other passages , and to see the I l oly Scriptures as a single 
living whole. For him there were no con tradic tions in 
Scripture, no di fference between important  and unimpor
tant ,  no ground fm argumen t .  The only possible attitude 
was one of unlimi ted confidence in a unity ,  which we 
human beings can see only in fragments colored by our 
inclina tions and purposes , but which is in reality One, a 
pure and perfect light .  He could be surprisingly tolerant  
about one-sided doctrines and judgmen ts, not  to  say out
and-out heresies ; he tes ted and tas ted , took his time be
fore rejecting and condemning ,  and in approaching a new 
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idea, however farfetched or abstruse, always began by 
acquainting himself with it ,  by mastering its terminology, 
mythology, grammar, and logic. At the same time, he was 
without indulgence for either himself or others when it 
came to orderly thinking, which to him was a question of 
morality : he demanded lucidity and consistency and had 
no patience with "fine writing" or with philosophy embel
lished with poetry and sentiment .  His own books, several 
of which have been preserved, are not beautifully written 
and not easy reading; it takes time, patience, and pains to 
penetrate to the sweet, living kernel . A ponderous,  fussy 
speaker, he was a creative and original thinker. The era 
into which he was born scarcely understood him ; he won 
no professorships and achieved little fame, but contented 
himself with humble obscurity . Yet the impact of his 
personality and teachings can be followed down to the 
generation of his great-grandchildren . 

Perhaps the reader will forgive us  this and various 
other digressions, since the intention of these pages is not 
so much narrative as reflective. A side glance at our 
"Glass Bead Game" may be in order . During the three 
centuries of its existence the Game has endeavored to 
select what was best and most highly developed, what 
was pure and classical , from among the cultural achieve
ments of mankind, the myths and manifestations of the 
human spirit ,  and to translate them into hieroglyphics, 
the language of a game. We can express the outstanding 
artistic styles and works, the best known systems of 
mathematics and logic, the classical styles of music, phi
losophy, and literature allusively in our abbreviated ,  
richly significant hieroglyphic language. In i ts most suc
cessful moments , our Game might be likened to a piano 
arrangement of an orchestral score. We delight in the 
possession of our Game, but we should bear in mind at all 
times that, though it suggests a cultural microcosm, it is 
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much less than a microcosm, and that the extension and 
amplification of our Game language are subject to natural 
limitations . Theoretically, every cultural acquisition, 
every human achievement, every attitude of mind that  
has ever found i ts  embodiment might be expressed in our 
Game-but then the rules would become so complicated 
that a human life span would not be time enough in  
which to  learn them. Each one of  us  who has  engaged for 
a while in historical s tudies has felt an almost irresistible 
craving to incorporate various insights and i mages into 
our Game language, to perpetuate through our Game the 
beliefs and conceptions of certain individuals . Here the 
Provincial Game Commissions and the secret Board of 
Overseers serve as a dam and a sieve . Only very rarely do 
they permit additions to the rules ; yet, for all their pre
cautions , there is no doubt that parts of our Game gram
mar have already ceased to be the self-evident possession 
of all players and have gradual ly become the private pre
serve of specialists so that they are in danger of being 
forgotten.  I f  we were to indul ge a l l  such cravings, we 
could expand the Game language every day and quickly 
multiply it ten- or a hundredfold .  The forms characteristic 
of every minor schoo l  of an or music. the dogmas and 
terminologies of every l i ttle sec t, the peculiarities of every 
dialect could be captured ; we could construct signs ex
pressing the crude en thusiasm of Puritan community 
singing, the Swiss German of the eigh teen th century, or 
any other ou t-of-the-way phenomenon ; every such addi
tion would presen t a certain charm and interest,  bu t then 
our Game wou Id  become an archive, an Alexandrian 
library, too enormous for the mind to fathom, lifeless and 
static . Then we should possess a replica of a l l  world his
tory, fixed in Game symbols and shut up in archives . 

While studying the movemen t known as pietism and 
acqu ainting himself with such figures as Bengel and 
Oetinger, the author of this narrative fel t  only too keen ly 
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this very urge to capture a bit of history and perpetuate i t  
i n  signs.  These men developed a new, sincere, and pas
sionate form of devotion and piety, and we should be 
quite justified in including them in our microcosm if the 
whole movement had not, all in all, remained subterra
nean because of its inability to create an authentic lan
guage of its own. True, the pietists expressed themselves 
in new ways, their thinking had a certain characteristic 
tone, savor, and coloration, but since the movement cul
minated not in a unified church but in a plethora of small 
sects, it produced not a language but many dialects. That 
is why Bengel and Oetinger could be forgotten and why a 
Voltaire, for example, is still remembered by historians. 
We know, however, that though history gives us a blurred 
picture of these "subterranean" movements , they are not 
necessarily inferior in their effec ts to the most classical 
and decorative of "superterranean" movements. Like 
Bohme, his occult master, Oetinger remained subterra
nean, although he combined the entire intellectual arma
ment of his time with an alert, creative mind. He was not 
cut out to be a Voltaire or a Klopstock ; his influence 
remained almost anonymous, and no one knows how 
many roots, whose flowers we admire, he helped without 
their knowledge to nourish . We cannot hope to fit the 
subterranean and superterranean movements into one 
category ; but we shall never cease to admire these mani
festations of the spirit and to investigate them privately. 
And some of us may harbor a heretical opinion in these 
matters; that  is, we may hold that the classical products 
of the spirit should not be ranked higher than these sub
terranean and anonymous manifestations, but quite on 
the contrary, that the classical thinkers and artists are not 
creative givers of bounty but consumers of the spiritual 
heritage, and that the unclassical and often anonymous 
movements have been the true sources of energy, the true 
preservers and augmenters of the heritage . All classical 
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thinkers and artists stand at  the end of a process ;  they are 
heirs, consumers of the heritage. Even fine flowerings 
such as Mozart , along with their heartwarming radiance, 
always present a contrary aspect, a saddening intimation 
that in so perfect a flowering a slow, noble growth is not 
renewed but consumed and exhausted . On the other 
hand, there is always something profoundly gratifying 
about the study of those flowerless but quietly effective 
deeds and men, of seemingly minor figures such as 
Bengel and Oetinger ; it gives strength and comfort, as if 
we had been granted a glance into the hidden, secret 
growth of nature and of peoples. 

Enough digression ! As for Oetin ger, suffice it to add 
that after a second Yisit to Count Zinzendorf he made 
himself available to the authorities and entered the minis
try despite his misgivings .  Though often bitterly opposed , 
slandered , and impugned, he served successively as 
pas tor, rector, and prelate , :1.n d  died in I 7 8 2 .  In the course 
of his lifetime he studied many more books , wrote many, 
continued for years to pol ish and exercise his restless 
mind withou t concern for success or fai lure , and only 
toward the end,  when he was a very old man , did he grant 
h imself a rest .  1 l i s l as t  years were spent in serene silence, 
which some in terpreted a s  senility ,  others as God-given 
wisdom . After his death , the poet Schu bart wrote : " I t  is 
doubtful whether in  recen t ti mes there has been another 
man whose mind took in so much . who possessed such a ll
embracing knowledge. To none of the scien ces was he a 
stranger, and in many he was a master. I wan ted to wri te 
the story of his life, but when I looked up at his greatness 
the pen fel l from my hand . "  

For three terms Knecht studied under this man, who 
was only a few years older than himself .  It was thanks to 
him that Knecht  did not weary of theology and study. As 
his adviser in his s tudies and his reading, as guide and 
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mainstay of the student conventicle of "awakened" Chris
tians, Oetinger came into close contact with Knecht, and 
Knecht learned to love and to fear him. But the man 
whom Knecht occasionally feared was not so much the 
scholar and thinker as the Christian. 

Knecht's piety was a strange thing. It seemed to him 
that from childhood on, or at least since his childhood 
experience with the rector, he had been destined and 
called to Christianity ; his "awakening" in that hour had 
been a summons.  Toward the end of his childhood, 
Bengel had given his piety new impetus ;  he had joined 
the small group of pupils who prayed and read the Bible 
together. Since then , however, his religious life had not 
been a steady progression but an ebb and flow of emotions 
and soul states ; peace of mind had alternated with con
sciousness of guilt and spells of penitential asceticism and 
pious meditation . His conduct throughout was that of a 
good, modest, chaste young man, but when he considered 
some of his comrades, not to mention men like Bengel 
and Oetinger, he could not doubt that they were enor
mously different from him, and as Christians infinitely 
superior. All of them had had an inner experience, a 
conversion, a break with the old, an annihilation and 
resurrection. This Knecht was quite able to understand, 
the theory of it was familiar to him, but often as he had 
prayed for it, no such experience had come his way. He 
had been awakened but never truly converted. We use all 
these terms reluctantly and with caution : as we have 
said, Christian pietism never created and never possessed 
a universally valid, enduring language, just as it was the 
tragedy of all Protestant denominations to regard them
selves for several centuries as the God-sent champions of 
the pure Word and the pure doctrine, yet never, even 
among themselves, to agree on the pure \Vord and the 
pure doctrine. Compared to the Vulgate, the Latin Creed 
and Mass, all Protestant formulations are feeble, and 
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after Luther their langu age diminished steadily in vigor. 
Mter Luther, truly forceful language is found only in the 
poets who wrote hymns .  Neither the Formula of Concord 
nor the many later adaptations of Luther's theological 
writings, neither Spener nor Zinzendorf, neither Bengel 
nor Oetinger created an enduring language ; despite all 
their claims , the \Vord was not the forte of post-Luther 
Protestantism, and in some sects language degenerated to 
the point of caricature . It lived in Luther and after him in 
the h ymn writers ;  yet even they were not independent 
creators of language for the most part but leaned heavily 
on music . 

I t  may be-we do not know-that this had something 
to do with Knecht"s inability to make as much progress in 
conversion as his friends. He revered the \Vord and the 
"pure doctrine," he held them sacred, but at bottom words 
meant less to him than his s tudies with Bengel had led 
him to suppose. He couldn't get very excited over distinc
tions between doctrines, let alone between words . He 
couldn't bring himself to feel that in formulating a 
thought one incurred the highest responsibility or that the 
misuse of a word was as shockingly irresponsible as a 
mistake in the scoring of a piece of music .  I n  music, too, 
he was modest, a student who looked up with veneration 
to the masters , but here he was at home ; here no one 
could persuade him of anything that he felt to be wrong ;  
in music h e  was sure of his judgment, knowledge, and 
sense of rightness .  In  music his soul had a home, and not 
only a home but a lso an order, a cosmos , a way to h ar
mony, to the integra tion and disintoxica tion of the self. 
And so, in the midst of pietist comrades whose emotional 
lives and paths of salvation often involved them in dra
matic tensions ,  he remained a good-natured child, pleas
ing to the others by virtue of his friendly innocence, but 
also suspect for his lack of immediate religious ex
perience. 
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Once again an intense experience was to fire Knecht's 
religious zea l .  This h appen ed in 1 733,  when the cele
brated Coun t  Zinzendorf visited Ti.ibingen . He came with 
a defmite purpose, hoping to obtain expert opinions on the 
ch arter of the I Ierrn hut  community  from the theological 
facu l ty .  However, as in a l l  of his  jou rneys and undertak
ings, he did not let the business of the moment interfere 
with the main concern of his life, namely, to bear witness 
for Jesus and to promote the kin gdom of God .  Thou gh he 
was i l l  when he arrived, thou gh fever and pain obliged 
him to take to his bed , this extraordinary man did not  hide 
his l igh t .  \Vith no more h eed for his health than for 
diplomacy, he immediately threw h imself into his mis
sion , recci ved visitors- professors, his  adheren ts,  seekers 
after help and advice-in bed , preached , bore wi tness, 
sang his hymns,  and engaged in disp u tations. When he 
had more or less recovered, h e  presided over meetings 
and h ou rs of edi fica tion. No sooner was h e  up and abou t 
th an he sought out every avai lable Christian community,  
and one day appeared in the room at the Stift  where the 
pietist  students m e t .  There Knech t saw him.  From the 
very first momen t he was enchan ted and forgot whatever 
misgivings he may have had abou t the coun t's person and 
doctrine.  The coun t  was a ta l l ,  animated, bu t dignified 
man with a lon g ,  pale face and a high foreh ead ; he had 
the easy, sel f-assured bearing of an aristocrat ,  a king 
among men , and an extraordin ary gift of speech ; bu t not 
only of speech : his eyes, bearing,  gestures , voice, hand
shake,  every thing abou t him spoke, appealed, radiated ; he 
was all life and fire, a conqueror of sou l s .  Knech t gazed 
spel lbound at the apost le ,  received his handshake and 
glance, a ft iendly ,  brotherly ,  yet majestic glance, which 
he blushingly and shyly evaded, only to seek it again i n  
the next momen t .  The cou n t  greeted the s tudents as 
brothers in J esus,  asked them their n ames, spoke briefly 
of his journey and of llerrn h u t ,  professed his adherence 
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to the universal Evangelical Church of the Augsburg Con
fession, and delivered a lit tle sermon, taking the hymn 
"King, Whom We All Serve" as his text.  All those present 
fell under the spell of his words , his eyes , his dedication 
to the Saviour. The hymn that Zinzendorf sang and that  
served as the text of  his sermon w as not out of  the hymn 
book ; he himself had composed it  a year before. In retro
spect, some of the lis teners were none too pleased at the 
idea of a clergyman taking his own words as the text of a 
sermon, as though they were Gospel ,  and had their doubts 
about the hymn itself ;  bu t the man spoke so movingly , 
with such depth of feel ing, that at the moment none of 
them had the sligh test thought of criticism . Afterward , 
Martin Dober, who had come \\ ith the count,  dicta ted the 
text of the hymn, and l ike all the others Knecht took it 
down . He too had his doubts abou t it la ter on ; i t  no longer 
seemed as utterly beautiful as it had in his first enthusi
asm, when he fel t that it h ad been written especially for 
him, with a view to the present state of his sou l .  I t  ran in 
part : 

1\fahe u s  as/; i l l  fea r  a n d  t rem bling 

Do o u r  hea rts bea t can didly ? 

