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EDITOR’S PREFACE

THIS book is to be published on the same
date as Kierkegaard’s Fear and Trembling; for
these two works, dissimilar as they are, are in
reality twins, conceived in Berlin sometime
during the month of May 1843 and born (i.e.
published) on October 16 of the same year in
Copenhagen. Thus the period of gestation was
barely five months, and it would have been
shorter had the delivery not been delayed by
an untoward circumstance which I have re-
lated in the Introduction. These books are so
dissimilar in form that the reader, if left to his
own devices, would hardly guess that they both
deal with the self-same theme, and that this
theme is S.K.’s unhappy love; for the analogues
he chooses as illustrations of hiscrisis (Abraham,
Job, etc.) seem at first sight infinitely remote
from the subject.

It was a good precedent established by the
Oxford University Press to publish S.K.’s
shorter works, as he himself did, in little vol-
umes which can be carried in the pocket. It is
falr to let the reader choose one of these books
if he would not have both. But Repetition is a
good deal shorter than Fear and Trembling, and
In order to justify the same price for each of the
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EDITOR’S PREFACE

two volumes I have padded the smaller one by
adding an account of how S.K. got into
English. A couple of years ago, when the pub-
lication of S.K.’s works in English was not
much more than begun, the Oxford Press
urged me to make a book of this story. I thought
then that, although perhaps it ought to be
told, there was not enough of it to make a book,
and that for me to write a book about it would
be too self-assuming. Now, however, when the
edition is all but complete this story is at least
important enough to serve as padding.

Princeton WALTER LOWRIE
April 26, 1941
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

INSTEAD of the motto we now read on the
back of the title page of Repetition S.K. first pro-
posed to write the words of Solomon in Prov-
erbs 5:15, “Drink waters from thine own well.”
This indeed was a counsel which he followed
in all his works, but especially in this book and
in the mate to it which was published on the
same day, October 16, 1843. For Fear and
Trembling, though it was ascribed to a different
pseudonym, was a companion to this book. Al-
though one is couched in the loftiest style of
“dialectical lyric,” and the other professes to
be ““an essay in experimental psychology” and
is characterized by one of S.K.’s pseudonyms
as a “whimsical” book, both deal symbolically
with the problems which_the author faced in
his greatest crisis, when by the renunciation of
marriage with the woman he loved he cut him-
self off from the only hope of leading a normal
human life and was forced to recognize himself
as “the exception to the universal human.” In
The Point of View S.K. refers to this moment as
the occasion of his decisive conversion. In his
pseudonymous works this fact is not so evident,
for the reason that the reputed authors, who
are conceived of as themselves living in the
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

aesthetic stage, cannot consistently look be-
yond the field of their experience and see the
religious consummation of the struggles which
they witness. If they had been able to see be-
yond “the borders of the marvellous,” they
might have been able to describe the situation
which S.K. in his own name depicts in the
Edifying Discourses with which he scrupu-
lously‘‘accompanied” his pseudonymous works.
Unfortunately his contemporaries paid no heed
to these which were the best of all introduc-
tions; and alas, his modern commentators in
Germany have almost completely ignored
them. How pertinent they are will be seen at
the end of this Introduction, where I quote a
passage from the third of the Three Edifying
Discourses which also were published on Oc-
tober 16, 1843, by a different bookseller. The
pseudonymous authors, though they could see
that Repetition was the same thing as the
Platonic Recollection, only with a movement
forward instead of backward, and that it might
well be substituted for the Hegelian “media-
tion,” yet they could not see that in the religious
sphere it meant subjectively (on man’s part)
the fruits of repentance, and transcendently
(on God’s part) atonement!

K All of S.K.’s works deal symbolically with
his own experience. Professor Hirsch has justly
remarked that the tendency to express his ex-
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

periences symbolically is evident in the earliest
entries of the Journal, and that this was con-
joined with an extraordinary aptitude for view-
ing them objectively. This observation, if only
we stretch it more broadly, goes far to account
for the most striking characteristic of S.K.’s
literary production, his habit of ascribing his
works to pseudonymous authors, some of whom
deal in turn with a multiplicity of fictitious
characters. A German author, Martin Thust,
perversely compared S.K.’s characters to a
marionette theater. One is following. a false
scent when one seeks to explain S.K.’s use of
pseudonyms as a deliberate and artful device.
In fact this was evidently so spontaneous that
it might rather be referred to a compulsion
Psychosis. Yet the word ““theater” is suggestive,
for it was S.K.’s dramatic instinct which
Prompted him to give expression not only to
his experiences but also to his possibilities by
the use of the actor’s mask. His characters may
properly be called persons in this sense, the
sense of the Latin word persona. We state the
case broadly enough when we affirm that S.K.,
though he had an extraordinary aptitude for
Philosophic abstraction and was capable of
coining definitions which are abstract to the
last degree, was nevertheless strongly inclined
by his poetic genius to express every human
€xperience, his own experiences especially, in
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

symbolical terms, that is to say, dramatically, in
concrete situations and personifications. I
would remark here (anticipating a quotation I
shall make later) that this “interest’’ was the
rock upon which S.K.’s metaphysic foundered,
or rather it was this tendency to express every-
thing concretely, “existentially,” which ob-
scures for us his metaphysics. Furthermore,
because S.K.’s own experiences were objec-
tivated in fictitious characters, we do not at
once perceive how personal his works are.

When once we know that all his works were
waters drawn from his own well, it is evident
that we cannot expect to understand them
thoroughly without a rather intimate knowl-
edge of his life. But now, when all of S.K.’s
works are or are about to be published in
English, this very necessary introduction
evidently cannot be furnished with each vol-
ume. Such knowledge must be assumed on the
part of the reader, and anyone can get it from
my Kierkegaard, especially pp. 191-271, or from
briefer biographies. In my opinion, what needs
to be done by way of introducing each work is
to furnish from the Papers, which probably
never will be published in English, and from
the Journal, and from occasional comments in
the works, passages in which S.K. (or a pseu-
donym) elucidates his own thought.
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

Like Either [Or, the two following works
(with which we are now dealing) were written
“for her,” and they contain passages which
only Regina could be expected to understand
fully—passages, for example, which apparently
carry on arguments which had been begun be-
tween the lovers. Nevertheless, any reader who
picks up this book without having the least
knowledge of S.K.’s story will get a great deal
out of it, a great deal of poetry, some fun, and
perhaps an apprehension that there is some-
thing serious in the idea of Repetition. And if
one were to read the book with great attention,
giving due heed to significant sentences which
here and there are interjected, one ought, ac-
cording to S.K., to be able to make out the
prodigious importance of Repetition as a new
category.

But evidently his contemporaries in Den-
mark were quite incapable of detecting any
serious meaning in this book—if we may judge
from the fact that Professor J. L. Heiberg, who
in a book of his called Urania (got up as a New
Year’s gift, with elegant binding and a gilt
edge) . praised Repetition for its “pretty and
telling” passages, but really was praising only
the irrelevant thoughts which he had put into
it. $.K. was disgusted, and in a bitterly polem-
ical passage he says: “They tell of the case of a
man who won a great prize in the lottery and
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

went out of his head for joy. So it was with me
when I saw some of my thoughts cited by the
Rector Magnificus of Literature, by him cor-
rected et encomio publico ornati.; when I saw my
name inscribed, if not in the book of life, at
leastin a gilded New Year’s gift-book; saw my-
self mentioned as one who indeed had not quite
said something pretty and telling, but at least
almost had said it.”” He remarked that the
Professor evidently “had not read further than
the 40th page,” whereas it was on the 79th
page the serious part of the work began, and
began with a repetition of the title in order to
prompt the reader’s attention. The Professor
had pronounced the sententious judgment
that “repetition has an essentially different sig-
nificance in the natural and in the spiritual
sphere. The author presumably has had the
natural category in view, and perhaps without
knowing it has stretched the validity of the con-
cept beyond its proper limits.”” This sentence
contained the correction which S.K. so much
resented. And with good reason, for, as the
reader can see, there is not a word in the book -
about repetition in nature—the recurrence of
the seasons, of day and night, etc., upon which
Professor Heiberg laid stress. Moreover, by the
‘“spiritual sphere” Heiberg, like the good
Hegelian he was, had in mind such things as
the philosophy of history, etc., which one can
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

“contemplate” disinterestedly, whereas S.K.
was thinking of the history of the individual,
which to the individual must be of absolute
interest.

S.K. was so deeply annoyed by this misap-
prehension that he sat down at once and wrote
an open letter addressed to Professor Heiberg
by the pseudonym Constantine Constantius.
This letter was subjected to several careful re-
visions; then it was given the form of “A Little
Plea, by Constantine Constantius, author of
Repetition”; finally it was in part rewritten as a
letter of Constantine to the reader. Nothing of
this was published, but it occupies now 55
Pages in the Papers. It prompted S.K. to start
writing a book which he proposed to call “New
Year’s Gift, by Nicolaus Notabene, published
for the benefit of the asylums.” That was not
carried far; but it led to the book he called
Prefaces, ascribed to the same Nicolaus as
pseudonym, in which he poked a lot of fun at
his friend Professor Heiberg.

The polemic addressed to Heiberg is one of
the wittiest things S.K. wrote, but it is far too
long to quote here. I have already called at-
tention to a few salient points. But fortunately
this egregious misunderstanding led him to
give in the same document a much needed ex-
Planation of his real intent and a justification
of the whimsical way in which he had pres
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

a serious subject. From that I do not hesitate
to make a long quotation (which in part is also
abstruse or at least philosophical), because I
am sure that I can write no better introduction,
and that no one can write an introduction so
authoritative. It is translated‘from Vol. IV. of
the Papirer, pp. 280f.

“The Repetition is accompanied by a letter to
‘the real reader of the book.” From this letter
one learns that ‘like Clement Alexandrinus I
have tried to write in such a way that the
heretics could not understand it.’

“The concept Repetmon, when it is em-
¢ ployed in the §phcre of individual freedom, has

a history, in the fact that freedom passes

through several stages in order to attain itself.

(A) Freedom first is defined as pleasure or in

pleasure. What it now fears is repetition, be-

cause it is as if repetltlon ossessed a magic
power to hold freedofii” cﬁKive when once it

*»,,,5 had contrived to get it pnder its influence. But

in spite ‘of all the invehtiveness of pleasure rep-
etition makes its appearance. Then freedom in
pleasure falls into despair. The same instant

. freedom makes its appearance in a higher form.
-, + (B) Freedom defined as shrewdness. Freedom
" is still in a finite relation to its object and is it-
self only ambiguously defined aesthetically.
Repetition is assumed to exist, but it is the task

of freedom to see constantly a new side of rep-
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

etition. This has found expression in the chap-
ter entitled ‘The Rotation of Crops’ in Either [
Or—if I may refer to a recent book.The Rota-
tion of Crops’ was a factor on the aesthetical
side of Either [Or, hence this also was shown to
be unjustifiable. The men who in freedom
stand in no higher relation to the idea com-
monly prink up this standpoint as the highest
wisdom. However, since freedom defined as
shrewdness is only finitely characterized, rep-
etition must again make its appearance, that
is repetition of the trick by which freedom
wants to delude repetition and make it some-
thing else. Then shrewdness falls into despair.
(C) Now freedom breaks forth in its highest
form, in which it is defined in relation to itself.
Here everything is inverted, and the opposite
of the first standpoint is in evidence. Now the
highest interest of freedom is to bring about
repetition, and it fears only lest change might
have the power to alter its eternal nature. Here
the problem emerges: Is repetition possible? Free-
dom itself is now repetition. In case it should
come about that freedom in the individual, re-
lated as it is to the environment, might remain,
S0 to speak, lying in the result, so that it cannot
withdraw (repeat itself), then all is lost. So
then what freedom now fears is not repetition
but change. If then this will to repetition is
Stoicism, it contradicts itself and therefore ends
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

by annihilating itself—in order in this way to
uphold repetition, which is the same as to
throw a thing away in order to have it more
securely hid. Then when Stoicism has stepped
aside there remains only the religious move-
ment as the true expression of repetition, and
in its strife it announces itself with the pas-
sionate eloquence of the anxious freedom.
“What was treated under (C) was what I
desired to expound in Repetition—but not in a
learned manner, still less in a manner so scien-
tific that every teller in our philosophical bank
could say, ‘one, two, three,’ I desire to describe
and illustrate psychologically and aesthetically;
in the Greek sense I would let the concept come
into being in the individual, in the situation,
working its way out through all sorts of mis-
understanding. However, these misunderstand-
ings, in order to get leave to join in, must le-
gitimate themselves, either as witty, or as
piquant situations, or as nuances of feeling,
or as ironic whimsicalities. This I thought I
owed to the reader and to myself, to save my
soul from lecturing seriously and with the
gravity of a beadle about things everybody
might be assumed to know. Repetition (C) is
constantly duped by (A) and (B). As it some-
times happens in real life that a bartender, for
example, strikingly resembles the King or some
other world-historical person, and so when one
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_ EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

sees the bartender one is deceived, and then
smiles at the deception—so in the case of rep-
etition (C) one is deceived by (A) and (B). As
when one is in the street and hears the least
little part of a flute-player’s piece, and then at
that moment the rumbling of wagons and the
noise of traffic makes it necessary even for the
market-woman to cry in a loud voice if
Madame who stands beside her is to hear the
price of her cabbage, and then again there is
quiet for an instant, and again one hears the
flute-player—so in the first part of Repetition,
(C) is heard at intervals and is drowned by the
noise of life. As when a man who knows how to
hide a profound conception of life in a simple
word sits in the drawing-room conversing with
people of various sorts who are using the same
word, and then sees on a young girl’s lips what
it is she really would express, and so he says it
for her and to her delight, although she knows
it is a misunderstanding and half perceives
what the experienced man means and lets the
word come out although she knows it is a mis-
understanding, and then he incidentally in-
troduces a word drawn from his deeper reflec-
tion—so does repetition (C) develop itself in
the first part through the chatter of the draw-
ing-room. I myself assume the réle of Stoicism
in order to stand a little higher than (A) and
(B), so as to indicate in abstracto what in ab-
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

stracto cannot be realized; and meanwhile I
prepare everything maieutically for the young
man, who really is the one who is to discover
the repetition (C) which manifests itself clearly
in the second part. As the young man himself
is an exception in life, so too is repetition (C),
which has like him to fight its way through
misunderstandings. The young man’s prob-
lem is, whether repetition is possible. It was as a
parody of him that I made the journey to Ber-
lin to see whether repetition was possible. The
confusion consists in the fact that the most in-
ward problem is here expressed in an outward
way, as though repetition, if it were possible,
might be found outside the individual, since it
is within the individual it must be found, and
hence the young man does exactly the opposite,
he keeps perfectly still. Accordingly, the con-
sequence of the journey is that I despair of the
possibility and then step aside for the young
man, who with his religious primitiveness is to
discover repetition. So step by step he discovers
repetition, being educated by existence. It ap-
pears to him in his distress that Job experienced
repetition when he received everything double.
What really attracted him to Job, however,
was the fact that he was in the right. Upon this
point now everything turns. Fate had played
him a trick in letting him become guilty. If
this is the way it stands, he can never more re-
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capture himself. His nature has become split,
and so the question is not about the repetition
of something outward, but about the repetition
of his freedom. He is glad of the thunderstorm,
if only it will come, even though his sentence
were to be that no repetition is possible. For
the thunderstorm must justify him, that is all
he requires. Now providence intervenes with a
helping hand, it saves him from his entangle-
ment, and then hée bursts out with: ‘Istherenot
then a repetition? Did I not receive everything
double? Did I not receive myself again, and
precisely in such a way that I must feel doubly
the significance of it? And in comparison with
such a repetition, what is the repetition of
earthly goods which for the spirit are indiffer-
ent?” In my accompanying letter I say, ‘The
young man transfigures repetition as his own
consciousness raised to the second power.’
“Everything decisively affirmed about rep-
etition is contained in the second part of the
book. Everything that is said in the foregoing
part is either jest or only relatively true—as is
sufficiently illuminated by the fact that I who
said this despair of repetition. And on page 92
I say, ‘A religious movement I am unable to
make, it is contrary to my nature.’ I do not,
however, for that reason deny the reality of it
or deny that one can learn much from the
young man. Moreover, I say in the letter that
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EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

‘in comparison with the young man I am a
person of infinitesimal account,” ‘every move-
ment I have made was merely for the sake of
throwing light upon him,’ ‘from the very be-
ginning he has been in good hands, though I
often had to tease him so that he might reveal
himself.’