Do o u r  s o u ls without  disse 111 vling 

Cleave i 1 1  love a n d  fa ith to Thee ? 

M a tty lt iddc 11 t h ough t s  a1 1d  deep 

I l a t lt o u r  t c 11der i n wa rd ness . 

M ore t h a 11 whe n we lay asleep 

Los t i n  sordid worldliness.  

B ridcy roo111 , we 1Jclo11y t o  Thee, 

Hea r t s  arc Tlt y es t a t e .  

Tlw ir reproach or p u rity 

1 1 u 11 1 hlcs Tltec or 111 ahcs Th ee grea t .  

Later on, the students discussed various points among 
themselves,  whether , for example,  s ince all human hearts 
are sinful ,  i t  was righ t  or permissible to say that the ta int  
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o f  a h u m a n  h e a r t  hrou�h l d i sgrace on t h e  Savi or.  B u t  a t  
t h e  J llomc n t  t h ey were a l l  over powered hy t h e  speaker 
a nd h i s  word s .  I l c  see J n cd t ra n s f i gured hy t h e  joy o f  h i s  
fa i t h .  a l most a s  t h ou�h h e  were n o  lon�cr a m a n ,  no 
l o n ger an c r r i n �  s i n nN a n d  seeker,  h u t  one red eemed a nd 
s a n c t i fied , s u l l"u sed w i t h  l i gh t .  

Zi nzcndorf re m a i ned a t  Tiih i n �en for some two weeks,  
a n d K n ech t J l l issed n o  occa sion t o  see him a nd l i sten to 
h i m .  Though the l i n gu i s t i c  conscience Ben gel h ad i n 
s t i l l ed i n  h i m somet i m es f l a red u p  i n  w a rn i n �  when the 
cou n t  spoke o f  . Jesus in terms m o re ; 1 ppropr i a te to a poet 
i n  love, a nd rha psod ized a b o u t  the c ross a nd the wou n d s  
of t h e  La m b ,  K n ec h t's a d m i ra t ion a nd e n t h u s i a s m  re
m a i ned at t h ei r  h e i � h l  a n d  h i s  s p i r i t  J i ved a fes t i ve revel 
t h ro u gh o u t  the cm1 1 1 l 's s t a y .  l i e fe l t  fo rlorn and dejected 

when Z i n zewlorf  l d l . a n d was hi l l c rl y  oll'cndcd when 
Oc t i n ger s a i d  t o  h i m  some d : 1 ys l a ter, " I  see you 're s ti l l  
u n d e r  t h e  s pe l l .  Th; l t 's not u n u su a l ; t h e cou 1 H  rea l l y  i s  a 
grea t s pea ker a n d  ;1 good deal  more,  yes , u ndouhted l y ,  a 
good dea l more.  A l l  t h e  s a m e ,  h e's no model for a 

p re;l chcr .  ccrl a i n  I y not  for us Sw a h i a  n s .  From t h e  B i ble 
: 1 n d  t h e  C h r i s t i a n  f a i t h  h e  has t a ken o n l y  a s m a ll part ;  
he's ful l  o f  t h a t  part ; h e  h a s  gi ven h i m sel f t o  i t  e n t i rely .  
h u t  the p a r t  is  n o t  t h e  w h o l e . "  

I t  m i gh t  he m e n t ioned i n  pass i n g  t h : 1 t  t h e  cou n t  h i m 
sel f d i d  not t a k e h i s  en t h u s i a s t ic recept ion i n  S w a b i a  a s  a 
m a t ter o f  cou rse a n d  t h :1 t he was not  u n d u l y  l l a l l c rcd by 
i t .  I l i s  a d m i rl'rs i n  T i i h i n gen h ad th ough t h i m  b ri l l i a n t , 
i n s p i red hy God , h u t  he was s u s p i ci o u s  of such q u i c k  
s uccess : 1 1 HI l ook i t  as a w a r n i n g .  A few d a y s  a fter h i s 
t r i u m ph i n  Tii h i 1 1 gc n ,  I l l' w ro t e  to h i s w i fe :  " I  ca n n o t  
pos s i b l y  fo:·go t h is  occ asion t o  k i s s  y o u  a ll'ect iona tel y a n d  
ferve n t l y  i l l  . J es u s ,  a l t ho1 1gh I h a ve h a rd l y  a l i iO l l lCn t's 
free l i 1 1 w .  I h : 1vc w r i t ten so m a n y  let ters t h a t  m y  h ead 
:l c i H's ; dml' J Js  o f  peopl< '  a rc w a i t i n g  for me, and I am 
p repa r i n g  to l i s t e n  a nd s pea k to t h e m . G reat  a s  a rc t h e  
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shame and affliction in Lusatia, the exaltation of my 
person here in \Vi.irttemberg frightens me a thousand 
times more and is a mortal torment to me." 

Magister Knecht had passed his examination, paid 
visits to his professors and organis ts , packed a knapsack, 
and filled a chest with his books. Now he w as pacing the 
floor in Oet i nger"s study; he had come to say goodbye .  
Summoning u p  his  courage, he  had confided h is  fear of 
entering the m i nistry . O c t in gcr took him by the shoulders, 
looked affectiona tely into h is eyes, and said, "My dear 
Knecht, you arc lyin g  s ick in the same hospital as I .  I too 
have been u n ab l e  to  m a ke up my mind to become a 
pastor, a n d  l "m p l a n n i n g  to travel a g a i n  next term. Maybe 
I ' l l  s top a t  some u n i vers i ty .  bu t I a lso want to go back to 
Herrn h u t  a n d  sec i l" I c a n  work w i t h  them . Even there it 
won't  be easy.  Ir you're s t i l l  u ndec i ded , l "m n ot the m a n  to 
prod you . You k n o w  t h a t  o u r  adm in i s tra t ion will grant 
you a leave i f  you w i sh to accept a position a s  t u tor 
somewhere.  Such work can be fou n d .  a n d  I should be glad 
to help you . You wou ld ga in t i m e  a nd perh aps sec some

thi ng of the worl d .  Wou l d  you l i ke to become a tu tor and 
do you feel you h a ve the a p t i tu d e '? " ' 

"The a p t i t u d e ?  I don't  th i n k  so .  I t  would be h a rd for 
m e ;  I ' m  s h y ,  I don' t  know how to assert  rnyscl L" 

"Th a t  can be l ea rn e d .  B u t isn't t here somet h i n g  you'd 

rea l l y  l i ke to d o ? "  
" 'Yes ,  th ere i s ,  hu t I m us tn' t  t h i n k  of  i t .  M u sic- t h at"s 

wh ere m y  t a l e n t  l i es .  B u t  l "m not fi t fm sec u l a r  m usic and 
besides,  i t's p robabl y too l a te to begin a ca reer as  a h a rpsi 
chord i s t  or  k ap c l l mci s tc r. "  

'Ta l k  i t  over w i t h  you r p a ren t s ,  Knec h t .  Tel l  them 
exa c t l y  how you fee l .  God has a usc for each one o f' u s ;  we 
n eed o n l y  he w i l l i n g .  \Vri tc to me or come and sec m e  i l" 
there's a n y t h i n g  I c a n  do f'<Jr you ! A lot of' men h a v e  h a d  
to g o  t h ro u gh t h i s ;  w i t h  s o m e  i t  takes a long t i m e  before 
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God can really use them . We can only put the matter in 
God's hands, my friend ; we have no other recourse." 

Looking affectionately into the student's eyes , he knelt 
down and saw Knecht do the same. For a time, Oetinger's 
friendly but penetrating gaze held Knecht fast ;  then he 
began to pray .  He prayed both for Knecht and for himself, 
entreating God to consider their weaknesses but also their 
desire to serve Him, to send them the joys and sorrows, 
the trials and encouragements they needed, and to use 
them as stones in His edifice wherever and however it 
pleased Him. In tears but comforted, Knecht took his 
leave. 

The day was drawing to an end ; clouds raced across the 
sky, now and then the small rain came down in showers, 
a murky yellow glow appeared in the west. Knecht had 
taken leave of all his friends . Early in the morning he 
would start for home on foot. Sadly he climbed up to the 
Schloss for the last time, then descended the Neckar
halde, took the Hirschauer Steg to the bridge, and crossed 
back over . Circling the town and returning by way of the 
Ammertal and Lange Gasse, he saw the towering Stifts
kirche against the darkening sky. As he approached it ,  he 
heard the organ playing within. Slowly he crossed Holz
markt, climbed the steps of the church , and stood for a 
long while by the balustrade, listening to the music, a 
Telemann toccata. Softly lighted windows shimmered in 
the houses below . There lay Ti.ibingen ; there lay a few 
years of his youth, years full of zeal and doubt, hard work 
and vague expectations . What was he taking away with 
him from this town, from these industrious, fearful ,  and 
hopeful years ? A chest full of books, half of them copy
books filled with his own writing. A chest of books, a 
reference from his professors , and an anxious , uncertain 
heart. His heart was heavy, and not only with the sorrow 
of leave-taking; the future, it seemed to him, held out 
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nothing but  darkness and difficulty. When the toccata was 
ended, he crept away to spend his last night at the Stift. 

Early in the morning, he made his way through the 
cool gray streets with his knapsack on his back. Leaving 
the town behind him, he h eaded for Bebenhausen and the 
Schonbuch hills .  A goal had been attained ; his family 
would be glad to see him and congratulate him. Still, the 
prospect gave him no joy.  But  when the sun broke 
through the clouds and the birds began to sing,  his youth
ful spirits revived, and when he came to the forest he 
began to sing .  The smell of the woods reminded him of 
his home, of his childhood, of his father, and of the songs 
they sang while resting beside the spring .  He sang hymns 
and arias and folk songs , and as he thought of his father 
and the flute he had giYen him long ago, he realized for 
the firs t time how much he was looking forward to seeing 
him and Benigna,  and that his dread of this journey and 
of the future was en tirely on his mother's account .  Only 
his mother would be really in terested to learn that he was 
now a theologian,  that he had passed his examination 
credi tably and- to his horror-was supposedly on his 
way to becoming a pastor . And if he was troubled, it was 
only because of her. For she \vould never consent to his 
becoming anything else bu t a pastor. He would h ave to try 
it, to accept the first v icariate offered. At this thought he 
stopped singing and strode along grave and silent .  He saw 
deer grazing in a clear ing.  he saw a hawk hovering in the 
fleecy sky, smelled ferns and mushrooms, heard an invis
ible brook flowing through blue clouds of forget-me-nots , 
stopped in a thi cket to eat raspberries. Emerging from the 
woods into the open country, he passed through a village .  
At  a farm he was given milk and black bread . In the late 
afternoon he approached Stut tgart , the capi tal, where he 
planned to spend the night and , the next day being Sun
day, attend church serYices . Secretly he was hoping to 
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hear some of the most recent music in this city famous 
for its love of the arts. And indeed, no sooner had he come 
to the inner city gate than he saw, on several street 
corners, a small printed notice announcing a recital by a 
harpsichord virtuoso. But the price of admission * was so 
high that he fel t  he couldn't afford it .  Suddenly, as he 
plodded dejectedly down the cobbled street, he felt very 
tired and asked his way to Leonhardsplatz, where one of 
his fellow students had arranged for him to spend the 
night at the house of a cousin, one Frau Pfleiderer, the 
wife of the city registrar. Frau Pfleiderer was just leaving 
the house as Knecht prepared to pull the bell .  She looked 
him over, asked if he was the Dr. Knecht she had been 
expecting, said she was sorry he had arrived so late, 
because she was on her way to the harpsichord recital and 
would be late if she didn't hurry. She added that she 
would gladly have asked him to go with her, but he must 
be tired and hungry from his journey. 

Not at all. His tiredness was gone, he was bursting with 
joy. Hastening to thank her, he left his knapsack and 
walking stick on the steps. The concert hall was the ball
room of an inn . The audience sat on rough, backless 
wooden benches; the few armchairs up front were re
served for high patrons. Knecht listened with rapt atten
tion . A French suite delighted him, and he was impressed 
by the virtuoso's skill .  But the two sonatas, composed by 
the performer himself, left him indifferent, as did the 
virtuoso's improvisation on a theme. On the way home 
Frau Pfleiderer questioned him, and they struck up a 
lively conversation . She told him she had a harpsichord at 
home and that she was dying to hear what he would do 
with the virtuoso's theme. The registrar was reading in 
the living room when they arrived ; he welcomed the 

- - - - -- - ·  ----

* Penciled note : Not yet customary in S tuttgart at that time to 
charge admission for concerts. 
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guest, they talked about the concert, and Frau Pfleiderer 
insisted that  Knecht improvise on the theme. Despite his 
embarrassment, he soon complied ; he sat down a t  the 
instrument ,  played the theme, introduced first a bass, 
then a treble voice, and developed the three voices in 
clear, vigorous counterpoint .  His listeners applauded and 
served him bread and butter and a mug of cider . The 
three of them sat up for another hour. 

"Tomorrow is  Sunday," said the master of the house. "It 
hardly seems right for a theologian to spend the Sabbath 
traveling .  Stay here with us. You're a free man, and you 
ought to see something of Stuttgart ." 

Knecht consented ; they arose, the registrar lit two 
candles,  gave one to his guest, picked up the o ther ,  and 
showed Knecht to his room. On Sunday, after their morn
ing soup, Knecht's host took him for a walk through the 
town and the grounds of the Schloss .  Then they called for 
Frau Pfleiderer and the three of them set out with their 
hymn books to a ttend services at the Stiftskirche .  The 
sound of the organ was magnificent ;  Knecht knew at once 
that  a master was playing.  He listened to a choral prelude 
that  rejoiced his whole being. The rector's sermon 

Here the manuscript ends,  although Hesse provided the 

following typewrit ten notes for i ts cont inuation . 

Swabian Theology in the Eighteenth Century 

Knecht becomes a theologian ,  studies at Ti.ibingen 
under Oetinger, is torn between his piety and his love of 
music , is withou t ambition but longs for a fulfill ed life, for 
h armony, a career in the service of perfection. 

Hence increasingly dissa tisfied with theology : too 
much conflict between doctrines, between churches, be
tween parties, e tc .  Visits Zinzendorf and the "Inspired," is 
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deeply moved by pietism, but finds all this too com
bative, too exalted, etc . 

Becomes a pastor but finds no fulfillment. 
Plays the organ, composes preludes, etc . ,  hears of the 

legendary Seb . Bach. No longer young when at last he 
hears some of Bach's music : someone plays a few of B's 
choral preludes, etc . ,  for him. Now he "knows" what he 
has been looking for all his life. A colleague has also 
heard the St. john Passion, tells him about it, and plays 
parts of it. Knecht acquires extracts from this work and 
sees that here, far from all doctrinal controversy, Chris
tianity has once again found a magnificent new expres
sion, has become radiance and harmony.  He gives up his 
post, becomes a cantor, makes every effort to procure 
copies of Bach's music . Bach has just died . Knecht says, 
"There was a man who had everything I was searching 
for, and I knew nothing about him. Nevertheless, I am 
content ;  I have not lived in vain ." He spends the rest of 
his days as an obscure organist, resigned to his lot. 
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Second Version 

DURING the reign of one of the m any obstinate, gifted, 
and for all their faul ts almost lovable dukes of \Vi.irt

temberg, who for several centuries fought perseveringly 
and victoriously, but also capriciously and childishly, with 
the Estates over money and rights, Knecht was born in the 
town of Beu telsperg, some ten or twelve years after the 
peace of Rij swijk freed the duchy from the devils who, at  
the instigation of Louis X I V ,  had long plundered, devas
tated , and despoiled i t  in a trul y  bestial manner. The 
peace, to be sure ,  was short-l ived , but the able duke, in 
league with Prince Eugene of Savoy, then at the height of 
his fame, mustered his forces, inflicted several defeats on 
the French , and final ly drove them ou t of the country, 
which for almost a hundred years had known more war 
than peace and more misery than happiness . The people 
were gra teful to their enterprising prince, who, taking 
advantage of their gratitude, imposed a standing army on 
the country, so restoring the customary and normal s tate 
of hate-love between prince and people, which had been 
kept warm by endless friction and harassment .  

Author's note: Knecht himself wrote the story o(  his 

life . 

I ,  Joseph Knech t, sometime organist at  Beitelsperg on 
the Koller, newly recovered from a severe attack of gou t 
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so that my hand is once again able to hold a pen, have 
resolved to set forth , for the benefit of my nephews and 
their descendants, a few recollections of my life , although 
i t  has not been a brilliant or significant life, but a poor and 
modest one. Nowadays we hear a good deal of discon
tented talk ; we hear it said that the faith and morals of 
our fa thers are dying out and that evil days are impend
ing ; some predict on the strength of the Apocalypse of St .  
John that the Antichrist will soon make his appearance. 
What to think of this I do not know, but with regard to my 
beloved Musica,  I must own that although there have 
been many astonishing and inspiring innovations in our 
epoch, the purity, rigor , and nobility of the old masters 
have on the whole been lost,  and that ,  though more mod
ishly flattering to the ear, music has also become more 
frivolous and undisciplined. May the Lord hold all these 
things in His faithful hands and give us His peace, which 
is above all reason . 

I was born here in Beitelsperg, in a house situated on 
the "Straight Road," which runs from Nonnengasse to the 
Spitalwald . The houses at the lower end of the lane are 
rather imposing, with polished doors and handsome half
timbered walls . Then comes the smithy ,  which fills the 
whole street with the shrill ring of its hammer strokes ; in 
front there is a lean-to shed supported by two posts, which 
serves to shel ter the horses that are brought to be shod 
from the rain and snow. After the smithy the road nar
rows abruptly and becomes very steep. The houses on this 
upper part are small and poor. One of these was my 
father's house . I ts gable fronted on the street, and on that 
side the house looked very low and sunless. The back, 
however, rose high and bright over the ravine, through 
which a b10ok, the Tafelbach, flows down to the Middle 
Mill , where it empties into the river . Between the brook 
and the town wall lay our garden with i ts few fruit trees, 
among them two plum trees, which were my father's 
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pride, for in those days such trees \\·ere a rarity in the 
region . Those few that existed had all been grown from a 
few slips or pits which the survivors of the celebrated 
Swabian regiment had brou ght back from distant B el
grade in I 688,  thus earning the praise of the local fruit 
growers for many years to come . In the fall my father 
would say as he brou ght us the first plum to taste, "Chil
dren, when vour father came into the world , there was 

" 

not a single plum u-ee in the whole region.  Then our duke 
sent a regiment of soldiers to Vienna to help the emperor ; 
on the sixth day of September I 6 8 8 ,  they s tormed the 
bastion of Belgrade, and \'ery few of them came home 
again . It was those few \\·ho brou ght the first  plums to our 
country ; we have had them since then . and \\·e are very 
glad . "  

Our hou se was small and u nassumi ng,  bu t i t  \ras i n  the 
highes t part of the town . high abO\·e the church . Rathaus ,  
and m arke t ;  from the upper rooms a n d  the bal cony there 
was a fine ' ie\r up and dO\\n the wooded valley .  The 
ba lcony was ri g h t  abo\'C the ra\'i n e ;  after storms and 
during the !>pring thaw the brook came th u nderi ng 
down - black w a ter and white foa m - o\·cr the boulders 
and fern s .  We chi ldren lo\'cd to w a tch i t ,  bu t it ga\'e my 
father no plca'>urc .  for to him the flood s brou gh t on l y  
work a n d  worr y .  He pl ied a none-too-profi table bu t u n 
com mon a n d  respec ted u·adc;  he was a f ountain m a ster.  
He was rcs ponsi blc to the town cou nci l  for keeping the 
fou ntains i n  the town a nd outskirts  c lean and su ppl ied 
with wa ter. Tru e.  t here were, and s t i l l  a rc ,  four springs in 
Bei telspcrg th a t  flow una ided ; m any a good housew i fe 
st il l carries her pi tchers day after day to one of them , 
even i f  i t  is a long way o ff. a n d  retu rn s  home with pure 
cold spri ng wa ter .  But a l l  the other fou n tains and the 
watering trou ghs arc suppl ied by distant springs.  from 
grottoes and c;;prine; cha mbers in the wood s ,  whence the 
water ic;; corwcyed i n to tmrn by wooden pipes . These pi pes 
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arc made from halved fir trunks with semicircular 
grooves, and hundreds of them are needed in the course 
of a year. To fashion them, to fasten them together so as 
to form conduits running sometimes above, sometimes 
below the ground, to locate damage and repair it-this 
was the work of the fountain master. In times of urgency, 
after floods, for example, he worked with several journey
men, who were supplied by the township. The town coun
cil was pleased with my father ; he was a good , reliable 
worker, well versed in his trade, though perhaps some
what taciturn and eccen tric , as men tend to be who work 
by themselves and spend most of their time deep in the 
woods.  The town children looked upon our good father as 
a strange and mysterious man, a friend of the water 
sprites, making his home in dark, remote spring cham
bers that no one could sec into, that gave forth primeval 
gurglings, and were thought to be where babies came 
from. They were rather afraid of him, because he was a 
man of the woods and ruler over the water, and as a child 
I too, though I loved him with all my heart, stood greatly 
in awe of him . There was only one man in the town to 
whom I looked up with still greater awe and who seemed 
to me still nobler, more exal ted , and awe-inspiring. This 
was the rector, the highest Evangelical dignitary in the 
town and district ,  with authority over all the parsons in 
the town and surrounding villages. He was an imposing 
figure of a man : tall, erect, invariably clothed and hatted 
in black, with a serene,  bearded face and a high forehead . 
My extreme veneration for him was in part my mother's 
doin g. 

My mother had grown up in a parsonage, and though 
the family board had been meager and her brothers and 
sisters lived in poverty, she took great pride in her origins, 
spoke often of the parsonage, and held faithfully to her 
pious memories of her childhood home. She read the 
Bible to us,  sang hymns with us,  and raised us in a spirit 
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of pious obedience to the Lutheran church and the pure 
doctrine that had been faithfully observed in the duchy 
since the d ays of Brenz and Andre a. \Ve learned at an 
early age that the world and even our own country were 
rife with d amnable heresies and false doctrines ; in par
ticular, we were taught to regard the devotees of the 
Roman Church as papists and servants of the devil, de
praved idolators and hypocrites ; but some Evangelical 
antipapist churches and doctrines were also lacking in 
purity and soundness and , when you came right down to 
it,  little better than Roman paganism. A young cousin of 
mine was betrothed to a Swiss Calvinist .  When_ she came 
to say goodbye , before going away to live abroad,  my 
mother overwhelmed her with tears , prayers,  and en
treaties , as thou gh she were going to live among enemies .  
Our father,  who was a m an of  few word s ,  kept silent 
throu ghou t the scene ; but when my mother was called 
away for a l i t tle  while  by a neighbor. he gent ly s troked the 
head of the bride-to-be and said in his deep, friendly voice, 
"Bel ieve me, B arbele , i t 's not nearly as bad as all th a t .  The 
C al vinists  are people j ust the s ame as we are. and God 
l oves them as m uch as  H e  lo\"es u s . "  In all m a tters con
nected wi th the h ou sehold and the ch ildren , my mother's 
word and spirit ruled ; th ere was a sole m n .  rel i gious note 
in our home life,  as though we \vere one step nearer to 
God than ordi nary people .  i\ l y  father h ad great  respect for 
my moth er's piety,  for he loved her dearl y ,  but h e  did not 
share her s trivings and at heart would h ave preferred a 
less priestly l ife .  Consequently ,  h e  seldom opened his 
mouth a t  h om e .  H e  wen t to church every Sunday and took 

com mun ion se,·eral t i mes a year.  Th a t  was the exten t of 
h i s  religious need s ;  theological need s ,  such as h i s  wi fe's , 
h e  h a d  none. Even as s m al l  childre n ,  we knew that  i n  
cenain respec ts they were very differen t from one an
other, and sometimes it  seemed to u s  that e ach provoked 
the other by h i s  contrary n a t u re ;  t h a t  the less i n teres t my 
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father showed in religious matters, the more unyielding 
my mother became in her piety and the more she harped 
on her distinguished clerical origins . 