““Now if one desires to elucidate the fact that
repetition in the world of individuality means
something different from what it is in nature
and in the case of a plain repetition, I do not
know how one can do it more clearly. When in
defining repetition one characterizes it as
‘transcendent,’ as ‘a religious movement by
virtue of the absurd,’” ‘when one has arrived at
the borders of the marvellous,” when I say that
‘eternity is the true repetition,’ then I think I
have expressed myself pretty intelligibly for
the real reader of the book, whom I would beg
to forgive me—as I almost would beg the book
to forgive me inasmuch as I have deformed its
individuality by making obvious what it pre-
ferred to hide within itself, desiring only to
confide it to the real reader as the meaning of
the jest, deformed it by making it more im-
portant in the eyes of one intruder or another,
since it only desired to go on living as insig-
nificantly as possible in the eyes of the mass,
but at the same time to save itself by its insig-
nificance from the pompousness of correction.”
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We owe it to J. L. Heiberg that S.K.’s ultra-
polemical nature was aroused to such a pitch
that he gives us here a far more adequate com-
ment upon this book than we have in the case
of any other, and therefore prescribes a longer
introduction, in inverse proportion to the size
of the book. It must be confessed, however,
that here S.K. has over-simplified the com-
plexity of this book in two respects.

In the first place, he takes no account of the
fact that when he was writing this book in
Berlin he indulged the ardent wish that he
‘might yet be reunited with Regina. This fact is,
plainly attested by the entries of that time in
the Fournal. He wrote on May 17, 1843:

“If I had had faith, I should have remained
with Regina. . . . I have begun a story en-
titled ‘Guilty /Not Guilty.” It naturally will
contain things capable of astonishing the
world. . . . But I cannot and will not. My
relationship to her shall not be poetically vol-
atilized, it has an entirely different reality. She
has not become a theater-princess, so if possible
she shall become my wife. O Lord God, that
indeed was my only wish, and yet I had to re-
nounce it. . . . Faith hopes also for this life—
but, mark well, by virtue of the absurd, not by
virtue of human wisdom.”

This was the repetition he had first of all in
mind as he wrote the book, and naturally he
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lets Constantine express time and again this all
too real notion of repetition as a redintegratio in
statum pristinum. The constancy of his love or of
his nature is doubly expressed in the name
of the pseudonym, Constantine Constantius,
whom first he proposed to call Walter Con-
stantius. The first name he had in mind was
Victorinus de bona speranza. For the hope of
victory was strong when he dated this book
“Berlin. May, 1843.” Alas, this date had to be
omitted as an anachronism. The Letter to the
Reader, which now is dated “Copenhagen.
August, 1843,” originally bore the date of
“July,” and that presumably was the season
when he learned that Regina was engaged to
another. Perhaps it was then he proposed to
describe the book on the title page, not simply
as An Essay in Experimental Psychology, but
as “A Fruitless Essay” i. e. attempt. And then
perhaps it was he added pathetically to the
motto on the back of the title page: “but the
fruits of the Spirit are love (Gal.5:22).”

In the second place, he does not remark
upon the new complication which was intro-
duced when he returned to Copenhagen and
learned that Regina already was engaged to
another. Although this was the solution he
ostensibly had been trying to bring about, he
was made angry by his unexpected success. It
was a matter of course that the book must be
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altered to meet the changed situation. The
statement that the young man in the torment
of love “‘shot himself”’ was simply erased, and
instead of being ‘“‘dead he was said to have
“disappeared.”” But at least ten pages had to be
torn out after the young man’s letter of Feb-
ruary 17, and the remainder of the book was
completely new. Unfortunately his petulance
prompted him to interject phrases here and
there, even long 'passages, expressing profound
contempt for a girl who could behave so lightly.
We must remember that he fell into exceeding
great despair when he learned that ‘“all his sen-
timents were bosh.” This was the moment
when he sank to the deepest depths. For-
tunately he had the grace to omit most of these
passages from the printed book.

This of course added to the complication of
the book. This, moreover, was the only work
which he did not rewrite, once or even twice,
before committing it to the printer. We can
well imagine that he was impatient of spending
more labor upon a book which already had
failed of its purpose.

The passage which I characterized as more
“philosophical” is found further along in the
same document I have been quoting. It may
not be instructive to all, but it surely will seem
valuable to some; and inasmuch as it illumi-
nates several of the most characteristic features
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of S.K.’s thought, it would be a shame if it were
not made available in English. It is my hope
that the English edition of S.K.’s works will
ultimately supply all the prime material neces-
sary for students, whether it is taken from the
Journal or from other sources. Already, Mr.
Dru, in the selections which he has published
in The Fournals, provides for this more fully
than the Germans have done in spite of the
prodigious literature they have produced on
this subject. We are accustomed to concede
with a certain awe that the German scholars
are grundlich, and yet very few of them have
taken the pains to learn Danish; and without
that knowledge, and the possibility this implies
of acquaintance with the sources, it is hardly
strange that very few of them in dealing with
S.K. have reached conclusions which are de-
serving of any respect. Schempf, who is respon-
sible for most of the translations, felt compelled
to confess in the face of criticism that his ren-
dering of the original is rather a personal
interpretation than a translation and therefore
is not so'faithful that it can properly serve as
the basis for serious study. So he counsels
students to put themselves to “not very great
trouble” by learning Danish. This he says in
his Nachwort to the Abschliesende Nachschrift.

The passage I am about to quote is not only
philosophical but metaphysical. As such it de-
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serves serious attention as an explanation not
of this book only but of the works as a whole.
For in no other place does S.K. state so clearly
his metaphysical position. But first I quote a
passage from Constantine’s unpublished letter
to the reader. It is a brief résumé of what al-
ready has been quoted, but it contains one
thing more, to which in a metaphysical interest
I would direct especial attention. (IV B 120,
pp. 3084.). '

“That repetition is not merely for contem-
plation, but that it is the task of freedom, that
it signifies freedom itself, consciousness raised
to the second power, that it is the interest of
metaphysics, and at the same time the interest
upon which metaphysics founders, that it is the
solution of every ethical apprehension, the
sine qua non for every dogmatic problem, that
the true repetition is eternity—whereas so soon
as the problem is stated dogmatically (by fol-
lowing it so far psychologically that it disap-
pears before the eyes of psychology as a tran-
scendency, as a religious movement by virtue
of the absurd, which comes to pass when it has
reached the borders of the marvellous) repeti-
tion will have the meaning of atonement, which
no more can be defined by mediation fetched
from immanence than can a religious move-
ment which after all is dialectical only in the
direction of fate and providence—all this, my
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dear reader, and everything of the sort, is a mis-
understanding which could occur only to one
who is unacquainted with the exposition of
repetition which we owe to Professor Heiberg
and which is as profound as it is original.”

Here S.K. refers to a passage in the first part
of the book which even a serious reader might
stumble over, if he did not overlook it: ‘“Rep-
etition is the interest of metaphysics and at the
same time the interest upon which metaphysics
founders.” S.K. rarely makes his metaphysical
position clear, for the reason that his “interest
in reality” or “the interest of the individual®”’
constantly distracts him from pursuing a meta-
physic which is “disinterested,” and therefore
he says that “metaphysics founders’ upon the
very thing which prompts one to engage in it,
upon the subjective, personal interest which in
his case constantly intruded upon the disin-
terested contemplation of philosophical prob-
lems and recalled him to an interest in
“existence.” For this reason he writes as a
psychologist—in .this book professedly, in
others implicitly.

But now for the mctaphysmal passage, which
attaches itself to the first sentence in this book.

“The Professor accounted for my error by
referring to the fact that in my eulogy of rep-
etition what I really had in mind were the cat-
egories of nature, and that such was the case

sse
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seems, as he says, ‘to be evident from the fact
that he associated repetition with a concept of
natural philosophy, viz. motion.’ When it is es-
tablished, as the Professor himself teaches, that
repetition belongs in the sphere of spirit as well
as in that of nature, ‘although in the former it
has a somewhat different significance,” it
follows eo ipso that motion also belongs in the
sphere of spirit. In our days they have even
gone so far as to want to have motion intro-
duced into logic. There they have called repeti-
tion ‘mediation.” Motion, however, is a concept
which logic cannot endure. Hence media-
tion must be understood in relation to imma-
nence. Thus understood, mediation cannot be
employed at all in the sphere of freedom, where
the next thing constantly emerges, not by vir-
tue of immanence but of transcendence. The
word mediation has therefore occasioned mis-
understanding in logic because it permitted the
notion of motion to be asseciated with logic.
In the sphere of freedom again the word medi-
ation has been harmful for the fact that, being
transferred from logic, it contributed to make
the transcendency of motion illusory. To pre-
vent this questionable consequence, or this am-
biguous agreement between logic-and freedom,
I thought that in the sphere of freedom one
might use repetition. That it assumes motion
18 quite true, and substantially this is admitted
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by Professor Heiberg. . . . Now motion is
dialectical not only with respect to space (in
which sense it engaged the attention of Hera-
,clitus and the Eleatic School, and later was so
much used and abused by the sceptics), but it
is dialectical also with respect to time, for the
point and the instant correspond to one an-
other. Since I cannot mention two schools by
which the dialectic of motion with respect to
time is so clearly expressed as Heraclitus and
the Eleatics expressed it with respect to space,
I therefore mentioned them. Thereby I also
gained the advantage that a comic light was
shed upon the journey I made to Berlin, be-
cause ‘motion’ thereby became a play on words.
All such traits are permissible in a book which
by no means proclaims itself a scientific work
and whose author, out of sheer disgust at the
unscientific way in which people trumpet up
scientific method, would wish rather to be out-
side this hurly-burly, and is so far from pom-
pously teaching trivialities that it is his joy to
assume on the part of the reader the greatest
possible amount of knowledge. If motion is
allowed in relation to repetition in the sphere
of freedom, then its development in this sphere
is different from logical development in this re-
spect, that transition is a becoming. In the sphere
of logic transition is mute, in the sphere of free-
dom it becomes. So when possibility in logic
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qualifies itself as actuality it merely disturbs
the hushed reticence of the logical process by
talking about motion and transition. In the
sphere of freedom, on the other hand, there is
possibility, and actuality emerges as a tran-
scendency. Therefore when even Aristotle said
that the transition from possibility to actuality
is a klvpaws he was not talking about logical
possibility and actuality but about the pos-
sibility and actuality of freedom, and therefore
he quite rightly posits motion.”

Although this lengthy disputation with
Heiberg was not published, S.K. felt the need
of a public explanation, and therefore in The
Concept of Dread, a book which he published the
following year, he recapitulated a part of this
in a footnote, which of course was attributed to
Vigilius Haufniensis, the pseudonymous author
of this work. Although this book is soon to ap-
pear in Dru’s translation (if the war does not
prevent him from completing it), yet this note
ought to be available to readers of Repetition,
and therefore I add it to the introduction.

Commenting upon a passage in The Concept
of Dread which affirms that ““sin belongs to the
subject of ethics in so far as it is upon this con-
cept ethics founders by the help of repentance,”
the note says:

“With regard to this point one will find sev-
eral observations by Johannes de silentio au-
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thor of Fear and Trembling (Copenhagen 1843).
There the author several times allows the
wishful ideality of the aesthetical to founder
upon the exacting ideality of ethics, in order by
these collisions to let the religious ideality come
to evidence, which is precisely the ideality of
reality, and therefore is just as desirable as that
of aesthetics and not impossible like that of
ethics, and to let it come to evidence in such a
way that it breaks out in the dialectical leap
and with the positive feeling, ‘Behold all things
have become new!” and in the negative feeling
which is the passion of the absurd to which the
concept of ‘repetition’ corresponds. Either the
whole of existence is to be expressed in the re-
quirement of ethics, or the condition for its
fulfilment must be provided—and with that
the whole of life and of existence begins afresh,
not through an immanent continuity with the °
foregoing (which is a contradiction), but by a
transcendent fact which separates the repeti-
tion from the first existence by such a cleft that
it is only a figure of speech to say that the fore-
going and the consequent state are related to
one another as the totality of living creatures
in the sea are related to those in the air and on
the land, although according to the opinion of
some natural scientists the former is supposed
to be the prototype which in its imperfection
prefigures everything which becomes manifest
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in the latter. With regard to this category one
may compare Repetition by Constantine Con-
stantius (Copenhagen 1843). This book is in
fact a whimsical book, as its author meant it to
be, but nevertheless it is so far as I know the
first which has energetically conceived ‘rep-
etition’ and let it be glimpsed in its pregnance
to explain the relation between the ethical and
the Christian, by indicating the invisible
point and the discrimen rerum where science
breaks against science until the new science
comes forth. But what he has discovered he has
hidden again by arraying the concept in the
form of jest which appropriately offers itself
as a mode of presentation. What moved him to
do this it is difficult to say, or rather it is diffi-
cult to understand; for he says himself that he
writes this ‘so that the heretics should not be
able to understand him.’ As he has only wished
to employ -himself with this subject aesthetically
and psychologically, he might have planned it
all humoristically, and the effect would have
been produced by the fact that the word at one
moment signifies everything, and the next
moment the most insignificant thing, and the
transition, or rather the perpetual falling from
the stars, is justified as a burlesque contrast.
However, he stated the whole thing pretty
clearly on page 34: ‘Repetition is the interest
of metaphysics and at the same time the in-
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terest upon which metaphysics founders, etc.’
. This sentence contains an allusion to the thesis
& _‘;) o that metaphysics is disinterested, as Kant
affirmed “of ethics. As soon as the interest
emerges, metaphysics steps to one side. For this
reason the word is italicized. The whole in-
terest of subjectivity emerges in real life, and
then metaphysics founders. In case repetition
is not posited, ethics remains a binding power;
presumably it is for this reason he says that ‘it
is a solution of every ethical apprehension.’ If
repetition is not posited, dogmatics cannot ex-
ist at all; for in faith repetition begins, and faith
is the organ for the dogmatic problems. In the
sphere of nature repetition exists in its immov-
able necessity. In the sphere of spirit the prob-
lem is not to contrive to get change out of rep-
etition and find oneself comfortable under it,
as though the spirit stood only in an external
relation to the repetitions of the spirit (in con-
sequence of which good and evil alternate like
summer and winter), but the problem is to
transform repetition into something inward,
into the proper task of freedom, into freedom’s
highest interest, as to whether, while every-
thing changes, it can actually realize repeti-
tion. Here the finite spirit falls into despair.
This Constantine has indicated by stepping
aside and letting repetition break forth in the
young man by virtue of the religious. There-
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fore Constantine says several times that repeti-
tion is a religious category, too transcendent
for him, that it is a movement by virtue of the
absurd, and on page 42 it is said that eternity
is the true repetition. All this Professor Heiberg
has failed to observe, but he has very kindly
wished by his knowledge (which like his New
Year’s gift-book is singularly elegant and up to
date) to help this work to become a tasteful and
elegant insignificance, by pompously bringing
the question back to the point where Constan-
tine begins, bringing it to the point where (to
recall a recent book) the aesthetic writer in
Either [Or had brought it in ‘The Rotation of
Crops.’ If Constantine were really to feel him-
self flattered by enjoying in this case the rare
honor which brings him into an undeniably
elect company—then to my way of thinking,
since it was he who wrote the book, he must
have become stark mad. But if on the other
hand an author like him, who writes in order
to be misunderstood, were so far to forget him-
self and had not ataraxia enough to account it
to his credit that'Professor Heiberg had not
understood him—then again he must be stark
mad. And this I do not need to fear, for the cir-
cumstance that hitherto he has not replied to
Professor Heiberg indicates that he has ad-
equately understood himself.”
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“Repetition” as a philosophic concept S.K.
had already reached in his unfinished work of
the previous year which he entitled De omnibus
dubitandum est and ascribed to the pseudonym
Johannes Climacus who was to figure as the
author of the more strictly philosophic works,
the Fragments and the Postscript. Here this con-
cept is briefly but decisively stated, bringing
it into relation, as he does here, with “inter-
est.”” Cf. IV B 1, pp. 149f.

If upon reaching the end of this book the
reader should be perplexed or dismayed at
finding no result—for S.K. and his pseudonyms
are opposed on principle to giving any “re-
sults,” and we are told simply that the young
man ‘“disappeared’”—and if with human
curiosity one would like to know the sequel, it
really is told, though in a place where one
would hardly look for it, namely, in the Edify-
ing Discourses which were written to accom-
pany this work. They were written later—yes,
but it was only a few weeks later, and they
were published on the same day. They there-
fore give us a view of the young man immedi-
ately after he disappeared from the sight of the
psychologist Constantine across ‘“‘the borders
of the marvellous.” You will recognize him
even in the fragment I am about to quote, and
you will see that he is still “in good hands.”

xxxvi



EDITOR’S INTRODUCTION

““Then in turn it is the opposition of adversily which
will strengthen such a one in the inward man. And
why not? The inward man in fact proclaims
himself in this man’s deep concern; and ad-
versity has precisely the effect of causing the
outward, the visible, the tangible, to vanish
and become confused. But does it then always
call the inward to life? Adversity does indeed
make every man anxiously concerned, but does
it always make him concerned about God?
Does not life often confirm the truth of the
serious saying which is to be heard in the same
passage which warns against prosperity and
therefore deserves the more earnest heed: that
adversities too are temptations? Behold the
anxious man! Regard him more closely. Thou
canst hardly recognize him again as the man
who started out in life so joyful, so strong, so
confident. His aim in life was so clear to him,
so desirable, his thought approved his effort,
his heart was set upon it, he relied upon his
strength—and hope promised him a fortunate
fulfilment. For there is a hope which is
heaven’s fatherly gift to the child, a hope with
which youth goes forth into life. This hope
sponsors everything he undertakes. Who then
gave him this hope unless it was the Father in
heaven? Should it not then be valid in the wide
world, in all the kingdoms and lands which ap-
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pertain to the heavenly King who gave him
this hope? Yet it did not turn out thus, and soon
adversity had wrested this beautiful hope from
the strong and cheated the weak out of it.
Then everything was confused before him.
There was no longer a ruler in heaven, the wide
world was the arena for life’s wild alarms, there
was no ear which gathered the confusion into
an accord, no hand stretched out to take a
guiding part. However a man might conscle
himself in life, hope, he thought, was lost, and
lost it remained. The more he stared down
into the anarchy into which everything seemed
to be resolved, the more might it acquired over
him, till he was completely infatuated by it, his
thought became dizzy, he himself plunged
down into it, and he lost his self in despair. And
even if the distress did not acquire so seductive
a power over him, his soul nevertheless re-
mained without sympathy and alien to every-
thing. He beheld it like the others, but in
everything he read an invisible writing declar-
ing that it was emptiness and deception. Or he
withdrew from men and like an assassin wore
out his soul with griefs, with gloomy thoughts,
in the fruitless service of restless moods. What
was lacking to such a man? What was it he did
not gain when he lost all? What but strength-
ening in the inward man?

. P
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“That man on the other hand in whose soul
there was this distress before ever the distress
approached him which comes from without, he
whose soul never was so satisfied by joy but that
it retained concern for the ‘testimony,’ nor so
overwhelmed by the outward concern that the
possibility of joy vanished so long as he was still
concerned about the ‘testimony’—to him the
distress which comes from without became
little by little a friend. It united with the con-
cern within him, it prevented him from seeing
life in a false light, it helped him to let the soul
sink little by little into concern until it found
the ‘testimony.’ Then little by little he became
lighter and lighter, he cast off gradually the
earthly weight of the worldly wish and reposed
with the ‘testimony’ in God, blissful by reason
of the hope which he had won. For there is a
hope of which the Scripture says that it is ac-
quired by hard probation. What probation
does the Scripture mean? Why, that of course
in which a man is assured of obtaining all that
he hopes. The Scripture says that this proba-
tion is the fruit of the trial of temptation. But
such a hope the world cannot take aways, for it
is gained indeed through distress and gains
strength by distress. Opposition helped him
then to be strong in the inward man; for he
who has learned what he learned from what he
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suffered, and by what he suffered was taught
the good, acquired not only the best teaching
but what is much more...the best Teacher; and
he who is taught by God is strengthened in the
inward man. Then, though he had lost all, he
would nevertheless have gained all—and
Abraham possessed only a burial-place in the
land of Caanan, and yet he was God’s elect.”

If Schrempf had been patient enough to in-
terpret S.K.’s position in the light of the Edify-
ing Discourses which were expressly meant as
an interpretation of his pseudonymous works,
he would not perhaps have been so confident
in affirming, as he did in his Nachwort, that
S.K. got into trouble needlessly by taking too
seriously Hegel’s notion of “the universal,” and
got out of it by adopting blindly the Biblical
notion of ‘““trial’>—that is to say, the naive Old
Testament picture of God tempting Abraham
and Job in order to find out if they were really
faithful, a notion which, as he rightly says, is
inconsistent with the idea of an omniscient
God. But really the Hegelian notion of ‘“the
universal’” was not, as Schrempf understands it
here, an abstract notion of mankind in general,
but the ethical norm which applies not only
universally but to every individual man. And
the notion of “trial” is found also, though with
a sublimer meaning, in the New Testament
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and in the words of Christ Himself. S.K. in
fact was very far from standing in need of the
schooling Schrempf gives him when he informs
him that there is a difference between the Old
Testament and the New. An entry in the
Journal shows that precisely at this time and in
this connection he was reflecting profoundly
upon this difference (IV A 143):

“That’s the difficulty of it, that one has both
the Old and the New Testament; for the Old
Testament has entirely different categories.
For what would the New Testament say to a
faith which thinks it should get things quite to
its liking in the world, in the temporal, instead
of letting this go and grasping the eternal?
Hence the inconstancy of the clerical address,
according as the Old or the New Testament is
transparent in it.”

I have on several occasions lapsed into a little
polemic against Schrempf, although it might
seem superfluous in America. But evidently
there is some reason for it, for an anonymous
writer in a German newspaper in America has
abused me scornfully as an adherent of the
“Bayreuth School.” I confess I do not know
the reason for that name, but it is further de-
fined as the school of Geismar and Hirsch. I
may add to it the name of Haecker. In fact
there are no names with which I would more
gladly be associated. Indeed I wonder what
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other names could be compared with them in
Germany among the viel-zu-Viele who have
written about Kierkegaard. They have cruelly
thrown me into the briar patch—but like Br’er
Rabbit that is where I like to be.
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On wild trees the flowers are fragrant; on cultivated
trees, the fruits.
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W iien the Eleatic School denied the possi-
bility of motion, Diogenes, as everybody knows,
stepped forth as an 6pponent. He stepped forth
literally, for he said not a word, but merely
walked several times back and forth, thinking
that thereby he had sufficiently refuted those
philosophers. Inasmuch as for a long time I
have been engaged, at least occasionally, with
the problem whether a repetition is possible
and what significance it has, whether a thing
gains or loses by being repeated, it suddenly
occurred to me, “Thou canst take a trip to
Berlin, where thou hast been before, and con-
vince thyself now whether a repetition is pos-
sible and what significance it may have.” At
home I had almost been brought to a stand-
still by the problem. Say what one will, it is
sure to play a very important réle in modern
philosophy; for repetition is a decisive expression
for what “‘recollection” was for the Greeks.
Just as they taught that all knowledge is a recol-
lection, so will modern philosophy teach that
the whole of life is a repetition. The only

was Leibnitz.! Repetition and recollection are
the same movement, only in opposite direc-
tions; for what is recollected has been, is re-

!
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modern philosopher who had an inkling of this—
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peated backwards, whereas repetition properly
so called is recollected forwards. Therefore rep-
etition, if it is possible, makes a man happy,
whereas recollection makes him unhappy—
provided he gives himself time to live and does
not at once, in the very moment of birth, try to
find a pretext for stealing out of life, alleging,
for example, that he has forgotten something.
The love of recollection is the only happy
love, an author has said.? In that he is perfectly -
right, too—if one will only remember that it
first makes a man unhappy. In truth, the love
of repetition is the only happy love. Like that
of recollection it has not the disquietude of
hope, the anxious adventuresomeness of dis-
coverers, nor the sadness of recollection; it has
the blessed certainty of the instant. Hope is a
new garment, starched and stiff and glittering,
yet one has never had it on, and hence one does
not know how it will become one and how it
fits. Recollection is a discarded garment, which
beautiful as it may be, does not fit, for one has
outgrown it. Repetition is an imperishable
garment, which fits snugly and comfortably,
neither too tight nor too loose. Hope is a charm-
ing maiden but slips through the fingers, recol-
lection is a beautiful old woman but-of no use
at the instant, repetition is a beloved wife of
whom one never tires. For it is only of the new
one grows tired. Of the old one never tires.
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When one possesses that, one is happy, and
only he is thoroughly happy who does not de-
lude himself with the vain notion that repeti-
tion ought to be something new, for then one
becomes tired of it. It requires youth to hope,
and youth to recollect, but it requires courage
to will repetition. He who would only hope is
cowardly, he who would only recollect is a
voluptuary, but he who wills repetition is a
man, and the more expressly he knows how to
make his purpose clear, the deeper he is as a
man. But he who does not comprehend that
life is a repetition, and that this is the beauty of
life, has condemned himself and deserves noth-
ing better than what is sure to befall him,
namely, to perish. For hope is an alluring fruit
which does not satisfy, recollection is a miser-
able pittance which does not satisfy, but rep-
etition is the daily bread which satisfies with
benediction. When one has circumnavigated
existence, it will appear whether one has
courage to understand that life is a repetition
and is inclined to delight in ityHe who has not
circumnavigated life before beginning to live
will never come to the point of living}*he who
circumnavigated it but grew tired had a poor
constitution; he who chose repetition really
lives. He does not run after butterflies like a
boy; nor does he stand on tiptoe to peer at the
glories of the world, for he knows them. Neither
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does he sit like an old woman at the spinning
wheel of recollection, but he goes his way con-
fidently, rejoicing in repetition. Indeed, if
there were no repetition, what then would life
be? Who would wish to be a tablet upon which
time writes every instant a new inscription? or
to be a mere memorial of the past? Who could
wish to let oneself be stirred by everything that
is fleeting and new, which ever newly delights
the effeminate soul? If God Himself had not
willed repetition, the world would never have
come into existence. He would either have fol-
lowed the light plans of hope, or He would
have recalled it all and conserved it in recollec-
tion. This He did not do, therefore the world
endures, and it endures for the fact that itis a
repetition. Repetition is reality, and it is the’
seriousness of life. He who wills repetition is
matured in seriousness. This is the vote I cast
for my part, and it means also that it is far from
being seriousness to sit on the sofa and pick
one’s teeth...and be somebody (for instance,
Councillor of Justice), or to walk in the street
with dignity...and be somebody (for instance,
His Right Reverence), no more than it is life’s
seriousness to be a royal equerry. All such
things are in my eyes only jest, and as such
they are sometimes a poor enough jest.