But both in church and at home there was one habit 
and one need that the two of them had in common and 
that provided a pleasant yet powerful bond between them. 
This was music.  When the congregation sang, both my 
parents enthusiastically lent their voices, and at home 
after the day's work was done, they almost always sang 
hymns or folk songs ; then my father sang the second part 
skillfully, sometimes improvising, and when the two of 
us, my sister Babette and I, were still small children with 
as yet no thought of school , we too joined in with a will , 
and three- and four-part songs were neatly rendered . My 
father inclined more to folk songs, of which he seemed to 
have an inexhaustible store , but my mother preferred 
hymns, of which there were hardly fewer. When he was 
away from home, my more worldly-minded father in
dulged in other kinds of music ;  indeed, I believe that his 
whole life was accompanied by music . Most of all, it 
enriched the moments when he stopped to rest from his 
usually solitary toil in the woods and on the heath . Then 
he would sing or whistle his folk songs , marches, and 
dances, or pipe on some instrument that he himself had 
fashioned ( his favorite was a thin little wooden flute 
without stops ) .  In his younger years he had played the 
pipe or cornet at dances, but when he became engaged to 
the parson's daughter in the year 1 695, she had made 
him promise never to do so again, and though by no 
means as deeply and passionately convinced as his wife 
that inns and dance floors were hotbeds of sin , he had 
kept his promise. 

When I was still a very small boy, my father sometimes 
took me to his places of work outside the town. At that 
time I still had no inkling of the conflicts that often made 
the relations between my parents difficult or sad ,  much 
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less of the conflicts that  were later to burden my own life . 
All that was many years ago ; m y  parents are lying in their 
graves and I myself am an old man.  My parents' life 
struggles and my own are long past and almost forgotten . 
But  even in hours of sorrow and turmoil, those days and 
hours in the dawn of my life that I spent with my beloved 
father in the woods, by the springs and brooks, in clear
ings among the white, peeled trunks of felled fir trees, 
have never been entirely forgotten . Indeed, the older I 
grow and the further they recede in time, the m ore 
brightly they rise up before me .  Sometimes I dwell in 
them as in the present ; and sometimes, when I think 
back, it seems to me that my happy childhood was an 
infinite gift, as though the whole of m y  m anhood was 
only a brief interruption and distraction,  only a moment 
between those happy days of childhood and my present 
old age, in which I never cease to savor them in memory . 

I n  these memories I see my fa ther a t  work in the 
woods, and I see myself, the little boy, sitt ing on the 
stones beside the brook, or picking flowers, or climbing 
about among the fragrant tree trunks and the high blow
ing ferns, entirely immersed and absorbed in the life 
around me, the smell of the wood and the plants, the deep 
droning of the bumblebees, the g l i t ter of the beetles, the 
flu ttering colors of the bu tterflies . Sometimes my father 
would creep up silently , or else he would warn me by 
waving from a distance, and then we would keep per
fectly still and motionless for as long as we could, to 
watch a long snake glide through the grass and mysteri
ously disappear, or the deer stretching their beautiful 
necks as they stood among the trees, or a running hare, or 
a fish otter creeping down the bank and suddenly vanish
ing in the water, or a falcon halting in i ts glide and 
darting vertically downward like an arrow. Amid all these 
beautiful and frigh tening things, the trees, the brooks, the 
plants, the animals , I saw the venerable figure of my 
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father striding like a sovereign, on familiar terms with all 
about him, the brother or master of all creatures, knowing 
their names and language, their voices, habits, and 
secrets . The town, our house, my mother-all that was 
far away and forgotten, powerless over these fragrant 
woods. Sometimes both of us would have preferred to live 
in the woods forever, like the to me uncanny charcoal 
burners, my father's friends, whom we sometimes visited 
outside their smoking kilns. The best of all was when, 
after my father's work was done and we had eaten our 
noonday or evening meal, he would sit down beside me on 
a stone or a tree trunk or s tretch out on the grass ; then he 
would bring out his little high-pitched wooden flute and 
play tune after tune. Neither his fingers nor his lungs 
ever seemed to grow tired. When he had finished a tune 
he would make me sing it ,  and little by little I learned to 
sing accompaniments to his airs.  There was no folk song 
he did not know, and to many of them he knew variant 
words and tunes, some Swabian , some Upper or Lower 
B avarian, and he could sing and play them all .  I am 
certain that in the course of those days with my father I 
heard not a few old songs, dances, and sequences that no 
one today ever heard of, and that  no one will ever hear 
again . Today, it seems to me, the spirit of the world has 
changed ; it seems to me that in those days, sixty or more 
years ago, people put more art and care into their music ; 
nowadays one seldom hears songs sung in more than two 
parts in the streets and fields ,  and in some regions even 
two-part songs are becoming rare. But perhaps all this is a 
dream and a delusion, for I am aware that old people 
have always tended to denigrate the younger generation. 
But through0ut the life that God h as allotted me, I have 
looked upon those childhood days as a paradise left be
hind, a paradise to which I have longed to return . But I 
can no longer find the way. The key is lost and the gate is 
locked ; one day perhaps death will open it .  The images of 
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those early days, the image of my father showing m e  the 
secrets of the wood s ,  or sitting in the ferns playing his 
hundreds and hundreds of tunes on his little homemade 
flute-for me these images are real and powerful, en
dowed with luminous colors such as one perceives only in 
certain dream s .  

At home, however, my mother ruled ; it w a s  s h e  who 
had charge of our upbringing .  Especially after I started 
going to school, I came more and more u nder her influ
ence and seemed to take after her . Through his m arriage 
with an intelligent and pious woman belonging to an 
educated class, my father, if I m ay say so, had undergone 
a certain sublimation, which brought him rnuch that was 
beau tiful;  in a sense, his life had been enriched and enno
bled, transposed in to a more spiritu al key . He had found a 
wife who even knew a l ittle Latin , but she had not come 
to him as a gratuitou s gift ;  no, he had had to pay for her, 
and he kept on paying. For the sake first of his betrothed, 
then of his wife, he had had to forgo a good many habits 
of his younger d ays , in particular, drinking in taverns and 
playing at dances . But my mother had not wholly eradi
cated the old Adam in him. Unintentional ly and unknow
ingly, he often showed a certain resistance to the spirit 
my mother had brought into the household .  When he was 
alone with us children, there were no admonitions ,  
prayers, Bible readin g ,  or edi fying conversations ; and in 
my mother's absence, it was always his folk songs tha t we 
sang and never any of the hymns she deligh ted in. These 
were trifling m a tters , but between my father and my 
mother there was also a more serious secret ,  of which we 
children were not to learn until much later . Our dear 
father had a weakness that was a source of much grief to 
my mother and to himself as well .  Though for mon ths on 
end he scrupulously observed his duties as husband , 
father, burgher, fountain master, and member of the 
Christian communi ty, and led an exemplary , unu sually 
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abstemious life , he occasionally, not more than once or 
twice a year, was led astray by an invincible urge : when 
this happened, he would drink and loll about in taverns 
for a whole day and sometimes for as much as two or 
three days , and then creep quietly home. Glances were 
exchanged between my parents over these unfortunate 
happenings , but for years no words were spoken . For 
despite my father's excesses, the discipline he imposed on 
himself was so strong that even in his hours of vice it 
never left him entirely free . When the urge to drink him
self into a stupor came over him, he not only avoided our 
house and street but kept away from the town altogether, 
and even when he was so drunk that he seemed to have 
lost all willpower, he never set foot in his usual haunts, 
the scenes of his diurnal occupations, or laid himself bare 
before his fellow burghers , as a good number of others did 
only too frequently. No, he made his sacrifice to the night 
side of his nature in concealment,  either taking his liquor 
out into the country with him or drinking it in obscure 
taverns on the outskirts, where there was no danger of 
meeting a burgher of his rank . And he never went home 
drunk but always sobered and repentant.  Consequently, it 
was years before we children learned of the secret, and 
even then we long refused to believe i t .  

Thus I inherited my blood and nature from both par
ents ; I am indebted and tied to both of them, and I cannot 
unravel the skein of my heritage. Often in the course of 
my l ife it has seemed to me that I was entirely my 
mother's son , resembling her in every way, even in ways 
that I should have preferred to diso\\·n and deny. But time 
and again ,  a contrary Yoice made itself heard, and in my 
whole being I recognized my father. In my younger years , 
when the question of my heri tage often troubled me, I 
tried to clarify it in my mind ; several times I even tried to 
dra\\· up a chart of my personality with its qualities and 
defects; I would list all my passions, aptitudes , and incli-
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n ations in two columns ,  one of which I classified as pater
nal, the other as maternal . On the paternal side, I listed : 
good nature, conflict between indolence and sense of 
duty, good memory, love of nature, unworldliness ,  ten
dency to fall under the influence of others, etc . And on 
the maternal side : piety, devotion to the Holy Scriptures 
and the church , predisposition to theology, speculation, 
etc . The love of music held an important place in the 
makeup of both my p arents, except that in my father it 
was supreme, dominating or takin g the place of all spiri
tual gifts and need s ;  while in my mother it was subject to 
certain limitations . In pastimes of this kind, I tried to hold 
up a mirror to myself, to know myself and sometimes to 
improve my character or sit in judgment on it .  But my 
schema was always too rigid , and at the end of all these 
endeavors I had achieved no greater unders tanding of my 
nature bu t only made it seem more inexplicable and 
puzzling, until with the years I abandoned this mode of 
self-study as a fu ti le game and consoled myself \\' ith the 
thought that my father and mother were themselves not 
self-contained units, but that they too were the products 
of complex mixtures which had taken place over the 
generations,  and that perhaps they had both known the 
same conflicts and doubts as their son . 

I t  seems likely that I loved my father more than my 
mother, at  leas t in early childhood . My love for him was 
boundless ; I would have followed him through fire and 
water. From him I learned to wander through the woods , 
to spy out the secret life of the animals, to know the 
flowers and herbs, to catch fish , to imi tate bird calls ; from 
him I learned all sorts of skills and games. And above all T 
learned to make music, to sing in pitch , and to keep time . 
B u t  in everything he taugh t me he remained the master 
whom , to this day, I have never equaled ; especially in the 
use of his h ands, he was a magician ; with a pocket knife 
and a piece of wood, a reed or a bit of tree bark, he could 
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make anything he wanted . He was always fashioning 
wind instruments of various kinds, some for the moment ,  
to play a few pieces on and throw away, others for lasting 
use. And just as everything seemed to offer itself to his 
hands, to meet them halfway, and just as nothing in 
nature escaped his serene, often half-closed eyes, so the 
whole world of folk music seemed to belong to him. Just 
as he, the fountain master, knew all the springs and 
water courses and held them in his power, so his memory 
was a fountainhead in which all the springs , brooks and 
ground waters of melody lived and flowed . But all these 
riches only came to life outside the house, when he was 
alone or with one of us children. At home he was dwarfed 
and silent ;  often he seemed almost like a guest, and at 
such times mv heart ached for him. Our house was not 
really his ; it was my mother's. 

If my father's home and world was nature,  the forest 
with its fir trees and springs and its timeless groves of 
song, my mother lived in another, more spiritual and 
more rigorous world.  Her life was governed by the laws of 
order, duty, and devotion, and behind these laws stood the 
solemn world of the church and religion . Her church, to 
be sure. was not the great ancient church that had once 
embraced all Christendom ; it was only our little provincial 
church of \Vi.irttemberg, but I couldn't know that at the 
time. To us it was holy, the only church on earth . In our 
town it was represented by Rector Bilflnger and in our 
home by my mother, the pious parson's daughter schooled 
in questions of faith . And so, as I grew older, I came to 
know. side bv side with mv father's n atural world, an-

, ' 

other, which little by little estranged me from my father's 
world but ga\·e me no less beautiful, no less holy and 
belm·ed images and memories : my mother and her be
loved voice, the spirit of her Bible stories and hymns, our 
home devotions and the sen·ices in the beautiful town 
church, to which my parents began taking me when I was 
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very young. I went gladly and I can still remember my 
childlike thoughts and dreams in church.  l\lost clearly , I 
remember three things : the rector , tall and imposing in his 
black vestments, striding to the pulpi t ;  the long-sustained 
waves of organ music flooding the sacred place ; and the 
high vault over the nave, which I gazed at dreamily dur
ing the long, solemn, and largely incomprehensible ser
mons,  fascinated by the strangely living ribwork, so old 
and stony and immobile, which , when I fixed my eyes on 
it ,  breathed life and magic and music, as though the 
organ music wove i tself into those sharp, angular ribs and 
both together strove upward toward an infinite h armony . 

When I was still a little boy, i t  su·uck me as quite self
evident that I should become what my father was, that I 
should learn his trade from him and become a fountain 
master, taking care of the springs, keeping the spring  
chambers clean , laying the wooden pipes , and , when I 
stopped in the woods to rest ,  playing tunes on flutes that I 
myself had made. La ter on, I had other ideas ;  then it 
seemed to me that nothing could be more desirable in life 
than to stride through the town like the rec tor , clad in 
black dignity, a pries t and servant of God , a father to his 
congregation . True,  this implied talents and powers that i t  
would have been presumptuous to  impute to myself .  And 
another calling which , though perhaps less noble and 
honorable, s truck me as no less desirable, was that of a 
musician. Nothing would have pleased me more than to 
become a proficient organist and harpsichordist ,  but I saw 
no way of a t taining that goal . Such were my childhood 
dreams ; the earliest and most innocent of them -to be
come wha t  my fa ther was-waned with the waning of my 
childhood . 

Now I must speak of my sister B abette . She was a few 
years younger than I ,  a beautiful,  rather shy and self
willed child . In  her singing and la ter in playing the lute, 
she showed unerring sureness , and she was equally de-
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cided in her feelings, ways, and inclinations. All her life 
she had a will of her own . From the very first, even before 
she could walk, she was drawn more to her father than to 
her mother, and as she grew older she took his part more 
and more resolutely. She became his favorite and com
rade, learned all his folk songs, even those that  could not 
be sung at home in her mother's presence, and was pas
sionately attached to him. Here it should be said that we 
were not our parents' only children ; seven or eight were 
born, and at times our l ittle house was bursting with 
children. But only Babette and I grew to maturity ; the 
others died young, and were mourned and forgotten. 

Of all the experiences of my childhood, there is one in 
particul ar that I feel impelled to record and once again 
recall to my own mind . It  was the experience of a mo
ment, but it made a profound impression on me and 
echoed in my heart for many years to come. 

I had always known Rector B . ,  but not really as a man 
of flesh and blood ; I knew him more as a heroic figure or 
archangel , for the high priest seemed to live and stride in 
a remote, inaccessible sphere. I knew him from church, 
where with voice and gesture, standing either at the altar 
or high up in the pulpit, he directed , admonished, coun
seled, comforted, and warned his Christian flock ; or as an 
intermediary and herald conveyed their pleas , their 
thanks, and their cares to God's throne in prayer . There in 
the church he seemed venerable and also heroic, not a 
human individual but only a figure, representing and 
embodying the priestly office, transmitting the divine 
Word and administering the sacraments. I also knew him 
from the street ;  there he was nearer , more accessible and 
human, more a father than a priest. Greeted respectfully 
by all who passed, the rector strode along, tall and impos
ing, stopped to chat with an old man, allowed a woman to 
draw him into conversation , or bent down over a child. 
Then his noble, spiritual countenance, no longer official 
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and unapproachable, radiated kindness and friendliness, 
while respect and trust came to him from every face, 
house, and street. The patriarch had spoken to me several 
times and I had felt his big hand around my little one or 
on my head, for the rector esteemed my mother both as a 
parson's daughter and as a zealou sly pious member of the 
congregation ; he often spoke to h er on the street and had 
several times, on occasions of illness, come to our house. 
Yet despite his friendliness I stood very much in  awe of 
him.  \Vhen I saw him officiating in  his church , I feared 
him much less than on the street, where there was a 
possibility of his calling out to me or giving me his hand, 
and so I usually escaped from his path before he could 
recognize me. But during his sermon, or when on the 
street I was able to walk behind him unseen, I eagerly 
studied the man , who in my eyes was a lesser God , as 
mysterious as the church itself, with its vaul ts and stained 
glass, half to be feared and half to be loved . And the 
house where he l ived also had something secret about it 
which attrac ted me. Situated above the marketplace and 
the church , the rectory was a handsome stone building,  
set  slightly back from the stree t .  A flight of wide stone 
steps l ed to a massive walnut door with heavy brass fit
tings. On the ground floor of this guiet, distinguished 
house there were no dwel l ing  rooms but only a l arge 
empty ves tibule with a stone floor and a low-vaul ted 
assembly room . Here the rector received the parish e lders 
and candid ates for confirm ation , and here too the dis trict 
clergy gathered every few weeks for a few hours or  ecclesi
astical sociability in terspersed with theological  dispu ta
tions .  The rector's living qu arters were on the second floor . 
Thus,  also in  his daily l i fe he was nobly remote. I did not 
go to that street very often , but several times I had ap
proached the stately ,  secretive house and l ooked at it with 
curiosi ty. I had crept up the cool stone steps , touched the 
shiny brass on the weather-darkened old door, examined 
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the ornaments on it, and finding the door ajar had 
glanced into the silent, empty vestibule, at the back of 
which a flight of stairs could be seen . Only three people 
lived in that big tall house, and it revealed nothing of their 
lives. Other, ordinary houses were much more open and 
communicative . They allowed a glimpse at the life of 
their inhabitants ; you could look through a window and 
see someone sitting inside;  you might see the house owner 
or his hired man or maid at work, or children at play ; you 
could hear voices. Here everything was hidden ; the do
mestic life of the rector-a taciturn old relative kept 
house for him with the help of an equally elderly maid
was carried on in a silent, invisible higher sphere. The 
back garden wi th its fruit trees and berry bushes had high 
hedges around it, so that it too was well concealed ; only 
the next door neighbor might occasionally see the rector 
strolling about on summer days. 

Behind the rector's garden, high on the hillside, there 
were a few less imposing houses, and a maiden aunt of 
my mother's lived in two rooms on the top floor of one 
of them. One autumn day my mother took me to visit her, 
though I had no desire at all to go and tried my best to get 
out of it. So there we were. The ladies sat down together 
and embarked on a lively exchange of questions and tales, 
while I went to the window and looked out. At first I was 
rather bored and disgruntled, but then I discovered that it 
was the rector's garden I was looking down on. The trees 
were almost bare, losing leaf after faded leaf in the 
autumn wind . I could also see the rectory, but the win
dows of the living quarters were closed and behind the 
panes there was nothing to be seen. Up above, however, 
there was a loft that I was able to look into. I saw a pile of 
firewood and a clothesline with a few pieces of washing 
on i t .  Adjoining the loft was a rather bare attic room in 
which I could see a large box full of papers and, along the 
wall , a pile of cast-off household articles : a chest, an old 
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cradle, and a ramshackle armchair with torn upholstery.  
With unthinking curiosity I stared into the cheerless 
room. 

Then suddenly a tall figure appeared : the rec tor him
self in a long black frock coat, his gray hair uncovered. 
Instantly  m y  interest was aroused and I waited as tensely 
as a hunter to see what the venerable gen tleman migh t 
have to do in this obscure corner of the house. 

Several times Rector Bilfinger strode restlessly back 
and forth across the room. His face was careworn ; clearly 
he was prey to grave and sorrowful thoughts . He stopped 
with his back to the window and slowly his head drooped . 
Thus he stood for a while ; then suddenly he fell to his 
knees, folded his hands, pressed them together, raised 
and lowered them in prayer, then remained on his knees , 
bowing his head to the floor. I knew at once that h e  was 
praying. Shame and guil t weighed on my heart, but I 
could not tear myself away from the sight .  Breathless and 
aghast, I stared at the kneeling man , saw the entreaty in 
his hands and the repeated bowing of his head. At length 
he stood up with some difficul ty ;  again he was tall and 
erect. For a momen t I could sec his face. Though there 
were tears in his eyes, i t  shone with tranquil ,  pious hap
piness . I t  was so beautiful ,  so incredibly lovable that I ,  the 
li ttle boy at the window, shuddered inwardly, and the 
tears came to my eyes. 

I managed to hide my tears, my agitation , indeed my 
whole experience . It made a profound impression on me, 
which for many years affected my whole life . But in that 
first moment what  I felt most keenly in my childlike soul 
was that I had a secret ;  that,  all by myself, I had wit
nessed something ineffable and great, but secret. That 
gave me a sense of importance and also a task : to keep 
the secret.  And so I hid my tears , the women were not 
aware that anything had happened. And all my life down 
to this hour I have kept my childhood secret ;  since I have 
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never confided it to anyone , it has always preserved for 
me something of the holiness it had then . For many years 
I interpreted that moment as a call, God's first call to me, 
my first glimpse of the "kingdom of God ." And now that I 
have spoken of it for the first time, I am almost inclined to 
believe that my most essential and secret reason for 
taking pen in hand was to utter "it" at last. "I t" played an 
important part in my life, or at least in the years of my 
youth , too great a part as it seems to me now. For this 
reason, to record it is not enough ; I must also try to 
explain i t .  

"I t" meant that then, for the first time in my life, I saw 
a man really and truly prostrating himself before God in 
prayer. Anyone who regards this as little or insignificant 
will think my experience absurd . But to me i t  seemed 
great and enormously important. Why?  

I believe I was seven years old at the time. As  a child of 
Christian parents, I was thoroughly familiar with the cus
tom of prayer ; I myself prayed every night, and my 
mother said a prayer before every meal. I t  was a beauti
ful, solemn custom ; I liked it ,  and I had some notion of 
what i t  meant : through prayer we tried to hallow our 
daily lives before God. To say a prayer before going to 
sleep or before meals was rather like talking in poetry 
rather than in ordinary words, or like taking not ordinary 
steps but march or dance steps to the accompaniment of 
music. Through prayer the heart was exalted ,  everyday 
things took on new meaning, one entered into a bond with 
higher powers. This mood was intensified at church ser
vices , enhanced by communion with many others , by the 
venerable edifice, by the choral singing, and most of all by 
the organ music. On several occasions this solemnity 
fil led my heart with a strange emotion, compounded of 
joy and fear. 

But now I had experienced something very different. I ,  
a s  a chi ld, had seen a big, grown man , a n  old man , pacing 
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the floor, anguished and needful of h elp ; I had seen him 
kneel down, had seen him pray and weep, humble him
self and implore.  Before my eyes he had become little, a 
child . And that man was not just anyone ; he was the 
rector, the venerable and feared preacher, the man of 
God, the father of all h is parishioners , to whom all bowed 
low, the embodimen t of all human and priestly dignity . 
This was the man I h ad seen anguished and despondent, 
kneeling in the dust with the humility of a child, bowing 
down to One before whom he,  so great and so revered, was 
no more than a child or a grain of dust. 

lVIy first thoughts were these : How truly pious the man 
was, and how great God must be,  that such a m an should 
kneel to Him in supplica tion ! And more : his supplication 
had been heard ; the tearful face of the supplicant had 
smiled, had glowed with release, appeasement, consola
tion , and sweet trust .  Ah . it was more than my mind could 
fathom in weeks or months .  From time to time, I had 
found pleasure in the dream of someday becoming a 
rector in a black coat and buckled shoes ; now, for the first 
time, I gave serious thou ght to Him whose servant  the 
rector was. \Vhat I had seen in the rector's at tic room was 
a proof of the existence of God ; no .  i t  \\'as a revelation 
that God lived . 

And yet before God the rector was not only a servant ,  a 
minister ; no ,  he was God's child ; he appealed to God as a 
child appeals to his father, humbly but ful l  of candor and 
trust .  And in my eyes , since I had seen him on his knees , 
he was at once diminished and magnified ; he had lost 
something of his proud dign ity ,  bu t to make up for it  he 
had grown in sanctity or i nner nobility ; removed from the 
common order of things,  he had entered into an immedi
ate bond with the heaven ly  Father. I mysel f had prayed 
hundreds or times ; it was a good and noble ceremony,  a 
respectful greeting to the distant God . But  I had never 
known such aflliction and such urgency, such devotion 
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and such entreaty, nor had I ever seen a supplicant rise to 
his feet with such an aura of joy, reconciliation, and 
grace . This prayer had been like a battle or a storm ! I t  
showed me that behind the vestments and dignity of the 
clergyman, behind church , organ music , and hymns, 
there was concealed not only something mysterious and 
majestic but a power, a Lord , whom all this was made to 
serve and to glorify, namely, the God who is at  once the 
commander over kings and the father of every man. 