The love of recollection is the only happy
love, says an author who, so far as I am ac-
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quainted with him, is sometimes rather deceit-
ful—not, however, in such a way that he might
say one thing and mean another, but in such a
way that he carries the thought to extremes, so
that, if it is not grasped with the same energy, it
appears the next moment to be something dif-
ferent. That saying is so expressed that it
readily tempts one to admit that it is true, and
then to forget that the saying itself is an ex-
pression for the profoundest melancholy, so
that a melancholy so profound, and condensed
in a single line, could not easily express itself
better.

It was about a year ago I began to bestow
serious attention upon a young man with whom
already I had had some contact because his
handsome appearance, the soulful expression
of his eyes, almost tempted me—a certain toss
of the head, a wantonness in his utterances,
convinced me that he had a profound nature
which possessed more than one register, where-
as a certain insecurity of modulation indicated
that he was in that seductive age when ma-
turity of spirit announces itself, as does that of
the body at a far earlier age by the change in
the voice. By means of those careless advances
which a coffee-house liking permits, I had al-
ready drawn him to me and taught him to re-
gard me as a confidant whose talk in many ways
enticed his melancholy from him in the form of
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outbursts, while I like a Farinelli® alluring the
crazy king out of his gloomy retreat, could ac-
complish this without the use of tongs, because
my friend was still young and pliable. Such
was our relationship when about a year ago, as
I said, he came up to me quite beside himself.
His appearance was more vigorous than here-
tofore, his features more beautiful, his great
glowing eyes had widened, in short, he was
transfigured. When he informed me that he
was in love, I reflected involuntarily that she
must be a lucky girl to be loved in this fashion:
He told me that he had already been in love
for some time but had concealed it from me;
~anow he had attained the goal of his desire, had
declared his love and found it reciprocated.
Although generally I am inclined to preserve
an attitude of observation toward people, it
was impossible for me to do so with him. Say
what you will, a young man deeply in love is
something so beautiful that for very joy at the
sight one forgets to observe. In general, hu-
mane emotions in a person disarm the ob-
server. Only where instead of this there is hol-
lowness, or where the coquette dissimulates,
has one a desire to make observations. In case
one were witness to the fact that a man was
praying with his whole soul, who could be such
a monster as to make observations? who would
not rather feel himself penetrated by an emana-
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tion from the man’s devotion? When on the
contrary one hears a parson declaim a well pre-
pared sermon, wherein by an artfully con-
structed passage he several times testifies to the
congregation (without any prompting from
their part) that what he says is the simple faith,
unskilled in elegant phrases, but capable of
‘bringing forth by prayer that which (accord-
ing to his affirmatjon, which presumably was
well substantiated) he had in vain sought after
in poetry, art and erudition—upon that, one
calmly applies the microscope to one’s eye and
does not allow the ear to gulp down what is
said, but puils the blinds, the critical sieve
which tests every note and every word. The
young man of whom I speak was deeply and
sincerely and beautifully and humbly in love.
For a long while I have not been so delighted
by anything as by looking at him. For it is often
a dreary thing to be an observer, it makes one
as melancholy as being a detective on the
police force; and when an observer performs
well the duties of his calling he is to be regarded
as a police spy in a higher service, for the art of
the observer is to bring hidden things to light.
The young man talked about the girl with
whom he was in love, but without employing
many words. His talk was not an insipid ap-
praisement, as a lover’s eulogy often is. There
was no self-importance in him, as though he
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were a shrewd fellow to have captured such a
girl; there was no self-confidence; his love was
wholesome, pure, unspoiled. He confided to*
me with charming candor* that the reason for
his visit was his need of a confidant in whose
presence he could talk aloud to himself, the
more particular reason being that he was fear-
ful of remaining all day with the girl and being
burdensome to her. He had already been to
her house several times but had compelled
himself to turn away. He now asked me to take
a drive with him, for the sake of diverting him
and to make the fime pass quickernI was as
willing as he; for from the moment he con-
fided to me, he could be sure that I would be
unconditionally at his service. I employed the
half hour before the carriage came in writing -
several business letters, bidding him in the
meantime fill his pipe and turn the pages of an
album which lay on the table. Such occupa-
tion, however, he had no need of, he was
sufficiently occupied with himself, was not even
calm enough to sit down, but walked quickly
back and forth across the floor. His gait, his
movements, his gestures, were all eloquent, he
himself glowed with love. As a grape when it
is at the point of perfection becomes trans-
parent and clear, while the juice bubbles
through its fine.veins, as the husk of a fruit
breaks when the fruit ripens to all its fullness,
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"so did love break forth almost visibly in “his
figure. I hardly could forbear to snatch a side-
wise glance at him now and then, almost as
though I were in love with him; for such a
youth is as alluring a sight as a young girl.

As it often is the way with lovers that they
take refuge in the words of the poets in order
to let love’s sweet perturbation break out in
blissful gladness, sp it was in his case. As he
paced back and forth across the floor he re-
peated again and again a verse of Poul Mgller’s

To my arm-chair there comes a dream
From the springtime of youth,
A longing intense

For thee, thou sun amongst women.

His eye filled with a tear, he flung himself
down on a chair and repeated the verse again
and again. Upon me this scene made a harrow-
ing impression. Great God! thought I, such a
melancholy has never before presented itself in
my practice. That he was melancholy I knew
well enough, but that a love affair could have
such an effect upon him! And yet how consis-
tent is every abnormal psychic condition,. if
only it is normally present. People often pro-
claim that a melancholy man has only to fall in
love, and then it all vanishes. If the man is
really melancholy, how might it be possible for
him not to be occupied with melancholy con-
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cern about that which to him is the most im-
portant concern of all? He was in love, deeply
and sincerely in love; that was evident, and yet
at once, on one of the first days of his engage-
ment, he was capable of recollecting his ldve.
Substantially he was through with the whole
relationship. Before he begins h#. has taken
such a terrible stride that he hasTeapt over the
whole of life. Though the girl dies tomorrow, it
will produce no essential change, he will again
fling himself upon a chair, again his eye will
fill with a tear, he will again repeat the words
of the poet. What a strange dialectic! He longs
for the girl, he has to restrain himself by force
from hanging around her the whole day, and
yet at the very first instant he has become an
old man with respect to the whole relationship.
There must be a misunderstanding at the bot-
tom of it. Nothing for a long while has moved
me so much as this scene. That he would be-
come unhappy was clear enough, and that the
girl too would become unhappy was no less
clear, although it is not at once possible to fore-
see in what way this would occur. This much,
however, is certain, that if anybody can take a
hand in talking about the love of recollection,
he can too. Recollection has the great ad-
vantage that it begins with the loss, hence it is
secure, for it has nothing to lose.
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The carriage had come. We drove out along
the highway, with the intent of seeking later
the real woodland roads.'Since against my will
I had begun to behave toward him as an ob-
server, I could not resist trying all sorts of ex-
periments to take the log, as sailors say, of the
headway of his melancholy. I struck all pos-
sible erotic chords. No. I tried the effect of the
changing environment. In vain. Not the bold
immensity of the sea, nor the lulling stillness of
the forest, nor the enticing solitude of evening,
cquld draw him out of the melancholy longing
by which he was not so much drawing near to
the beloved as forsaking her. His mistake was
incurable, and his mistake was this, that he
stood at the end instead of at the beginning.
But such a mistake is certainly a man’s undo-
ing.

And yet I maintain the correctness of his
mood as an erotic mood, and the man who in
his experience of love has not experienced it
thus precisely at the beginning, has never
loved. Only he must have another mood along-
side of this. This potentiated act of recollection
is the eternal expression of love at the begin-
ning, it is the token of a real love. But on the
other hand an ironic elasticity is requisite in
order to be able to make use of it. This he
lacked, his soul was too soft for it. It must be
true that one’s life is over at the first instant,
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but there must be vitality enough to kill this
death and transform it into life. In the earliest
dawn of love the present and the future strive
one with another in order to acquire an eternal
impression, and this act of recollection is pre-
cisely the counter-current of eternity flowing
back into the present—provided this recollec-
tion is healthy. '

We returned home, and I took leave of him;
but my sympathy was almost too powerfully set
inmotion, I could not get rid of the thought that
in a very short time this must lead to a dreadful
explosion.

In the course of a fortnight I saw him off and
on in my home. He himself began to be aware
of the misunderstanding. The young girl whom
he adored had become almost a burden to him;
and yet she was his darling, the only woman he
had ever loved, the only one he would ever
love. On the other hand, nevertheless, he did
not love her, he merely longed for her. For all
this, a striking change was wrought in him.
There was awakened in him a poetical produc-
tivity upon a scale which I had never thought
possible. Then I easily comprehended the sit-

- uation. The young girl was not his love, she was
the occasion of awakening the primitive poetic
talent within him and making him a poet.
Therefore he could love only her, could never
forget her, never wish to love anyone else; and
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yet he was forever only longing for her. She
was drawn into his very nature as a part of it,
the remembrance of her was ever fresh. She
had meant much to him, she had made him a
poet, and thereby she had signed her own
death warrant. ., L s

As time went by his situation became more
and more agonizing. His melancholy attained
more and more the ascendancy, his physical
force was consumed in psychic struggles. He
perceived that he had made her unhappy, and
yet he was aware of no fault; but precisely the
fact of being innocently guilty of her unhap-
piness was to him a stumbling-block which
wrought up his passion to the wildest agitation.
To admit to her how the matter stood, would,
as it seemed to him, mortify her most deeply.
This indeed would be the same as telling her
that she was an incomplete being, that he had
outgrown her, that he no longer had need of
the rung of the ladder on which he had
climbed. What then would the consequence
be? Knowing that he would not love anyone
else, she would become his sorrowing widow,
who lived only upon the memory of him and
of their relationship. He could not make any
confession. For her sake he was too proud to do
that. His melancholy ensnared him more and
more, and he resolved to keep up the falsifica-
tion. His entire poetic talent was now employed
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<
to entertain and delight her. What might have
served bountifully for many was all lavished
upon her; she was and remained his darling,
the only one whom he adored, although he was
near losing his mind with agonizing dread at
the monstrous untruth which only served to
imprison her more and more. In reality her ex-
istence or nonexistence was in a certain sense of
no importance to him, only it was his melan-
choly which found delight in rendering life en-
chanting to her.“That she was blissful goes
without saying, for she had no suspicion, and
the nutriment offered her was only too savory.
He did not desire to be productive in the
stricter sense; wherefore he held his produc-
tivity under the shears, as he said, and cut the
flowers as a bouquet for her. She had no sus-
picion. Of that I am sure. And indeed it would
be revolting if a young girl could be selfish
enough to take his melancholy in vain. How-
ever, such a case can occur, and once I was
very near discovering an instance. Nothing is
more seductive to a young girl than to be loved
by a poetically melancholy nature. And if she
merely has enough egotism to imagine that she
proves the fidelity of her love by clinging to
him instead of giving him up, she has a very
easy task in life, which permits her to enjoy
not only the reputation and consciousness of
being faithful, but also the most finely distilled
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sentiment of love. God preserve a man from
such fidelity!

%Onc day he came to my house. His gloomy
passions had gained complete ascendancy. In
the wildest outburst he cursed existence, his
love and the darling girl. From that moment he
came to my house no more. Presumably he
could not forgive himself for having admitted
to another person that the girl had become a
torment to him. With that he had spoiled for
himself everything, even the joy of sustaining
her pride and making her a goddess. When he -
encountered me he avoided me, and if we met
he never talked, though evidently he made an
effort to appear joyful and confident. I was
considering how I could follow him up more
closely, and to that end had begun to get on
. the track of his subordinate associates. When
one has to do with a melancholy person, one
often gets to know most by the help of sub-
ordinates.' Before a serving-man or woman, an.
old family retainer, one often reveals oneself
more freely than to associates who are closer in
culture and outward condition. I knew a mel-
ancholy man who went through life like a
dancer and deceived everybody, myself in-
cluded, until by means of a barber I got on an-
other trace. This barber was an elderly man
who lived in straitened circumstances and
served his customers himself. Compassion for
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the barber’s need moved the gay man to let his
melancholy manifest itself, and the barber
knew what no one else suspected. However,
the young man spared me this trouble; for he
had recourse to me again, although he was
firmly resolved never to set his foot inside my
door. He proposed that I should meet him in
solitary places at a definite time. I was willing;
and to that end I bought two tickets of admis-
sion to the fish-ponds in the city moat. There
we met early in the morning. At the hour when
the day is warring with the night, when even at
midsummer a cold shiver runs through nature,
there we met in the damp morning mist and on
the dewy grass, and the birds flew up affrighted
at his outcry. At the hour when the day has
conquered, when every living thing rejoices in
existence, at the hour when the darling young
girl whom he coddled by his pain lifted her
head from the pillow and opened her eyes be-
cause the god of sleep who had been sitting by
her couch arose, at the hour when the god of
dreams laid his finger upon her eyelids so that
“she dozed off again into a brief slumber, while
he related to her what she never had guessed,
and related it so softly, in words scarcely
breathed, that she had forgotten it all when she
awoke—at that hour we separated again. And
whatever the god of dreams confided to her, at
least she did not dream what passed between
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us. What wonder the man was pale! What
wonder that I am, who was his confidant, and
the confidant of many like him!

Again some time passed. I really suffered a
great deal on account of the young man, who
was fading away daily. And yet I did not in the
least regret participating in his sufferings, for
in his love at least the idea was stirring. (And
after all one does sometimes see such a love in
real life, God be praised! though in romances
and novels one seeks it in vain.) Only when
such is the case has love any significance; and
the man who is not enthusiastically convinced
that the idea is the vital principle in love, and
that for this, if need be, one must sacrifice life,
yes, what is more, sacrifice even love itself,
however practical reality may favor it—such a
man is banned from poetry. On the other
hand, where love is supported by the idea,
every movement, every fleeting emotion even,
is not without significance, because the essential
is always present, the poetic collision, which, as
I well know, can be far more terrible than in
the case I am here describing. But the service
of the idea (which does not mean in the case of
love to serve two masters) is also an exacting
service, for no reigning beauty can be as ex-
igent as the idea, and no girl’s displeasure can
be so heavy as the disapproval of the idea,
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which is the more terrible because it can never
be forgotten.

If I were to pursue in detail the moods of the
young man as I learned to know them, not to
speak of including in a poetical manner a mul-
titude of irrelevant matters—salons, wearing
apparel, beautiful scenery, relatives and friends
—this story might be drawn out to yard
lengths. That, however, I have no inclination
to do. I eat lettuce, it is true, but I eat only the
heart; the leaves, in my opinion, are fit for
swine. I prefer with Lessing® the rapture of
conception to the labor of childbirth. If there
is anybody who has anything to say against
this, let him say on, it makes no difference to
me.

Time passed. When I was able to do so I at-
tended that nocturnal service where he with
wild outcries got all the exercise he needed for
the whole day, for he employed the daytime
by enchanting the girl. As Prometheus, chained
to the rock while the vulture pecked at his liver,
was able to captivate the gods by his divina-
tion, so did he captivate the loved one. Each
day the whole thing was carried to the highest
pitch, for every day was the last. But it could
not continue thus. He bit the chain which
bound him, but the more his passion foamed,
the more blissful was his song, the more tender
his speech, the more galling the chain. To con-
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struct a real relationship out of this misunder-
standing was impossible for him, it would have
meant to make her the victim of an eternal de-
ception. To explain to her the mistake by
letting her know that she was only the visible
semblance, whereas his thought, his soul, was
secking something else which he transferred
figuratively to her—that would mortify her so
deeply that his soul revolted against it. That
was a method which he despised above all
others. And he was right in that. It is despi-
cable to deceive and seduce a girl, but it is still
more despicable to desert a girl in such a way
that one does not even become a scoundrel but
makes a more brilliant retreat by putting her
off with the explanation that she is not the
ideal, and consoling her with the notion that
she was only one’s muse. Such a thing can
easily be done when a man has some practice
in talking a girl around; in the hour of need she
will accept the proposal, and one gets out of it
very well, remaining a moral man, even an
amiable one, and afterwards she is more es-
sentially dishonored than one who knew she
had been deceived. Therefore in every love re-
lationship which cannot be realized although
it has been begun, delicacy of behavior is the
most offensive thing, and he who has an eye
for the erotic and is not a coward can readily
see that to be indelicate is the only means he
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has left to keep the girl in a good state of preser-
vation. _

In order if possible to put an end to these
sufferings, I exhorted him to venture ener-
getically upon the extremest measures. It was
merely necessary to find a point of unity. So I
made to him the following proposal. “Bring
everything to naught, transform yourself into
a despicable person who finds pleasure only in
duping and deceiving people. If you can do
this, then equality is brought about, for then
there would be no longer any question of an
aesthetic difference which would give you a
superior right as against her, something which
people are often inclined to concede in the case
of so-called extraordinary individualities. She
will then be the victorious one and be ab-
solutely in the right. Do not do it, however, too
suddenly, for that would merely inflame her
love. Try first if possible to be a bit disagreeable
to her. Do not tease her. That is an incitement.
No, be capricious, with a propensity to twad-
dle; do one thing one day and another the
next, but without passion, with a perfect
routine, which does not, however, degenerate
into inattention to her, for the outward show
of attention must be just as great as ever,
though altered to a perfunctory demonstration
lacking in all sincerity. Instead of a genuine
inclination of love, you are constantly to ex-
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hibit a certain nauseous quasi-love which is
neither indifference nor desire. Let all your be-
havior be as disagreeable as it is to see a man
slobber. Do not begin, however, unless you
have strength to carry the thing through,
otherwise it is a stalemate; for there is no one
so shrewd as a young girl, when it is a question,
that is, of knowing whether she is loved or not;
and there is no operation so difficult as that in
which one has to make use of the extirpating
knife, an instrument which as a general thing
only time knows rightly how to wield. Then
when everything is in train, you have only to
turn to me, and I shall manage the rest. Let
the rumor be spread abroad that you have a
new love affair, of a sort rather unpoetic; for
otherwise you will only incite her. I know very
well that such a thing could not occur to your
mind, for it is well understood between us that
she is the only one you love, although it is im-
possible for you to translate the purely poetic
relationship into real love. There must be some
truth to substantiate the rumor, and that I
shall take care of. I am looking up here in town
a girl with whom I shall strike an agreement.”

It was not merely consideration for the
young man which prompted me to lay this
plan, for I cannot deny that I gradually came
to regard his lady-love with a prejudiced e

YE.=
That she should notice nothing whatev;r m
3
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she had no suspicion whatever of his suffering
and of what might well be the reason of it, that
if she suspected it she did nothing, made no
effort to save him by giving him the one thing
he needed and which she alone could give him,
namely, his freedom, which would save him if
precisely she was the one who gave it; for by
that act of magnanimity she would acquire
ascendancy over him and would not be mor-
tified. I can forgive a girl everything, but I can
never forgive her for mistaking the task of love.
When a girl’s love is not sacrificial, she is no
woman but a masculine figure, and so I shall
always take delight in suffering her to fall a
victim to revenge or to laughter. And what a
theme for a comic poet, to let such a lovelorn
maiden, who had first like a vampire sucked
the blood of her lover, until in his distress and
despair he broke with her—to let such an in-
amorata come upon the stage as an Elvira®
who sings with acclaim in this r6le accom-
panied by the lamentations of relatives and
friends, an Elvira who is prima donna in the
chorus of deceived maidens, who can talk with
emphasis about the faithlessness of men, a
faithlessness which evidently will cost her her
life, an Elvira who performs all this with so
much aplomb and assurance that it does not
occur to her for half a second that her faithful-
ness was rather calculated to take the life of her
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lover. Great is the fidelity of women, especially
when it is declined; unfathomable and incon-
ceivable it is at all times. The situation would
be priceless if her lover, in spite of all his dis-
tress, had preserved enough humor not to
waste a word of wrath upon her but contented
himself with the profounder revenge of duping
her and confirming her in the false notion that
she was shamefully deceived by him. In case
this is the way with her, I warrant her that if
the young man is capable of carrying out my
plan, it will give her a dreadful shock, and yet
not without poetic justice. For she is convinced
that she is doing the best she can, and yet this
fact, if she is egoistic, will make the chastise-
ment all the harder. He handles her with all
possible erotic consideration, and yet his
method is precisely calculated to cause her the
greatest pain, if she is egoistic.

He was willing to enter into my plan and ap-
proved of it without reserve. In a magazin de
modes I found what I sought, a right pretty girl
whose future I promised to provide for if she
would enter into my plan. He was to show him-
self with her in public places and visit her at
hours which would leave no doubt that they
were living on an understanding with one an-
other. To that end I engaged a dwelling for her
in a house which had an entrance upon two
streets, so that he had only to walk through the
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house late in the evening in order to give cer-
tainty to maid-servants etc. and start gossip
going. Now that everything was arranged, I
had only to see to it that the lady-love did not
remain unaware of his new relationship. The
little seamstress wasn’t so bad, but of such a
sort that the lady-love, all jealousy apart,
might be astonished that a girl like this was
preferred above her. If I had only had the lady-
love in view, the seamstress might have been
rather different; but as I knew nothing with
certainty about the lady, and as I did not want
to play a prank upon the young man, I made
my choice in the interest of his method.

The seamstress was engaged for one year.
The relationship with her must last as long as
that in order to dupe the loved one completely.
During that period he was to work himself free
from his poetic existence. If he succeeded in
this, a redintegratio in statum pristinum” might be
brought about. In the course of that year the
young girl also (this was a matter of great im-
portance) would have opportunity to work
herself out of the relationship, for he had not
honored her with an uncertain intimation of
the possible result of such an operation. If it
were to come about that she, when the moment
of repetition arrived, had grown tired—well,
then, he had at least acted magnanimously.
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In this way everything was in readiness. I
already held the string in my hand, and my
soul was extraordinarily intent upon the out-
come. He failed to appear, I never saw him
again. He did not have strength to carry out the
plan.® His soul lacked the elasticity of irony.
He had not the strength to take irony’s vow of
silence, not the power to keep it; and only the
man who keeps silent amounts to anything.
Only he who really is able to love is a man, and
only he who is able to give his love whatsoever
expression it may be is an artist. In a certain
sense it perhaps.was well that he did not begin
the thing, for he hardly could have supported
the terrors of the adventure, and from the be-
ginning I was a little fearful because he had
need of a confidant. He who knows how to
keep silent discovers an alphabet which has
just as many letters as the one commonly in
use, so that he can express everything in this
thieves’ Latin, so that there is no sigh so pro-
found that he has not the laughter which cor-
responds to it in thieves’ Latin, and no prayer
so importunate that he has not the witticism
which redeems the claim. For him there will
come an instant when it is as though he were
about to lose his reason. But this is only a
moment, though it is a dreadful moment. It
is like the fever which comes on of nights at
half past eleven or twelve, and at one o’clock
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one works as buoyantly as ever. If one endures
this madness, one is sure to conquer.

But here I sit and relate in full detail what
really was adduced in order to show that the
love of recollection does indeed make a man
unhappy. My young friend did not understand
repetition, he did not believe in it, and did not
desire it with energy. What made his fate so
hard was the fact that he really loved the girl,
but in order to love her really he must first be
clarified out of the poetical confusion into
which he had fallen. He might have made this
confession to the girl. When one wants to dis-
miss a young girl that is a perfectly reputable
method. That, however, he did not wish to do,
and I thoroughly agreed with him that it was
not the correct thing. He thereby would have
cut her off from the possibility of existing under
her own auspices, and also exempted himself
from becoming perhaps an object of her con-
tempt, and from the breathless dread of never
being able to indemnify her for what she had
lost.

If the young man had believed in repetition,
of what might he not have been capable?
What inwardness he might have attained!

However, I have anticipated and got further
along than I meant to. My aim was merely to
present the first moment, when it became clear
that the young man was in a true sense the
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woeful knight of the only happy love of recollec-.
tion. The reader will permit me perhaps to re-
flect once more upon the instant when intox-
icated with recollection, he strode into my
room, when his heart thoroughly “ging ihn
éiber? in that verse of Poul Mgller’s, when he
confided in me that he must deny himself in
order not to sit beside his beloved the whole
day long. That same verse he repeated the
evening we parted. It will ever be impossible
for me to forget that verse, indeed the recollec-
tion of his disappearance!® I could more easily
erase from my mind than the memory of that
instant; and it is true also that the report of
that event alarmed me less than did the earlier
situation. That is the way I am built. At the
first shudder of presentiment my soul has in an -
instant followed through the whole chain of
consequences, which in reality often require a
long lapse of time to come to evidence. The
concentration of presentiment one never for-
gets. So it is, I believe, an observer ought to be
built, but when he is built in this fashion he
will also suffer much. The first moment may
overwhelm him almost to the point of fainting,
but in this fit of pallor the idea has impreg-
nated him, and from now on he is in an apt
mood for discovery. When a man does not pos-
sess this feminine quality which permits the
idea to come into the right relation to him,
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which always is a fructifying relation, he is of
no use as an observer, for ne who does not dis-
cover the totality discovers nothing.

When we parted that evening, and he
thanked me for helping him to while away the
time which passed all too slowly for his impa-
tience, I then thought to myself, “Was he per-
haps candid enough to report all this to the
young girl, with the result presumably that she
loves him more dearly than ever?”’ I wonder if
he did so. If he had asked my advice, I should
have counseled him against it. I had said to
him, “Hold firm at the beginning, from a
purely erotic point of view that is the wisest
course, unless your soul is so serious that you
can direct her thought to something far
higher.”” If he told her that, he did not behave
wisely.

He who has some opportunity to observe
young girls and to give ear to their conversa-
tion has likely often heard this formula: “N.N.
is a good man, but he is tiresome; on the other
hand F.F. is so interesting and piquant.”
Whenever I hear these words in the mouth of a
little maiden I'always think, ‘“You ought to be
ashamed of yourself. Is it not pitiful that a
young girl should talk in this fashion?”’ If a man
has run wild in the interesting, who might save
him, unless it were precisely a young girl? Is
she not culpable if she does not do it? Either the
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person in question is not capable of playing the
réle of the interesting, and then it would be in-
delicate to require it of him; or he can do it, and
then . . . , for a young girl ought to be pru-
dent enough never to elicit the interesting; the
girl who does that always loses, as seen from
the vantage point of the idea, for the interest-
ing does not lend itself to repetition; she who
does not do it is always victorious.

A year ago I was on a journey of forty miles
out in the country and stopped at an inn to
take my midday dinner. I had partaken of an
acceptable and savory meal, was in rather gay
spirits, and was just standing with a cup of
coffee in my hand and inhaling its odor, when
at that instant a young and pretty girl passed
the window and turned into the court belong-
ing to the inn. From this I drew the conclusion
that she wanted to go down into the garden.
One is young...so I gulped down the coffee, lit
a cigar, and was just on the point of following
the beckoning of fate and the footsteps of the
girl when there was a knock at my door and in
walked...the young girl. She bowed to me
pleasantly and asked if it was not my carriage
which was waiting in the court, whether I was
not going to Copenhagen, and whether I
would permit her to ride with me. The modest
and yet genuinely feminine dignity with which
she made the request was enough to make me
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instantly lose sight of the interesting and pi-
quant. And yet to ride forty miles with her in
one’s own carriage, with coachman and valet,
having her entirely in my power, is in fact far
more interesting than meeting a girl in a
garden. Nevertheless it is my conviction that
even a more frivolous man than I would not
have felt tempted. The confidence with which
she entrusted herself to my keeping is a better
defense than all a girl’s shrewdness and cun-
ning. We rode together. She could not have
been safer if she were riding with a father or
brother. I remained silent and reserved; only
when it appeared that she would make a re-
mark was I responsive. My coachman had
orders to make haste. There was a rest of five
minutes at each post-station. I alighted with
hat in hand and asked if she would order any
refreshment, my valet standing behind me with
hat in hand. When we approached Copen-
hagen I had the coachman turn into a side
road, and there I alighted to walk two miles
into the city, in order to spare her the possi-
bility of meeting an acquaintance, or any sim-
ilar incident which might cause her embarrass-
ment. I have never inquired who she was,
where she dwelt, or what was the occasion of
her sudden journey; but she has always been
to me a pleasant recollection, which I have
never permitted myself to offend by even the
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most innocent curiosity.—A girl who craves
" the interesting becomes the trap in which she
herself is caught. A girl who does not crave the
interesting believes in repetition. Honor to her
who is such by nature, honor to her who be-
came such in time.