For a time I was possessed by my secret ;  i t  pursued me 
day and night. I had experienced something great, but I 
could not share my experience or rejoice in it with others, 
for I had witnessed an episode that shuns all witnesses, I 
had seen something that was not meant to be seen . From 
that time on , I fel t greater love and veneration for the 
rector, but at the same time I feared him and felt 
ashamed in his presence as never before. My spirit was 
troubled . While my thoughts clung to my experience, re
viving the memory of it over and over again and seeking 
to in terpret it, a sense of shame turned me away from it ;  
sometimes I tried to hold the unforgettable fast, and 
sometimes to forget it ; try as I might to break away from 
it ,  I was drawn back to it time and time again . My secret 
weighed heavily on me . 

Each year there was school from autumn to spring; 
apart from reading and writing, we learned Bible verses 
and hymns and the Short Catechism ; it was often monot
onous but never tiring. I learned to read music at an early 
age-without effort , from my parents. While still a child, 
I read and reread the few books my parents owned . The 
most important and inexhaustible was the Bible . My 
mother read a passage aloud every morning, after which 
a hymn was sung, usually in two or three parts. The texts 
of our hymns- there were a good many of them-were 
printed in a handsome little finely printed parchment-
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bound book in 1 6 °  entitled The Soul's Harp or Wilrttem
berg Hymn B ooh. I was very fond of it, if only because i t  
was so small and beautiful. On the parchment cover was 
stamped a narrow gold border, inside which was a deli
cately drawn and colored stamping of a potted plant with 
five different flowers and three different leaves. Inside the 
book, before the title page and the duke's patent, there 
were two pages of copperplate engravings. On one, King 
David was shown playing a gracefully carved h arp, the 
top of which was ornamented with an angel's head, sur
mounted by five Hebrew letters . On the second, the 
Saviour sat by the side of a well , talking with a woman, 
and the well was Jacob's well in the town of Sipar in 
Samaria, and the woman was the Samaritan woman who 
came to draw water at the sixth hour, when Jesus, weary 
from his journey, was resting by the well . And Jesus said 
to her, "Give me to drink ," and she replied , "How is it  that 
thou , being a Jew, asketh drink of me, which am a 
woman of Samaria?"  ( John 4 :  g ) .  The bottom of this 
page showed the ducal coat of arms with its three antlers , 
the fishes of Montbeliard, and other emblems,  and a tiny 
engraving of the city of Ttibingen . The book contained 
more than three hundred hymns, written by Dr. Martin 
Luther, Duke Wilhelm of Saxony, Clausni tzer, Rink
hardt, Rist ,  Heermann ,  Nicolai, Paulus Gerhard , Johann 
Arnd, Goldevius, and many other poets, some of whom 
had splendidly foreign-sounding names, such as Sim
phorianus Pollio. When I sang these hymns with my 
parents, what really mattered to  me was the harmony, the 
interweaving of parts ; I paid little attention to the words 
or the poetry . It was only when I read the texts to myself 
that  I dwelt on the words ; then I delighted in the joyful 
expectation of the Advent hymns and the festive exuber
ance of the Christian carols, the bitter grief of the Passion 
h ymns , and the jubilation of the hymns of Resurrection , 
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the anguish of the penitential chorales, the rich imagery 
of the Psalms , the freshness of the morning songs, and 
the gentle sadness of the evening songs : 

All you who long for bed/ Weary in bones and head,/ 
Now go and lay you down. / When your time h as run/ 

And your work is done,/  You will be bedded in the ground. 

Even before I could read the Bible,  the words of these 
hymns nourished and delighted my soul ;  to me they were 
poetry and wisdom, entertainment and pleasure ; through 
them, the sufferings, death , and glory of Jesus became a 
part of my intimate experience ; they gave me my first 
reading of the human heart with its fears and exaltations, 
i ts courage and wickedness, its transience and striving for 
eternity , my first knowledge of life in this world, where 
evil so often triumphs, and of the kingdom of God , which 
reaches into this world in exhortation and judgment : 

From wrath and envy keep thy soul,!In mildness never 

fail ,/ For though the godless get more gold,/Their wrath 

is no avail . ! My skin and bone/ Will soon be mown/ Like 

grass and meadow Hower/ For they and we/ Are equally/ 

In God's domain and power. 

In this li ttle book two hundred years of German Protes
tantism were preserved. Some of the pieces , like the Kyrie 
eleison litany, rendered into German by Luther himself, 
were even older and carried a note of still more venerable 
and mysterious antiqui ty. Even before I knew the cate
chism, these hymns had made me familiar with the 
Evangelical fai th, which was still being persecuted and 
bloodily repressed in France, Moravia ,  and elsewhere, and 
had its heroes and martyrs. 

It gave my mother pleasure to see me reading her little 
book,  and later on her Bible, and when I asked questions, 
she answered patiently.  She was glad that one of her 
children should show religious leanings, and I believe that 
long before any such thoughts occurred to me she had 
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secretly m ade up her mind that I was to become a theolo
gian and preacher . A little later, she taught me the rudi
ments of Latin, and though she could not read the strange 
signs over the head of the harp-playing King David, she 
knew that they were Hebrew and that this ancient and 
venerable language was taught  at  theological schools . \Ve 
often looked at the copperplate engraving of Ti.ibingen 
together, and then she would speak in glowing terms of 
that city and its university.  

It  is not very often that a boy chooses a vocation that is 
capable not only of occupying his faculties but also of 
transforming the dream that lies dormant within him into 
reality, that will not only feed him and bring him honor 
but also magnify and ful fil l  him . .  Many conditions must be 
met before so fortunate a choice can be made and fol
lowed through. There is a tendency to draw from the 
careers of the so-cal led geniuses of the past the comfort
ing conclusion that men endowed wi th true talent and 
strength of character have always found themselves in 
the end and won their proper place in the world . This is a 
cowardly consolation and a l ie ; in reality, many of these 
famous men, despite high achievement ,  were unable to 
fulfill their talen ts and vocation ; in a l l  periods of his tory, 
moreover, any number of gifted men have failed to 
achieve goals worthy of them, and many careers have 
been broken and ground in to misery . Sti l l ,  this shou ld not 
lead us to deny that some men have not only borne up 
bravely under a botched , unhappy life but  have even 
achieved nobility in their acceptance of i t ,  their amor 
(ati. 

It seems likely that  my parents accustomed themselves 
at an earl y date to the thought that  I would not learn my 
father's trade. I was a gi l'ted child,  but I had little ambi
tion ; there is far more of the artist than of the scholar in 
my nature .  What  would have pleased me most and also 
struck me as most natural was to become a musician.  If 
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only I had grown up amid a higher musical cul ture, in a 
city blessed with theaters , concerts , and good church 
music , that profession would have been open to me.  But 
such a possibility occurred neither to my parents nor to 
myself ;  as far as we were concerned , it did not exist. In 
our town there were no professional musicians ;  our or
ganist was a schoolmaster by trade, and none of us had 
ever heard of a young man studying music and not only 
earning his daily bread but achieving prestige and fame 
as a musician . True, there were musicians in our town
the fiddlers and pipers who played at festivals and dances. 
But they were regarded as li ttle better than vagabonds ; 
they drifted from place to place in search of scant earn
ings, offered their services at every wedding, church fair, 
and Sunday dance . They were looked upon as drunken 
debauchees, and no self-respecting burgher would have 
dreamed of letting his son take up their trade . As a young 
man, my good father himself, though only for his own 
pleasure, had often played at dances, but on the day of his 
betrothal he had solemnly renounced his place among the 
fiddlers and pipers . I too had learned to play the flute 
when very young, and the lu te some years la ter, but I 
should have shaken my head in disbelief if anyone had 
asked me if I was planning to become a strolling musi
cian . But if I had known as a child that it was possible to 
study music with esteemed musicians and then to become 
an organist in one of the great churches, kapellmeister in 
an opera house, or even a chamber musician , it seems 
more than l ikely that I would never have nurtured any 
other dream for the fu ture . As it was, music may have 
occupied the first place in my heart but not in my con
sciousness . I did not know that there were men who held 
music sacred and devoted their lives to it, just as others 
devoted their lives to the service of the duke, the church, 
or the town council . I knew three kinds of music : playing 
and singing at home with my family, which was glorious,  
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b u t  o n l y  a pas t i m e, som e t h i n g  one d i d  when there was n o  
work to d o ;  t h e n  there w a s  c h u rch m u sic , consi s t i n g  
sole l y  o f  shor t  organ pre l udes a n d  po'it l u des , i t  occu 
pied a modest p lace i n  t h e  ch u rch service a n d  wa'i con
dem n ed to fal l s i l e n t  the moment  the preacher a ppeared ; 
a n d  fi n al l y , t h e  m u s i c  of the fidd lers a n d  pipers , the 
th reepe n n y  m u sic p l a yed at  wedd i n gs a n d  fairs ,  w h ich , 
for a l l  the bri l l i a nce of a n  occas ional  performer, wa'i n o t  
to b e  t a ken '>er i o u s l y .  Th u 'i  i t  n ever occu rred to m e  t o  
becom e a m usici a n .  A n d  si n ce i t  w a s  m y  mother\ a m b i 
tion to sec me a t t a i n  t o  a h i gher 'i t a tion t h a n  m y  f a t her's , 
i t  grad u a l l y  carne to be u n der<;tuud t h a t  I wa'i to s t u d y  
t heol ogy . M y  fa ther h a r d l y  opened h i s  m o u t h  on t h e  'i u h
ject ; I for m y  part  w a 'i  q u i te c o n te n t .  

A n d  s o  I beli eve I w a <;  n i ne or ten a t t h e  t i m e  I w a s  
t a k e n  ou t of  sch ool a n d  e n t r u <;ted to t h e  a ged Preceptor 
Roos,  who i n  t h e  cou r'>e of h i <;  c a reer had t a u g h t  a good 
m a n y  boy<; La t i n  a nd prepa red them fur t h e  h i gh e r  

sdwol <; .  I n  t h e  wee k 'i  preced i n g  t h i 'i  dcc i '> i on m y  m ot h er 
cal led <;everal t i m e'> on Hector B i l fi n ger,  w h o  a d v i '>ed h er 
a n d  encouraged her i n  h e r  rc<,o)ve .  Th e n  one d a y ,  J U '> t  a <;  

w e  were <; i t t i n g  d o w n  to ou r <,cJ U p ,  b e  a ppea red a t  o u r  

h ou se .  J le  h ad bro u g h t  m y  parer t t '>  t h e  '> U m of ten flor i n <; 
fur m y  f ir'>t  year of La t i n  '> tu d y .  A t  the <,a m ( ' t i m e ,  h e  
i nf unncd U '>  t h a t  the over'>et:r'> of a certa i n fiJ u n d a t i o n  

had a greed to provide t he '> a r n e  '> U rn  c �ad1  yc�a r u p  to  t h e  
t i m e  of r n y  ad m i t ta n ce to t h eo l ogic a l  '> c h ool . M y  m o t h e r  

w a <;  '>0 overjoyed t h a t  '>he cou ld  ea t n rJ <; u pper.  I n  h e r  

eye<; , t h rJ<,c t e n  f lor i n '>  t r a n '> f  orrncd a b o l d  a n d  perh a p<; 

somew h a t  pre<;u r n p tuou <, pl a n  i n to a legi t i m a te ,  Cod
w i l led u nderta k i n g . If the rc:<,pc;c tc :d Wool Weaver<; 

Fou n d a t i on spcm '>ored her boy\ '> tud ie<; a nd the; rector 
h i m '> e l f  pu t the money do w n cm t h e  t a b l e ,  then c l ea r l y t h e  
projec t  h a d  Cod\ bl e'>'>i n g . Th a t  d a y  brou gh t a fr;<, t ive a i r  
i n to o u r  hou'>e.  I <,a w  h o w  h appy m y  mot} u�r  w a <; ,  a n d  

<;i n ce t h e  role t h a t  fe l l  t o  me w a <;  <;o em i n en t l y  i m porta n t 
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and honorable, I too was glad and puffed myself up a little, 
although I was secretly terrified of the preceptor and 
would really have preferred to remain at the common 
school. 