I must ever be repeating that it is with refer-
ence to repetition I say all this. Repetition is
the new category which has to be brought to
light. If one knows something of modern philos-
ophy and is not entirely ignorant of the Greek,
one will easily perceive that precisely this cat-
egory explains the relation between the Eleatic
School and Heraclitus, and that properly it is
. repetition which by mistake has been called

v ’,Lnediation. It is incredible how much fuss has

been made about mediation in the Hegelian
philosophy, and how much foolish patter has
under this caption enjoyed honor and repute.
One would do better to subject mediation to a
searching examination and so renderalittle jus-
tice to the Greeks. Their treatment of the doc-
trine of “being” and “nothingness,” their treat-
ment of ‘“‘the instant,” of “non-being” etc.,”
trumps Hegel. Mediation is a foreign word,
repetition [i.e. Gentagelsen] is a good Danish
word and I congratulate the Danish language
upon having a good philosophical term. In our
time no explanation is forthcoming as to how
mediation comes about, whether it results from
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the movement of the two factors, and in what
sense it already is contained in them, or whether
it is something new which supervenes, and if
so, how. In this respect the Greek reflection
upon the concept of «évpois'? which corres-
ponds to the modern category of transition,
deserves the utmost attention. The dialectic
of repetition is easy; for what is repeated has
been, otherwise it could not be repeated, but
precisely the fact that it has been gives to rep-
etition the character of novelty. When the
Greeks said that all knowledge is recollection
they affirmed that all that is has been; when
one says that life is a repetition one affirms that
existence which has been now becomes. When
one does not possess the categories of recollec-
tion or of repetition the whole of life is resolved
into a void and empty noise. Recollection is
the pagan life-view, repetition is the modern
life-view; repetition is the interest of meta-
physics, and at the same time the interest upon
which metaphysics founders; repetition is the
solution contained in every ethical view, rep-
etition is a conditio sine qua non of every dog-
matic problem.

Let everyone pass what judgment he will
upon what I have said with regard to repeti-
tion, let him also pass what judgment he will
upon the fact that I say it here in this way, ex-
pressing myself after Hamann’s'® example “in
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divers tongues” and speaking the language of
Sophists, of quibbles, of Cretans and Arabians
and Creoles, babbling indifferently rebus and
principles, arguing now kar dvfwmwov, now
xat’ Eoxnmv. Assuming that what I say is not
a sheer lie, I would do better perhaps to send
my straw-thought!* to a systematic appraiser,
perhaps something might come of it, a note in
the System perhaps—proud thought! Then I
should not have lived in vain!

As for the significance which repetition has
in a given case, much can be said without in-
curring the charge of repetition. When in his
time Professor Ussing!® made an address before
the 28th of May Association and something in
it met with disapprobation, what then did the
professor do? Being at that period always res-
olute and gewaltig, he pounded on the table and
said, “I repeat it.” So on that occasion his
opinion was that what he had said gained by
repetition. A few years ago I heard a parson
deliver on two successive Sundays exactly the
same discourse. If he had been of the opinion
of the professor, as he ascended the pulpit on
the second occasion he would have pounded
the desk and-said, “I repeat what I said last
Sunday.” This he did not do, and he gave no
hint of it. He was not of Professor Ussing’s
opinion—and who knows if the professor him-
self be still of the opinion that it was an advan-
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tage to his discourse to be repeated again? At
a court reception when the Queen had told a
story, and all the courtiers had laughed, includ-
ing a deaf minister, who then arose and craved
permission to tell his story...and told the same
one—the question is what was his view of the
significance of repetition” When a school-
teacher says in class, “I repeat that Jaspersen
must sit still,” and the same Jaspersen gets a
bad mark for repeated disturbance, the sig-
nificance of repetition is exactly the opposite.

However, I will dwell no longer upon such
examples but will proceed to tell a little about
the voyage of discovery I undertook in order to
investigate the possibility and the significance
of repetition. Without letting anybody know
about it (lest all the gossip might render me
inept for the experiment and create a disgust
for repetition), I went by steamer to Stralsund,
and there took a seat in a diligence for Berlin.
Among the learned there are various opinions
as to which seat in a diligence is the most com-
fortable. My Ansicht is that it is misery for the
whole crowd. On my previous journey I had
the end seat inside the carriage near the front
(some consider this a great prize), and then
for thirty-six hours was so shaken together
with my nearest neighbors, all too near, that
upon reaching Hamburg I had not merely lost
my mind but lost my legs too. We six persons
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who sat inside the carriage were kneaded into
one body, and I had a lively sense of what had
happened to the people of Mol," who after they
had been sitting together for a long time
could not distinguish their own legs. In order
at least to be a member of a smaller body 1
chose a seat in the coupé. It was a change.
Nevertheless everything was repeated. The
postillion blew his horn, I closed my eyes, re-
signed myself to despair, and thought, as I am
accustomed to do on such occasions, “God
knows whether thou wilt ever reach Berlin, and
in that case whether thou wilt ever become a
man, again, capable of emancipating thyself
in the individuality of isolation, or whether
thou. wilt retain the memory that thou art a
member of a greater body.”

B’Q arrived in Berlin after all, and hastened at
once to my old lodging!? in order to convince
myself how far a repetition might be possible. I
can assure every sympathetic reader that on
my first visit I succeeded in getting one of the
most agreeable apartments in Berlin, and this
I can now affirm with the more confidence be-
cause I have seen many. Gendarmes Square is
surely the most beautiful in Berlin. The
theater and the two churches make a fine ap-
pearance, especially as viewed from a window
by moonlight. The recollection of it contrib-
uted much to hasten my steps. One ascends a
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flight of stairs in a house illuminated by gas,
one opens a small door, one stands in the ves-
tibule. On the left is a glass door leading to a
cabinet. One goes straight ahead, one finds
oneself in an antechamber. Beyond this are two
rooms entirely alike and furnished entirely
alike, with the effect of seeing one room
doubled in a mirror. The inner room is taste-
fully lighted. A branch candlestick stands on
the writing table, beside which stands a hand-
some armchair covered with red velvet. The
first room is not illuminated. Here the pale
light of the room is blended with the stronger
illumination from the inner room. One sits
down upon a chair by the window, one looks
out upon the great square, one sees the shadows
of pedestrians hasten along the walls. Every-
thing is transformed into a theatrical decora-
tion. A dreamy reality looms up in the back-
ground of the soul. One feels a desire to throw
on a cloak and slink quietly along the walls
with a searching glance. One does not do it,
one merely sees oneself doing it in a renewed
youth. On has smoked one’s cigar, one retires
to the inner room and begins to work. Mid-
night is past. One extinguishes the candles, one
lights a small night lamp. The moonlight
triumphs unalloyed. A single shadow appears
still darker, a single footstep takes a long time to
disappear. The cloudless vault of heaven seems
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sad and meditative, as though the end of the
world were past and heaven undisturbed were
concerned only with itself. One goes out again
into the antechamber, into the vestibule, into
that little cabinet, one goes to slecp—if one is
of that fortunate number that can sleep.

But, alas, here no repetition was possible.
My host, materialist that he was, hatte sich
verdndret, in the pregnant sense in which the
Germans use this word, and as it is used in
some quarters of Copenhagen, if I am correctly
informed, in the sense of getting married. I
wanted to wish him good fortune; but as I
have not sufficient command of the German
language to be able to turn a sharp corner, nor
had promptly at my disposition the phrases
appropriate to such an occasion, I confined
myself to pantomimic motions. I laid my hand
upon my heart and looked at him, while ten-
der sympathy was legibly depicted upon my
countenance. He pressed my hand. After we
had thus come to an understanding with one
another he proceeded to prove the aesthetic
validity of marriage.'® In this he was extraor-
dinarily successful—just as he was formerly
in proving the perfection of the bachelor life.
When I am talking German I am the most
compliant person in the world.

My former host was eager to serve me, and I
was eager to lodge with him; so I took one
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chamber and the vestibule. When I came home
the first evening and had lit the candles, I
thought to myself, “Alas, alack, is this repeti-
tion?” I was in a sadly depressed mood, or if
you prefer to say so, I was in a mood precisely
appropriate to the day; for fate had strangely
contrived that I arrived in Berlin on the first
day of Lent, a day of universal fasting and pen-
itence. It is true they did not cast dust in one’s
- eyes, with the words Memento, o homo, quod cines
est et in cinerem rivertaris,'® but nevertheless the
whole city was one cloud of dust. I thought at
first that it was all arranged by the govern-
ment, but later I was convinced that the wind
had made itself responsible for this and without
respect of persons was following its whim or its
evil habit; for in Berlin at least every other day
is Ash Wednesday. But the dust has little
relevance to my subject. This discovery had
nothing to do with “repetition,” for on my
previous visit I had not observed this phe-
nomenon, presumably because it was winter.

When one has got comfortably and snugly
settled inr one’s dwelling, when one has thus a
fixed point from which to dart out, a safe hid-
ing-place where one can retire to devour one’s
prey in solitude (something I prize in par-
ticular, because like those beasts of prey I can-
not eat when anybody is looking on)—then one
makes oneself acquainted with the sights of the
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city. If one is a traveller ex professo, a globe-
trotter who travels on the scent of everything
others have scented out, or in order to write
the names of the principal sights in his diary,
or his own name in the register of guests, then
one engages a Lohndiener and buys Das ganze
Berlin for 4 Groschen. By my method one re-
mains an impartial observer whose declaration
ought to be taken on faith in every police pro-
tocol. On the other hand, if one is travelling
without any pressing pretext, one may do as
orie pleases, see once in a while something
which others have not seen, overlook the im-
portant things, and get a casual impression
which has significance only for oneself. Such a
carefree vagabond generally has not much to
recount to others, and if he does it he readily
runs the risk of impairing the good opinion
good people have formed of his virtuousness
and morality. If a man had journeyed abroad
for a long time and had never been auf der
Eisenbahn,?° ought he not to be expelled from
all good society? What if a man had been in
London and had never taken a ride in the Tun-
nel! What if a man were to come to Rome, fall
in love with a small corner of the town which
offered him inexhaustible material for delight,
and were to leave Rome without having seen
one single sight!
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_ Berlin has three theaters. What is presented
at the Opera House in the way of operas and
ballets is said to be grossartig; what is presented
at the Dramatic Theater is supposed to be for
instruction and culture, not merely for pleas-
ure.?! About that I do not know. But I know
that in Berlin there is a theater called Konig-
stiter Theater. The official tourists visit it
rather rarely, although (and this is also signifi-
cant) somewhat more frequently than the
sociable places of refection on more retired
streets where a Dane can refresh his memory
of Lars Mathiesen and Kehlet.?? When I ar-
rived in Stralsund and read in the newspaper
that “Der Talisman”?? was to be performed
in that theater I was at once in good humor.
The recollection of it awakened in my soul, and
the first time I saw it I felt as though this first
impression merely evoked in my soul a recol-
lection which pointed far back in time.
Surely there is no young man with any
imagination who has not at one time been
captivated by the enchantment of the theater,
and desired to be himself carried away into the
midst of that fictitious reality in order to see
and hear himself as an alter ego, to disperse him-
self among the innumerable possibilities which
diverge from himself, and yet in such a way
that every diversity is in turn a single self. Of
course it is only at a very early age such a de-
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sire can express itself. Only the imagination is
awake to this dream of personality, all the
other faculties are still sound asleep. In such a
dream of imagination the individual is not a
real figure but a shadow, or rather the real
figure is invisibly present and therefore is not
content with casting one shadow, but the in-
dividual has a multiplicity of shadows, all of
which resemble him and for the moment have
an equal claim to be accounted himself. The
personality is not yet discovered, its energy an-
nounces itself only in the passion of possibility;
for it is true in the life of the spirit as it is in the
case of many plants that the germinal sprout
comes last. However, this shadow existence also
demands its satisfaction, and it never is good for
a man if he does not get time to live out his life,
although on the other hand it is pitiful or
comic when an individual lives himself out in
this way. The pretension of such a man to be a
real man is just as dubious as the demand of
immortality on the part of people who are not
in a position to make their appearance per-
sonally at the Day of Judgment, but delegate
in their stead a deputation of good intentions,
ephemeral resolutions, half-hour plans etc.
The essential thing is that everything happens
at the right time. Everything has its time in
youth, and what has had its time there gets it
again later; and it is just as wholesome for an
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older man to have in his life a past whereby he
is in debt to laughter, as to have a past which
exacts tears.

When in a mountainous region one hears
the wind day in and day out execute firmly and
unchangingly the same theme, one perhaps is
tempted for an instant to ignore the imperfec-
tion of the analogy and to rejoice in this symbol
of the consistency and assurance of human free-
dom. One perhaps does not reflect that there
was a moment when the wind, which now for
many years has had its dwelling-place among
these mountains, came to this region as a
stranger, flung itself wildly, meaninglessly into
the fissures, into the caverns, producing now a
piercing shriek by which it almost startled it-
self, now a hollow roar from which it had it-
self to flee, now a note of lamentation, without
knowing itself from whence it came, now a
sigh drawn from the anguish of the abyss, so
profound that the wind itself was for an instant
afraid and doubted if it dared to dwell in these
regions, and now a lyrical and frolicsome note
of gladness—until, after it had learnt to know
its instrument, it brought all this into accord
in the melody which from day to day it ex-
ecutes unchangeably. So does the possibility
of the individual stray at random amongst its
own possibilities, discovering now one and now
another. But the possibility of the individual
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does not want merely to be heard; it is not
merely an onrushing force like the wind, it also
assumes shape, therefore at the same time it
wants to be seen. Every possibility of the in:‘(
. dividual is therefore a sounding shadow. The
J vfcryptic individual no more believes in the
7' ¢~ great noisy feelings than he does in the crafty
whisper of malice, no more in the blissful ex-
ultation of joy than in the infinite sigh of sor-
row; the individual only wants to hear and see
with pathos, but, be it observed, to hear and
see himself. However it is not really himself he
wants to hear. That is not practicable. At that
instant the cock crows, and the figures of the
twilight flee away, the voices of the night fall
silent. If they continue, then we are in an
entirely different domain, where all this goes
on under the alarming observation of moral
responsibility, then we are on the border of
the demoniacal. In order not to get an impres-
sion of his real self, the cryptic individual re-
quires that the environment be as light and
ephemeral as the figures, as the frothy effer-
vescence of the words which sound without
echo. Such an environment is the theatrical
stage, which for this reason precisely is ap-
propriate to the shadow-play of the cryptic in-
dividual. Among the shadows in which he
discovers himself, whose voice is his voice, there
is perhaps a robber chieftain. He must recog-
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nize himself in the mirrored image, in the rob-
ber’s manly figure, his swift but piercing glance,
the signature of passion written legibly upon
his furrowed countenance, nothing must be
lacking. He must lie in ambush in the moun-
tain pass, he must be listening for the move-
ment of travellers, he must blow his whistle, the
whole band rushes down; his voice must dom-
inate the turmoil; he must be cruel, order all
to be cut down, and turn away from the mas-
sacre with indifference, but he must be’ chiv-
alrous toward the frightened girl, etc., etc.

A robber has in fact his home in the gloomy
forest. If one were to deposit in such a place
that fantastic hero of the footlights, were to pro-
vide him with all the equipment he needed, and
beg him merely to keep still long enough for one
to get several leagues away, before giving him-
self over to his passionate rage—TI think he would
remain completely dumb. It would turn out
with him perhaps as it did with a man who
several years ago honored me with his literary
confidence. He came to me lamenting that he
was to such a degree overwhelmed by fullness
of ideas that it was impossible for him to put
down anything on paper, because he could not
write fast enough. He begged me to be so kind
as to be his secretary and write at his dictation.
I at once smelled a rat and promptly consoled
him with the assurance that I could write as

46



PART FIRST

fast as a runaway horse, since I wrote only a
letter of each word and yet guaranteed that I
could read everything I had written. My will-
ingness to be of service knew no bounds. I had
a big table brought out, numbered many
sheets of paper, in order that I might not even
waste time in turning a page, laid out a dozen
steel pens with their holders, dipped my pen—
and the man began.his address as follows:
“Well, yes, you see, my dear Sir, what I really
wanted to say was . ..” When he was
through with the address I read it aloud to
him, and from that time he has never asked me
to be his secretary.

That robber would presumably find the
scale too big for him, and yet in another sense
too little. No. Measure out for him a coulisse
with one tree, hang before it a lamp, which
makes the illumination even stranger, and with
that this forest is even bigger than the real
forest, bigger than the primeval forests of North
America, and yet he can penetrate it with his
voice without becoming hoarse. This is the
sophistical pleasure of imagination, to have
thus the whole world in a nutshell, which is
bigger than the whole world, and yet not big-
ger than the individual can fill.

Such an inclination for theatrical acting and
expectorating by no means evinces a call to be
an actor. Where there is such a call the talent
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shows itself at once as a disposition for this par-
ticular art, and even the richest talent of this
sort which awakens in a man has not so broad
a compass as the inclination we have been con-
sidering. This inclination is merely immaturity
of imagination; for it is quite another matter
when it has its ground in vanity and an in-
clination to shine. Then the whole thing has no
deeper ground than vanity, a ground unfor-
tunately which may be very deep.

Although in the individual life this inclina-
tion vanishes in time, yet it is reproduced in a
riper age when the soul has seriously collected
itself. Yes, although the art of the theater is
perhaps not serious enough for the individual,
he may perhaps have pleasure in turning back
occasionally to that first state and rehearsing
it in sentiment. He wishes now to be affected
comically, and to be himself in a comically
productive relation to the theatrical per-
formance. Therefore, though neither tragedy
nor comedy can please him, precisely because
of their perfection, he turns to the farce.?*

The same phenomenon recurs also in other
spheres. One sometimes sees a modern in-
dividual, sated with the strong meat of reality,
who remains unaffected by a painting executed
with artistic skill. On the other hand he may be
moved at seeing a Niirnberg print?® in color,
such a picture as not long ago was commonly
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to be found in the shops. There one sees a.
landscape which depicts a country scene in
general. This abstraction is one which cannot
be represented artistically. The effect therefore
has to be attained by indirection, that is, by
depicting a concrete subject casually selected.
And yet I would ask every man whether from
such a landscape he does not get the impression
of a country scene in general, and whether this
category is not left over from the days of child-
hood. From the days of childhood when one
had such prodigious categories that now one is
almost made dizzy by them, when from a piece
of paper one cut out a man and a woman,
which were man and woman in general, and
that in a stricter sense than Adam and Eve
were. A landscape painter, whether he strives
to produce an effect by a faithful rendering of
the subject, or by a more ideal reproduction,
perhaps leaves the individual cold, but such a
picture as I have in mind produces an inde-
scribable effect for the fact that one does not
know whether to laugh or cry, and because the
whole effect depends upon the mood of the be-
holder. There is surely no person who has not
passed through a period when no wealth of
language, no passion of exclamation was suffi-
cient for him, when no expression, no gesticula-
tion satisfied, when nothing contented him
except to break out with the strangest leaps and
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somersaults. Perhaps the same individual
learned to dance, perhaps he often saw ballets
and admired the art of the dancer, perhaps
there came a time when the ballet no longer
affected him, and yet he had moments when he
could retire to his room, give himself up en-
tirely to his impulse, and feel an indescribably
humoristic relief in standing upon one leg in a
picturesque attitude, or in consigning the whole
world to death and the devil, and accomplish-
ing it all by a leap head over heels. o

At the Konigstiter Theater they give farces,
and of course the audience is exceedingly diver-
sified. Anyone who desires to make a pathologi-
cal study of laughter at different social levels
and asit is affected by diversity of temperament
ought not to miss the opportunity afforded by
the performance of a farcefT he jubilation and
clangor of the amphitheater and second gallery
is something quite different from the applause
of a cultivated and critical public; it is a steady
accompaniment, without which the farce could
not be performed at all. The action generally
takes place in the lower spheres of society,
therefore the gallery and the second tier
promptly recognize themselves, and their
shouts and bravos do not express an aesthetic
appreciation of the individual actors, but
rather a purely lyrical explosion of their sense
of contentment; they are not in the least con-
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scious of being an audience, but want to take
part in what is going on down in the street, or
wherever the scene is laid. However, since this
is impossible because of the distance, they be-
have like children who are merely permitted
to see from a window a row in the street. The
first tier of boxes and the parterre are also con-
vulsed by laughter, although this is essentially
different from the national yells of the Cimbro-
Teutonic race, and even within this select
sphere there are infinite nuances in the quality
of the laughter, far more than at the perform-
ance of the best vaudeville. Whether one is dis-
posed to regard this as a perfection or an im-
perfection, it is simply the fact. Every attempt
at an aesthetic definition which might claim
universal validity founders upon the farce,
which is by no means capable of producing a
uniformity of mood in the more cultured part
of the audience. For, since the effect depends in
great part upon the spontaneous creative ac-
tivity of the spectator, the single individual
asserts himself to an unusual degree, and in his
own enjoyment is emancipated from the aes-
thetic obligation to admire, laugh, be touched,
etc., according to the prescription of tradition.
To view a farce is for a person of culture like
playing the lottery, except that one is spared
the annoyance of winning money. But such
uncertainty is not what theater-goers generally
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want; hence they neglect the farce, or look
down upon it loftily, which is all the worse for
them. The real theatrical public has in general
a certain narrow-minded seriousness; it wants
(or at least imagines that it wants) to be en-
nobled and educated at the theater, it wants
to have had (or at least to imagine that it has
had) a rare aesthetic enjoyment; it would like
to be able, as soon as it has read the posters, to
know in advance how the thing is going to turn
out this evening. Such an accord between
promise and performance is impossible in the
case of the farce; for the same farce may make
many different impressions, and it may happen
strangely enough that it has the least effect
when it is best acted. One cannot therefore rely
upon one’s neighbors or upon the newspapers
in order to know whether one has been enter-
tained or not. This matter the individual must
determine for himself, and no critic has as yet
succeeded in prescribing a ceremonial for the
public which deigns to see a farce; in this field
no bon ton can establish itself. The reciprocal
regard of actors and audience, which com-
monly gives one such a sense of security, is here
done away with; one may be thrown into the
most unexpected moods at seeing a farce, and
therefore never can know with assurance
whether one has behaved in the theater as a
worthy member of society, and has laughed or
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wept at the appropriate place. One cannot
admire as a conscientious spectator the fine
characterization which is to be expected in a
drama, for all the characters in the farce are
sketched on the abstract scale of ““the general.”
The situation, the action, the lines, are all on
this scale. One can therefore quite as well be
moved to sadness as convulsed by laughter.
Irony is ineffectual in the farce, everything is
naive, and therefore the spectator as a single
individual must be spontaneously active; for
the naiveté of the farce is so illusory that it is im-
possible for a cultivated person to be naive in
his attitude toward it. But in his spontaneous
reaction to the farce consists in great part the
entertainment of the individual, and he must
venture to enjoy it without looking to the right
or to the left or to the newspapers to find a
guarantee that he really has been entertained.
On the other hand, for the cultivated person
who at the same time is free and easy enough
to entertain himself independently, and has
enough self-confidence to know by himself|
without seeking the testimony of others,
whether he has been entertained or not, the
farce will have perhaps a very special signifi-
cance, for the fact that it will affect his spirit in
various ways, now by the spaciousness of the
abstraction, now by the introduction of a pal-
pable reality. But of course he will not bring
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with him a ready-made mood and let every-
thing produce its effect in relation to that, but
he will have cultivated his spirit to perfection
and will keep himself in the state where not one
single mood is present but the possibility of all.

At the Konigstiter Theater they present
farces, and to my mind excellent ones. My
opinion is of course entirely individual, and I
urge it upon no one, deprecating as I do every
ur sency applied to me. To be able to perform
a farce with complete success the troupe must
be composed in a special way. It must possess
two (or at the most three) actors who have de-
cided talent, or rather, creative genius. They
must be the children of caprice, intoxicated
with laughter, dancing for sheer humor and
merriment. Although at other times, even a
moment earlier, they are entirely like other
people, yet the very instant they hear the bell
of the stage manager they become transformed,
and like the noble Arabian steed begin to puff
and snort, their distended nostrils witnessing
to the chafing spirit within thern, wanting to
be off, wanting to disport themselves wildly.
They are not so much reflective artists who
have made a study of laughter as they are
lyrical geniuses who plunge into the abyss
of laughter and then iet its volcanic force
cast them up upon the stage. They have there-
fore hardly calculated what they will do, but
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let the instant and the natural force of laughter
be responsible for everything. They have
courage to do what the ordinary man dares to
do only when he is alone by himself, what the
crazy man does in the presence of all, what the
genius knows how to do with the authority of
genius. They know that their exuberant mirth
has no bounds, that the capital they possess of
the comic is inexhaustible and almost every in-
stant a surprise even to them; they know that
they are capable of keeping the laughter going
the whole evening, without more effort than it
costs me to scribble this on paper.

When a theater possesses two geniuses of this
sort it has enough for a farce, three is the great-
est number admissible, for by more geniuses
the effect is weakened, just as a man may die
of hypertrophy. The other members of the
troupe do not need to be talented, it is not even
advantageous that they should be. Nor do the
other members need to be engaged with an eye
to the canons of beauty, they had better be
assembled haphazard. All the rest of the
troupe may well be as heterogeneous as that
company which founded Rome, according to
a drawing by Chodowiecki.?® No one need be
excluded even on the ground of physical de-

_formity. On the contrary, such an anomaly
would contribute notably to the success of the
piece. Though one were bow-legged or knock-
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kneed or too much overgrown or stunted in
growth, in short, if in one respect or another he
is a defective example of the species, he can
very well be used in the farce, and the effect
he produces is incalculable. After the ideal
comes in the very next place the accidental. A
wit has said that one might divide mankind
into officers, serving-maids and chimney-
sweeps. To my mind this remark is not only
witty but profound, and it would require a
great speculative talent to devise a better clas-
sification. When a classification does not ideally
exhaust its object, a haphazard classification is
altogether preferable, because it sets imagina-
tion in motion. A tolerably true classification
is not able to satisfy the understanding, it is
nothing for the imagination, and hence it is to
be totally rejected, even though for everyday
use it enjoys much honor and repute for the
reason that people are in part very stupid and
in part have very little imagination. When at
the theater one would have a representation of
a man, one must either require a concrete form
corresponding absolutely to the ideal; or else
be content with the fortuitous. Those theaters
which are “not merely for pleasure” ought to
provide the former. Nevertheless one is content
if in this case the actor is a handsome fellow
with an advantageous figure and a good stage-
face and a good voice. But this rarely satisfies
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me, for his acting awakens ¢o ipso the critical
spirit, and as soon as that is awakened. it be-
comes neither possible to determine what is re-
quired for being a man, nor easy to satisfy one’s
demands—and in this anyone will agree with
me if he reflects that Socrates, in spite of the
fact that his strong point was knowledge of men
and self-knowledge, said?? of himself that he
did not know definitely whether he was a
human being or a beast even more changeable
than Typhon. On the other hand, in the case
of a farce, the subordinate actors produce their
effect by means of that abstract category “in
general” and attain this by a fortuitous con-
cretion. With this one has got no further than
to reality. Nor should the actor seek to go fur-
ther; but the spectator is reconciled comically
by seeing this fortuitous concretion claiming to
be the ideal, which it does by treading into the
fictitious world of the stage. If an exception is to
be made with respect to any of the subordinate
actors, this must be in favor of the lady-love.
Of course she must not by any means be a
finished actress, yet in making the choice one
ought to see to it that she is attractive, that her
whole appearance in the réle is charming and
pleasant, that she is agreeable to look upon,
agreeable, let us say, to have around.

The troupe at the Konigstiter Theater is
pretty much what I would desire. If I were to
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make any objection, it would apply to the sub-
ordinate actors, for against Beckmann?® and
Grobecker I have not a word of complaint.
Beckmann is the perfection of a comic genius,
who lyrically runs wild in the comic, does not
distinguish himself by characterization but by
effervescence of spirit. He is not great in the
artistically commensurable but admirable in
the individual incommensurable. He has no
need of the support of team-play, of scenery
and arrangement; precisely because he is in
form he brings everything with him, at the
same time that he is in an ecstasy of wanton-
ness he paints the scenery for himself as well as
any painter could. What Baggesen?® says of
Sara Nickels, that she rushes upon the stage
with a country landscape behind her, applies
in a good sense to Beckmann, only he is able to
come walking. In the artistic theater properly
so called one seldom sees an actor who can
really walk and stand. I have seen, however,
one single instance, but what Beckmann is
capable of I have never before beheld. He not
only can walk but he can come walking. This
ability to ‘“‘come walking™ is a very different
thing, and by this stroke of genius Beckmann
improvises the scenic environment. He not only
can represent a wandering apprentice lad, he
can come walking like him, and that in such a
way that one sees the whole thing, through the
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dust of the highway one espies a smiling village,
hears its subdued din, sees the footpath which
winds yonder down to the pond where it turns
off at the smithy—when one sees Beckmann
come walking with his little bundle -on his
back, his walking-stick in his hand, carefree
and indefatigable. He is capable of coming on
the stage with the street-urchins following him
—which one does .not see. Even Dr. Ryge?? in
“King Solomon and George the Hatter” could
not produce this effect. Indeed Herr Beckmann
is a pure economy for a theater, for when it
possesses him it has no need of street-urchins or
painted scenery. However this young appren-
tice is no characterization; for that the figure
is too hastily sketched in its truly masterly con-
tours, it is an incognito in which dwells the
mad demon of laughter, which soon disengages
itself and carries the whole thing off with un-
bridled mirth. In this respect Beckmann’s
dancing is incomparable. He has sung his
couplet, now the dance begins. What Beck-
mann dares to do is perilous; for presumably he
does not think himself competent in the strictest
sense to produce an effect by his dancing at-
titudes. He is now beside himself. The madness
of laughter within him can no longer be con-
tained either in mimicry or in réplique, only to
take himself like Miinchausen by the nape of
the neck and abandon himself to crazy cap-
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rioles, is consonant with his mood. The or-
dinary man, as I have said, may' very well
recognize what assuagement is to be found in
this, but it requires indisputable genius to do it
on the stage, it requires the authority of genius,
otherwise it is pitiable.