The last few summer weeks before the onset of my 
Latin studies, those last breaths of childhood freedom, 
have remained graven on my memory. Young as I was, a 
chapter in my life was ended. For a time I was the center 
of attention ; consultations were held and plans m ade, 
with me as their object ; I felt honored and important ,  and 
looked forward to my new life with curiosity, but also 
with dread. And now, before it  began, I was entitled to be 
a child again, to while away the time and be on vacation . 
For a brief period I slipped quite naturally over to my 
father's side. I went out with him for half days or even 
whole days, watched him, and helped him; he let me 
carry his yardstick and made me a present of a new flute. 
My little sister Babette thought my brand-new deerskin 
trousers wonderfully becoming. Otherwise, she thought it  
disgusting that her brother was going to study and be
come a blackcoat ;  she had heard some talk of the plan, 
but had thought our father would not stand for it .  Some
times when the weather was good and my father took me 
out, she was allowed to come along. \Vhen we were tired 
out from walking, we would sit down to rest on the moss 
under the fir trees, and after we had eaten our bread and 
milk and berries we would sing the lovely old folk songs 
in two or three parts . In a clear, cold brook amid rocks 
and ferns, my father taught me to watch for trout, which 
he would catch in his hands . We would always bring 
home a bunch of flowers or some j ars full of berries for 
our mother. All our neighbors knew I was to learn Latin 
and become a student ;  they would call out to me in the 
street , praise me, question me, congratulate me, give me a 

bun ,  a handful of quills , a piece of cherry cake. Some of 
them warned me jokingly about the preceptor's baculus . 
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The blacksmith, whose anvil sounds filled the s treet, 
called me into his high, sooty smithy with i ts blazing forge 
fire, held out his big, black, horny h and, laughed , and 
said, "So you're going to study Latin and be a minister? 
Look here, son, I don't give a hang for that,  and neither 
does the S aviour ; He didn't know any Latin Himself. 
\Vhen you're big enough to tie on your bands and climb up 
in the pulpit ,  don't forget that your father was an honest 
craftsman, which is as good or better than a scholar . Now 
don't fret ,  I don't mean any harm, but i t's too bad. \Veil, 
that's that, and now wait a second." \Vith that he walked 
out of the smithy. He was gone for quite some time and I 
was all by myself. His angry-friendly speech h ad shaken 
me. But finding myself all alone in the big, deathly silent 
smithy, I was overcome by curiosity : I picked up a small 
light hammer from the workbench and tapped lightly on 
the anvil , whose voice I knew so well . It gave off a won
derfully sweet, full tone ; I listened unti l  it had died away, 
then tapped again very softly and listened , and so on, 
several times unti l  the blacksmith came bac k .  H e  had 
some thing while in h i s  dark hand,  and when he opened it ,  
there was a bi g goose egg. a present for me.  I was guite 
bewildered when I arrived home with m y  egg.  I gave i t  to 
m y  mother bu t said noth i n g  of the blacksmi th's speec h ,  
for I k n e w  i t  wou l d  h ave h u r t  h e r  feel ings .  

1\ly  short hol ida y  was soon over .  One day ,  in the cool of  
the morning, my mother brou gh t me to Precep tor Roos . 
She look with her a basket fu l l  of peas and spin ach as a 
gift . She l eft me in the precep tor's s i l t ing room . As she 
wen t away,  I fol l owed her with m y  eye s ,  and from time Lo 
t ime she n odded back a t  me affec tionately .  Preceptor 
Hoos was an old man ; h i s  hand trembled so that  i l  took 
him quite some L ime to get a proper hold on his slate 
penci l  or pen , but  then , slowl y  and carefu l l y ,  he wrote out 
row after row of beau tifu l ,  perfectly sh aped lel lers and 
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figures . He had once been famous and feared as a 

teacher ; two of his pupils had become prelates and one a 
court astronomer; six had become rectors, and many 
had grown up to be town parsons, village parsons, or 
Latin teachers . In his old age, he was still a passionate 
and irascible teacher, but the atmosphere in his sitting 
room was calmer than in his old Latin school, where he 
sometimes devoted whole days to thrashing, scolding, and 
running furiously back and forth . All his pupils had 
feared the irascible man, some had hated him; many 
years ago one of them , in self-defense, had bitten him so 
hard on the left hand that the ugly scar was still to be 
seen . Though by the time I came to him he had given up 
the thrashings , or almost, he was still a strict,  domineer
ing, and jealous master, and I ,  his last and only pupil, was 
still subject to severe discipline. On the whole, however, 
he treated me well .  This I owed to my mother, who had a 
way with the crotchety old man and to whom he re
sponded wi th old-fashioned chivalry . And besides, luckily 
for me, he was not only a teacher but also a musician . For 
many years he had been the organist of his native town 
and had directed the chorus of the local Latin school. It 
was as a favor to my mother that  he took me on as his 
pupil in his retirement. But he soon discovered that  I was 
musical , and we began to sing and to play together. That 
made me very happy, and lit tle by little, through music, I 
grew fond of my stern teacher. More and more often, my 
hours in the schoolroom, which were not always peaceful 
or pleasant ,  were followed by music lessons, in which 
scoldings were rare and moments of festive joy frequent.  

At the start ,  Latin was my main subject. In addition to 
mastering the grammar, it would be necessary to learn, 
not only to translate correctly and fluently, but also to 
speak,  write, and debate in Latin, and to compose Latin 
hexameters, distichs, and odes-a goal which in my first 
year seemed utterly beyond my reach. There was also a 
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bit of ari th meti c .  r\s for Gree k ,  I did not  take i t  up u n t i l  
two years l a ter .  A w h i ff o f  schol a rs h i p  c ar ri ed o,·er i n to 
our music  lesson s ,  a s ,  for example,  "·h en we t ransla ted a 
n u mber of German h y m n s  i n to L a t i n  and took to s inging 
t h em in t h a t  l an gu a ge.  

£,·cry morning I spe n t  fi,c hou rs in the d ark school
room alone wi th the aged preceptor, and in the af ternoon 
two or  three hours more,  t h i s  q u i te a pa r t  from m u sic . The 
preceptor  owned a h a rpsichord . F irs t  I had to lea rn to 
tune i t ,  and then on days of good h umor he some times l e t  
me pl a y  i t .  He also borrowed a ,· io l in f o r  me and t a u � h t  
me t h e  fin �crin � .  I practiced a t  home u n til  I w a s  profi
cient enou gh to play su i tes and son a t as w i t h  my teacher .  
B u t  for  ,-car<> I was u n able to s a ti sfv m v  most arden t . . . 
desire,  to learn the or g a n .  The old m a n  no l o n ger had the 
s trength for i t ,  I was too l i t tl e ,  and t h e  day \V ..l S  not l o n g  
enough . 

The cou rse o f  s t u d y  i m posed o n  me " <1 s  c ru el l y  exact
ing .  a n d  now that  I think i t  O\ c r .  I real i;c t h <l t  -,omethi ng 
of my s tu d ies.  and not  o n l y  L a t i n .  u n fortun atel y ,  h a s  
s t u c k  to  me a l l  m v  l i t e .  I soon bec.1 m e  a l i t t l e  s t u d e n t  and 
<>chola r ,  prec. ociou<> and r<t t hcr a rrog<1 n t . m y  m i nd was no 
lon�er t h a t  o f  a c h i l d ,  a nd much of m �  c. h i ldhood was los t .  
Ye t ,  c. on tradic tory a-. i t  m a y  -.cern t h e  c. h i ld l i k c  qual i ty  
t h a t  s t a yed ' '  i th me i n  my m a tu re years i <>  l a r gely a t t r ib
u table to m �  schoo l i n g ,  a n d  I have ob-.c n·cd the same 
thing in others . For though m y  one-s ided concen tra t ion on 
s tudy bani-.hcd me prcm<l t u rc i :  from t h e  i n n oc e n t  jov and 
freedom o f  chi ldhood. i t  a lso i sola ted me from m a n v  of 
the prccoc. i ou s  cxpcricnc.c-. '' h ich ord inar i lv  expand a 
ch ild's  knowlcd �c of I i i  c and grad u a l l y  teach h i m  to con
fro n t  the '' orld a '>  an adu l t .  The world of  learni n g  was 
agclcs'> and m a ..,c. u l i n c  and t h ose \vho e n tered i n t o  i t  
cxc.ludcd thcm sch C '>  from ordina r:· l i f e .  Tru e  schol ars ,  i t  
h a s  often been observe d ,  a rc of  ten precocious  i n  car lv  
chi ldhood and you t h ,  -.cc m ing older  than thcv arc ; vet  
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even in old age the same intellectually precocious men 
preserve an unworldliness that makes them seem like 
children. I did not entirely escape this fate, but I had an 
easier time of it than many others . I need only think of 
the prelate Oetinger, that pious, wise, and learned man 
who once told me that at the age of ten he had gone 
through hell and had been driven to despair and even to 
blasphemy by his teacher's brutal severity. I did not have 
it so hard, and I am convinced that my guardian angel 
was music. It not only had a magical effect on my stern 
teacher, whose heart it softened, but also helped to pre
serve my own soul.  For music has a profound, healing 
power, and even more than other arts it can serve as a 
substitute for nature. I t  saved me from intellectual arid
ity, and i t  gave Preceptor Roos, who had drilled and 
thrashed so many generations of pupils, an inner gentle
ness. 

My teacher, though a pedant, was not without original
ity. In the course of his long years as a teacher, he had 
devised various little distractions and games with which 
from time to time he interrupted the rigid school disci
pline, so giving his pupil a breathing spell when his atten
tion threatened to flag .  He would have had no use for the 
pedagogical systems that are now being heralded, and 
would have scoffed at such notions as combining work 
with play or adapting teaching methods to the individual. 
He was a sergeant of erudition ; he knew and loved his 
duty, and would rather have driven himself and his 
pupil mad than deviate a hair's breadth from it. But he 
had imagination ; in the course of a long, hard career he 
had found out that uninterrupted strain is likely to make 
a student d!..lll and recalcitrant, and that children sub
jected to severe discipline are often astonishingly grateful 
for small rewards, such as the timely gift of a few min
utes or a bit of variety. Early in my school career, I 
became acquainted with one of his little vagaries. I had 
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been writing words with a goose-quill pen .  When it 
seemed to me that m y  pen was blunted, I held it out  to the 
preceptor and asked him to sharpen i t .  

With his  somewhat rasping old m an's voice, Roos said, 
"I will do it, adulescentule, but next year you will be 
eleven and in time you will be twelve and thirteen and 
fourteen, twenty and thirty and fifty.  Now suppose that 
your pen is too worn to write with . By then, 0 servus 
puer, old Roos may well have got sick of sharpening pens 
and laid his bones to rest . Who will sharpen your pens for 
you then ? Do you expect to have old Roos sitting beside 
you all your life? Oh no, my helpless child ; one day, 
sooner or later, you will have to be your own h andyman . 
So pay close attention : this once I will show you how a 
friend of letters sharpens his quill pen , his penna anseris . 
Watch me, homuncule, novarum rerum cupidus, and 
think in your tender m ind : We shall have the knack in a 
twinkling .  But we will not have the knack i n  a twinkling ,  
or in a week or  a month or  a year. Like m any generations 
that have gone before you , you will discover to your sor
row that cutting a goose quill is an art, and that  ars is 
longa.  And so, my boy, I shall show you . This once, I said, 
but to your shame there will be hundreds of times. You 
will often have occasion to stru ggle with this recalcitrant 
objec t, and then you will remember old Roos ."  

He took the quil l ,  which was indeed in a sad state, and 
reached for his pen knife-"Someday," he said , "volcntc  
Dco, you will a lso learn how to whet one of  these knives." 
His hand trembled so, that for a long minu te the under
taking seemed hopeless, bu t in the end he applied the 
sharp l i ttle knife to the qu ill , cu t off the tip, and pro
ceeded to show me how one went abou t m aking a new 
point .  This was the beginning of a new, somewhat  
agonizing, sometimes deligh tful branch of  knowledge 

pen sharpening-which from time to time came as a 
welcome interruption to a lesson th at was growing 
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wearisome. I remember one such occasion . Under his eyes 
I had cut my quill, tried it ,  cut it again, tried i t  again, 
and cut once more. After chuckling over my efforts and 
my disappointment,  the old man told me the story of 
Oknos , the rope plaiter, whose rope the she-ass kept 
gnawing away as fast as he could plait i t .  

To my regret ,  the preceptor strictly forbade his 
widowed daughter, who kept house for him, to send me 
on errands or to employ me for kitchen and garden 
chores ; she was able to do so only occasionally and unoffi
cially. But there were exceptions, and in these I took a 
festive pleasure. When there were special tasks that ex
ceeded a woman's s trength and intelligence , Roos himself 
took command and my services were welcome. And so it  
was that I helped to unload and pile up firewood, to put 
up fruit  or sauerkraut ,  and to press pears for cider. 

Religion played li ttle part in my instruction . I merely 
had to learn the catechism and certain hymns by heart. 
The place of religious edification was taken by music . I 
soon discovered that my teacher possessed treasures. He 
himself had composed cantatas, and he had two chests 
full of manuscript scores, for the most part church music 
from Palestrina down to the contemporary organists 
Muffat and Pachelbel . With a certain awe, I observed that 
the older manuscripts , many of which the preceptor had 
copied with his own hand, were as brown and withered as 
antique books. There were some really old volumes which 
the old man occasionally leafed through and explained to 
me, l i turgical songs with Latin texts and stiff, rhomboid 
notes inscribed in four rather than five lines . 

When I had made some progress and gained his confi
dence , the whole treasure trove was put at my disposal . I 
would take a book or a few manuscript sheets home with 
me over Sunday and copy them carefully. I spent every 
groat I could lay hands on for paper. I myself would line it  
and then make copies of chorales, arias, motets , cantatas, 
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suites, etc . ,  thus at an early age amassing a store of food 
for the soul that would last me all my life. 

At home my studies kept me busy well into the evening.  
My place at the table was respected, and there I sat with 
my Latin, transla ting my exercises , learning my vocab
ulary and conjugations .  I t  seemed to me that I had almost 
become a stranger to my loved ones, and often I yearned 
forlornly to go back to my old life . For many hours each 
day I was out of the house ;  then in the evening I deprived 
the others of their table and their gayety ; I was always 
busy with things that were unknown to them, and that  
made me feel that I was being untrue to  my home, though 
it was not my fault .  True, nothing could have made my 
mother happier than seeing me absorbed in my studies , 
but my father , as I was only too well aware, wi thdrew into 
a mournful silence. My sis ter Babette, on the other hand, 
was far from si len t .  Si nce I had started going to the 
preceptor's house, she felt neglected ,  deprived of her 
brother. Often when I came home late  and, instead of 
pl ayin g with her,  sat down at the table where my mother 
would let  no one d i s tu rb me,  she c lamored for h er righ ts .  
She ha ted the preceptor,  she hated books and Latin ,  she 
hated being left a lone , she h a ted h aving to keep s t i l l  and 
wai t for h er d is t i nguished brother to fmish his work . 
See th i n g w i th i nd i gn a t i o n ,  she wou ld plot  acts  of ven
geance ; several t imes she h id my gramm a r ,  once she lit 
the hearth f ire with one of my copybook s ,  and once she 
threw m y  i n k wel l  from the balcon y down i n to the ravi ne .  
When I h ad fin ished my work a n d  cal led h e r  to come and 
pla y , or to go o u t  w i t h  me to meet ou r father ,  she w a s  
either nowh ere to b e  fou nd o r  so h o s t i l e  a n d  ful l of spi te 
th a t  i t  took no end of wheed l i n g  a n d  pleadi ng to br i n g her 
arou n d .  She loved me and fou gh t for my love. B u t  more 
and more she tu rned a g a i n s t  h er m other , whom she 
regard ed as  her  enemy. The more severel y  my mother 
trea ted her,  the more ope n l y  Babe t te took m y  fa ther's 
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part. This child wi th the reddish-blond hair had a will of 
her own and often succeeded in getting her way. For 
example, she insisted that the family should go back to 
singing folk songs and secular arias along with the 
hymns. Time and again she would strike up a folk song, 
and when Mother protested that we all preferred hymns, 
she would say, "No, you're the only one who prefers 
hymns, you and no one else ! I 'm sure Father likes the 
other songs better, and Josef likes them too. I f  you won't 
let us sing them, I won't join in the hymns, not if you bite 
my nose off." Far from being gentle and yielding like 
Father, she had a strong, stubborn character . Like 
Mother, she had a will of her own, but not the same will 
as Mother's . The consequence was a battle, but fortu
nately, there again, music held the family together. The 
folk songs were reinstated , with the exception of those 
that were too worldly. There were still angry quarrels, but 
there was also singing, which I usually accompanied on 
my fiddle. I was always able to conciliate my sister with 
the help of music . I sang with her and brought her music ;  
I taught her to read notes and to play a small flute. 

Before I knew it, I was far enough advanced in my 
studies to be sent to a school of theology. I spoke Latin 
very nicely and read Cicero with ease. I had started Greek 
and even learned to cut pens quite tolerably. And then 
one day old Roos dismissed me. The learned old man had 
shared his study with me for several years and grown 
fond of me. He was so grieved at my going away that to 
hide his emotion he spoke more gruffiy than usual in our 
last lesson . As we stood beside his desk, he delivered a 
parting sermon . Both of us so dreaded the leave-taking 
that we had lumps in our throats . "You've been doing 
tolerably well in Latin for the last year, I can't deny it, but 
what does a young flibbertigibbet know of the pains it has 
cost his teacher? And when it  comes to Greek , you still 
have a long way to go. Preceptor Bengel will be amazed at 
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some of those second aorists you invent .  Oh well, it's too 
late to find fault now. So here you are, running away 
without a care in the world ; you think the worst is over, 
but other teachers will h ave their work cut out for them 
before you're fit to be seen. You don't really deserve it, but 
I've got a farewell present for you . Here !" With this he  
picked up a book of  old French chansons and slapped i t  
down on the desk. \Vhen Knecht, *  close to  tears , tried to 
take his h and to thank him for the precious gift, he re
buffed him and started in again ; "No need of thanks. What 
does an old man need all this music for? You can thank 
me by studying properly and making something of your
self that  won't disgrace me .  These chansons aren't bad .  
Those fellows knew something about  part writing .  And oh 
yes, so you won't be unfaithful to l\lusica , I 've put aside 
two organ pieces for you, modern things by a man n amed 
B uxtehude; no one ever heard of him in these parts, but 
he knows how to write music and has ideas." Again he 
slapped a book down on the desk, and when he saw that 
young Knecht was getting ready to cry, he thumped him 
on the back and bellowed , "Vade, fes ti na ,  apage , a big boy 
doesn't cry !" With that  he pushed him out the door, which 
he slammed but immediately opened again and cried out, 
"I t's not forever, you milksop. We'l l  be seei ng each other 
again, child. In your vacation you'l l come over and make 
music with me. You're not nearly as good at  the harpsi
chord as you seem to think . Practice, ch ild,  practice !" And 
then he shut the door for good . 

I was on vacation a gain, and again I was an important 
man, for I would soon be going away to the Denkendorf 
cloister school .  Babet te was very angry. She was quite a 
big girl by now and wore her hair in pigtai ls .  We played a 

* Here Hesse, in his  manuscrip t, reverts to the third person , as 

in the first version.  
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good deal of music together . Once she stared at me, shook 
her head, and said sadly, "Maybe you're really going to be 
a blackcoat� I never believed it up to now." 

I scolded her and told her to stop saying blackcoat ;  
what, I asked her, had the parsons ever done to  her that 
she should be so down on them? Hadn't our own grand
father been a parson ? 

She cried out, "Oh yes, and Mother is still proud of i t  
and gives herself airs and thinks she's better than any
body else, but that doesn't s top her from eating the bread 
our father earns with his hard work." 

Her blue-green eyes flashed angrily . I was aghast at the 
hatred with which she spoke of our mother. 

"Good Lord," I cried out ,  "you mustn't talk like that !" 
She gave me a furious look, evidently on the point of 
putting it even more forcefully . But suddenly she turned 
away and started to taunt  me by hopping around me on 
one foot, singing to the tune of a hymn : 

"Blachcoat, blachcoat, 
You're a silly goat." 

And then she ran away. 
I was on vacation again, and in many ways it was like 

the time before my Latin studies. Once again Schlatterer, 
the tailor, made me new clothes, but now, instead of 
deerskin breeches it was a seminarist's black suit. The 
first time I put it on, I disliked i t ;  I also disliked the 
pleasure my mother took in it, and her saying, "The next 
time you get new clothes, maybe i t  will be for Ti.ibingen." 

I t  was hard for me to leave my home and parents for 
the first time. But at the Denkendorf cloister I found 
something more than the good friends, strict discipline, 
and excellent instruction I would have found at any other 
seminary. I found something very rare : a gifted and in 
every way extraordinary teacher . His name was Johann 
Albrecht Bengel, and he was not only the preceptor of the 
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school b u t  also the Denkendorf preacher . When I became 
his pupil, B en gel, though by no means an old man, was 
already famous as a teacher. Though a great scholar, he 
had managed with his self-effacin g  humility to avoid all 
advancement . For almost thirty years he served as pre
ceptor at Denkendorf; only then did he rise, quickly, 
though with no pushing on his part,  to the highest offices 
and dignities. But  even as an unassuming preceptor, he 
exerted a quiet bu t profound influence for many years, 
and not only on his own students, for many of whom he 
remained throughout his lifetime a mentor, confessor, 
and consoler. Indeed, his reputation as a great  scholar 
and incorruptible guardian of the word extended even to 
foreign lands. 

In his first conversation with me, he asked me : "What 
is your father ?"  "A foun tain master ," I said. He looked at 
me inquiringly and then said softly, choosing his words in 
his deliberate way, "Become what your father is ,  a good 
fountain master. In the spiri tual sense; that is what I 
myself try to be. The word of God and the Lu theran 
doctrine are the fountainhead from which our people 
draw the water of l ife .  To keep this fountainhead pure is 
obscure work ; no one talks or thinks abou t it , but few 
occupations arc so holy and important." For years , in the 
few hours tha t his two offices left free, Bengel had been 
working faithful ly and patiently on an edi tion of the origi
nal Greek text of the New Testament, carefully tracking 
down the purest ,  oldes t , most reliable sources , scrupu
lously weighing and testing every word . Not a few of his 
pious friends thought it a sin fu l  waste that an able minis
ter and teacher shou ld spend precious days and years on a 
work of niggling and al l  in all superfluous scholarship, 
but he never swerved from his purpose, and i t  was char
acteristic of the man that he should have appointed him
self the task of "keeping the foun tainhead pure." The 
church to which B engel belonged did not recognize canon-
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ization, but Bengel stood high on the list of its secret 
saints. 

When this teacher with the serene, bony face and 
kindly eyes came into the classroom bright and early for 
the morning prayer and his first lesson , he had spent 
several hours of the night over his Bible text and his wide
ranging, partly scholarly, partly pastoral correspondence, 
and had begun the new day with an examination of con
science and a prayer in which he entreated God to give 
him perseverance, patience, and wisdom . He brought 
with him not only a serene alertness and cool intelligence 
but also an aura of gentle devotion and inspiration to 
which few of his pupils were impervious.  Like other 
Lutheran churches, the Swabian church had developed a 
rigid and rather pharisaic orthodoxy, and the clergy had 
taken on a certain upper-caste arrogance. Bengel was one 
of the first disciples and models of a new kind of Chris
tianity known as pietism. Over the years, this vigorously 
spontaneous movement, like all other movements, was to 
slacken and degenerate . But then it was in its springtime, 
and there was something of its freshness and delicacy in 
the aura of this man, who by nature inclined far more to 
clarity, moderation, and order than to sentimentality and 
mysticism. 

There was little or no difference between the teaching 
methods of Bengel and those of Preceptor Roos . With 
Bengel, however , study and erudition were no longer ends 
in themselves but wholly directed toward a supreme goal 
-divine worship. The ancient languages, to be sure, had 
their profane authors and humanistic charms ;  Bengel 
himself took pleasure in speaking Latin and Greek ; but 
for this great philologist, all philology culminated in the
ology ; it was an introduction to the word of God, a 
manner of teaching men to revere i t  and be faithful to it .  
When , as occasionally happened , a student did not seem to 
be getting ahead, the preceptor would admonish him not 
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only to study harder but with equal urgency to pray, and 
when i t  seemed necessary, Bengel himself prayed with 
him. What with his earnestness, modesty, and u tter l ack 
of professorial arrogance, his attitude toward his pupils 
was that of an equal , and sometimes he almost humbled 
himself before them. In a talk with a former student ,  he 
once said that he looked up to each one of his pupils with 
respect ,  for in each of them he saw something better and 
nobler than himself, and that  when he gazed at their 
young faces, he was often profoundly grieved at the 
thought of how pure and untainted these souls still were, 
while he himself had already squandered and bungled so 
much of his life . 

In my two years at Denkendorf, I remained true to 
music. I continued to practice the violin, and with the 
help of an enthusiastic schoolmate organized a double 
vocal quartet. But more important than this or my studies 
was Bengel's influence on me. This venerable man, it 
seemed to me, was a true child of God ; trust in God 
emanated from him like a gent le ,  joyful light .  

Several of his pupils decided to take his  path, to  purify 
themselves in prayer and to m ake themselves into vessels 
of grace . I was one of them . We read Arnd's Tnte Chris
tianity,  copied and discussed Bengel's Sunday sermons,  
confessed our trespasses to each other, and vowed to 
imi tate Christ .  

Here the m a n uscript e n ds .  
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