Every burlesque actor must have a voice
which is audible from behind the scenes, so that
he can thus prepare the way for himself. Beck-
mann has a capital voice, which of course does
not mean the same thing as a good vocal organ.
Grobecker’s voice is more strident, but one
word from him behind the scenes produces the
same effect as three flourishes of the trumpets
on the festival of Dyrehavsbakken,® it pre-
disposes one to laughter. In this respect I give
him the preference, even over Beckmann.
Beckmann’s fundamental superiority consists
in a certain indomitable common sense in his
wantonness, and it is through this he attains to
frenzy. Grosbeck, on the other hand, sometimes
rises to frenzy through sentimentality and a
languishing mood. So it is I remember seeing
him play in a farce the part of a steward who
by reason of his devotion to his noble masters
and by virtue of his faith in the importance of
festal preparations for embellishing their life is
engrossed with the thought of celebrating their
lordships’ arrival by a rustic féte. Everything is
in readiness. Grosbeck has chosen to represent
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Mercury. He has not altered his costume as
steward, he has merely attached wings to his
feet and put a helmet on his head, he assumes
a picturesque attitude upon one leg, and begins
his address to their lordships. Grosbeck is not
so great a lyrical artist as Beckmann, neverthe-
less he too is on good lyrical terms with
laughter. He has a certain tendency toward
correctness, and in this respect his acting is
often masterly, especially in dry comedy, but
he is not such a fermenting ingredient in the
farce as is Beckmann. A genius he is never-
theless, and a genius for farce.

One enters the Konigstiter Theater. One
takes one’s seat in the first tier of boxes; for
here there are relatively few people, and when
one is to see a farce one must be seated at one’s
ease, without feeling in the remotest way em-
barrassed by the solemn pretense of art which
causes many to let themselves be jammed inte
a theater to see a play as if it were a question of
their eternal salvation.?? The air in this theater
is also fairly pure, not contaminated by the
sweat of an audience moved by sensibility to
art, or by the finer emanations of art connois-
seurs. In the first tier of boxes one can be fairly
sure of getting a box alone by oneself. If that is
not the case, I recommend to the reader (in
order that he may at least get some profitable
knowledge from what I write) the choice of
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boxes 5 and 6 on the left. There one finds at
the very back a seat in a corner which is cal-
culated for only one person, where one is in-
comparably well off. One sits there alone in
one’s box, and from this position the theater
appears empty. The orchestra plays an over-
ture, the music resounds in the hall rather un-
cannily for the reason that the theater is so
empty. One has not gone to the theater as a
tourist, or as an aesthetic spirit, or as a critic,
but if possible as though it were a matter of no
importance, and one is content with being well
and comfortably installed, almost as well as in
one’s own room. The orchestra has finished,
the curtain already rises a little, then begins
that other orchestra which does not obey the
conductor’s baton but follows an innerimpulse,
that other orchestra, the voice of nature in the
gallery, which already has sensed Beckmann
behind the stage. I generally sat far back in the
box and therefore could not see the second row
of boxes and the gallery which like a visor pro-
jected beyond my head. All the more marvel-
lous was the effect of this din. Wherever I was
able to see, there was empty space for the most °
part, the vastness of the theater was trans-
formed into the belly of the sea-monster in
which Jonah sat, the noise in the gallery was
like a movement of the monster’s viscera. From
the moment the gallery has begun its music no

62



PART FIRST

other accompaniment is necessary, Beck-
mann inspires it, and it him.

My nursery maid never to be forgotten, thou
fugitive nvmph which hadst thy dwelling in
the brook which ran past my father’s farm-
stead and didst ever take a helpful part in the
child’s play, although thou wast only looking
after thyself! Thou faithful comforter who
throughout the years hast preserved thy in-
nocent purity, hast ever remained young,
whereas I have become old; thou quiet nymph
to whom again I had recourse when I was
weary of men, weary of myself, so that I needed
an eternity to repose; when I was sorrowful, so
that I needed an eternity to forget. Thou didst
not deny to me that which men would deny me
by making eternity just as busy and even more
terrible than time.?® There I lay by thy side
and vanished from before my own eyes into
the prodigious expanse of heaven above my
head, and forgot myself in thy lulling murmur.
Thou my happier self, thou fugitive life which
dwellest in the brook which runs by my father’s
farmstead, where I lie outstretched as though
my body were a discarded pilgrim’s staff, but
I am saved and liberated by thy melancholy
purling.—Thus it was I lay back in my loge,
cast aside like the clothing of a bather, flung
beside the stream of laughter and merriment
and jubilation which foamed past mc inces-
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santly. I could see nothing but the vast expanse
of the theater, hear nothing but the din in the
midst of which I dwelt. Only now and then did
I raise myself, look at Beckmann and laugh so
heartily that for very fatigue I sank down again
beside the foaming stream. This in itself was
blissful, and yet I sensed the lack of something.
Then in the desert which I beheld about me I
discovered a figure which gladdened me more
than the sight of Friday gladdened the heart of
Robinson. In a box directly opposite me was a
young girl, seated in the third row, half hidden
by an older lady who sat in the first row. The
young girl evidently was not in the theater in
order to be seen—as in fact in this theater one
is in a great measure dispensed from the sight
of these disgusting feminine exhibitions. She
sat in the third row, her dress was simple and
plain, almost a house dress. She was not
wrapped in sable and marten but was en-
veloped in a big cloak, and projecting from its
folds her head was graciously bowed, as the
topmost bell of the lily-of-the-valley is bowed
above the great enveloping leaves. When I had
looked at Beckmann and let the laughter con-
vulse my whole body, when I had sunk back in
fatigue and suffered myself to be carried away
by the stream of shouting and merriment, and
when I stepped out of this bath and returned
to myself, then my eyes sought her, and the
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sight of her refreshed my whole being by its
friendly mildness. And when in the farce itself
a more pathetic mood cropped up, then I
looked at her, and her nature bestpwed upon
me resignation to bear the pathos, for through
it all she sat with perfect self-repose, with her
quiet smile of childlike wonder. Like me she
came there every evening. Sometimes I fell to
thinking what could have brought her, but
these thoughts too remained merely sentiments
which were like feelers after her, so for an in-
stant it seemed to me as if she might be a girl
who had suffered much and now wrapped her-
self closely in her shawl and would have noth-
ing more to do with the world, until the expres-
sion of her face convinced me that she was a
happy child who hugged herself in her cloak in
order to enjoy herself thoroughly. She did not
suspect that she was seen, and still less that my
eye was watching over her; this would have
been a sin tco against her, and the worse for
me; for there is an innocence, an’unconscious-
ness, which even the purest thought may em-
barrass. One does not oneself discover such a
thing, but when one’s good genius confides to
one where such a primitive soul of retirement
lies hidden, then let him not offend it or grieve
its genius. If she had felt merely a presentiment
of my mute gladness, half fallen in love with
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her, all would have been spoilt, not to be made
good again even by her whole love.

I know where there dwells several leagues
from *'Copenhagen a young girl; I know the
large shady garden with the many trees and
shrubs; I know where a little way off there is a
bank overgrown with brushwood, from which
one can peer into the garden while hidden by
the thicket. I have never confided this to any-
one, not even my coachman knows it, for I de-
ceived him by alighting some distance away
and walking to the left instead of to the right.
So when my soul is sleepless and the sight of
my couch frightens me more than an instru-
ment of torture, more than the patient fears
the operating-table, then I drive the whole
night. Early in the morning I take hiding in
the thicket. Then when life begins to stir, when
the sun opens its eye, when the birds flutter
their wings, when the fox sneaks out of its hole,
when the peasant stands at his door and looks
out over the meadow, when the milkmaid goes
pail in hand down into the meadow, when the
reaper hammers his scythe resoundingly and
rejoices in this prelude which is to be the re-
frain of the day and of his labor, then the young
girl too comes forth. Who could sleep? Who
could sleep lightly so that sleep itself would not
be a heavier burden than that of the day? Who
could arise from his bed as if no one had been
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lying upon it, so that the bed itself was cool and
delicious and refreshing to behold, as if the
sleeper had not rested upon it but only leaned
over to put everything to rights? Who could
die in such a way that even one’s deathbed
the very instant one is lifted from it was more
inviting to behold than if a careful mother had
beaten the bed and puffed it up so that the
child might sleep more soundly? Then the
young girl comes forth, then she walks about
wonderingly (which wonders most, the girl or
the trees?), then she stoops down and plucks
fruit from the bushes, then she skips about
lightly, then she stands still in thought. What
marvellous eloquence there is in all this! Then
my soul at last finds rest. Happy girl! If ever a
man should win thy love, would that thou
mightest make him as happy by doing every-
thing for him as thou hast made me by doing
nothing for me.

“The Talisman’ was to be performed at the
Konigstiter Theater. The memory of it awoke
in my soul, it all stood as vividly before me as
when I left the theater the last time. I hastened
to the theater. There was no box to be had for
me alone, not even in those numbered 5 and 6
on the left. I had to go to the right. There I
encountered a society which didn’t know def-
initely whether it should enjoy itself or be
bored. Such a company one can definitely re-
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gard as boring. There were hardly any empty
boxes. The young girl was not to be seen, or
else she was there and I could not recognize
her because she was in company. Beckmann
was unable to make me laugh. I held out for
half an hour and then left the theater. ‘“There
is no such thing as repetition,” I thought. This
made a profound impression upon me. I am
not so very young, nor altogether unacquainted
with life, and already long before I came to
Berlin the last time I had weaned myself from
the habit of counting upon uncertainties.
Nevertheless I still believed that the enjoyment
I once had in that theater ought to be of a more
durable kind, precisely for the reason that be-
fore one could really get a sense of what life is
one must have learnt to put up with being dis-
appointed by existence in many ways, and still
be able to get along—but surely with this
modest expectation life must be the more se-
cure. Might existence be even more fraudulent
than a bankrupt? After all, he pays back 50
percent or 30 percent, at least he pays some-
thing. The comical is after all the least one can
demand—cannot even that be repeated?
With these thoughts in my mind I went
home. My writing-table was in the accustomed
place. The velvet armchair still existed. But
when I saw it I was so exasperated that I was
near breaking it to bits—all the more because
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everybody in the house had gone to bed, and
there was no one to take it away. What is the
good of a velvet armchair when the rest of the
environment doesn’t correspond with it? It is
as if a man were to walk naked wearing a
cocked hat. When I had gone to bed without
having had a single rational thought it was so
light in the room that I constantly saw the
velvet armchair, whether awake or in my
dreams, so when I got up next morning I car-
ried into effect my resolution and had it thrown
into a storeroom.

My home had become cheerless, precisely
because it was the reverse of a repetition, my
mind was unfruitful, my troubled imagination
was engaged in transmuting into the delights of
Tantalus the memory of how richly the
thoughts presented themselves on the former
occasion, and this rank weed of memory
strangled every thought at birth.

I went out to the coffee-house, where on the
previous visit I went every day to enjoy the
drink which according to the words of the
poet, 34 if it is “pure and warm and strong and

‘not abused,” can be placed alongside of that
with which the poet compares it, namely,
“friendship.” I insist at least upon good coffee.
Perhaps the coffee was just as good as before,
one might almost suppose so, but I didn’t like
it. The sun blazed hotly upon the window of
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the shop, the place was stufly, pretty much like
the air in a casserole, fit to stew in. A draft like
a small trade-wind penetrated everywhere and
forbad me to think of any repetition, even if an
opportunity had presented itself.

That evening I went to the restaurant where
I used to go on my former visit, and where, pre-
sumably by force of habit, the food agreed with
me. When I went there every evening I was ac-
quainted with it most accurately; I knew how
the early guests when they were on the point
of leaving greeted the fraternity they parted
from, whether they put on their hats in the in-
ner room, or in the last room, or only when
they opened the door, or not till they were out-
side. Nothing escaped my observation. Like
Proserpine®?® I plucked a hair from every head,
even the bald ones.—It was always the same,
the same jokes, the same courtesies, the same
expressions of comradeship; the locality in all
respects the same, in short, “the same in the
same.”3¢ Solomon says that “the contentions
of a wife are like a continual dropping,”” which
would apply to this still-life. Dreadful thought!
Here a repetition was possible!

The next night I was at the Kénigstiter
Theater. The only thing repeated was the im-
possibility of repefition. In the Unter den
Linden the dust was insupportable, and every
attempt to press in among the people and wash
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off the dust with a human bath was discourag-
ing in the highest degree. However I turned
and twisted, it was in vain. The little danseuse
who had formerly enchanted me by her grace,
which consisted so to say in a leap, had taken
the leap. The blind man outside the Branden-
burger Thor, my harpist (for I was surely the
only one who was concerned about him) was
wearing a coat of mixed gray, instead of light
green which corresponded with my sad long-
ing, for it made him look like a weeping willow.
He was lost for me and won for the universal
human. The beadle’s much admired nose had
turned pale. Professor A. A. wore a new pair of
trousers which imparted to him an almost
military air—

When this experience had been repeated for
several days I became so exasperated, so tired
of repetition, that I resolved to make my way
home again. My discovery was of no impor-
tance, and yet it was a strange one, for I dis-
covered that there is no such thing as repeti-
tion, and I had convinced myself of this by
trying in every possible way to get it repeated.

My hope was set upon my home. Justinus
Kerner?? tells somewhere of a man who was
tired of his home, that he had his horse saddled
in order to ride forth into the wide world.
When he had gone a little distance his horse
threw him. This turn of events was dccxs :
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him, for when he turned to mount his horse his
eye lit again upon the home he wished to leave,
and he looked, and behold! it was so beautiful
that he at once turned back. In my home I
could reckon with tolerable certainty upon
finding everything ready for repetition. I have
always had a great distrust of upheavals, in-
deed I go so far that for this reason I even hate
any sort of cleaning, and above all household
scrubbing. So I had left the severest instructions
to have my conservative principles maintained
even in my absence. But what happens! My
faithful servant held a different opinion. He
reckoned that if he commenced the commotion
soon after my departure, it surely would have
ceased before my return, and he was surely
man enough to put back everything punctually
in its place. I arrive, I ring the doorbell, my
servant opens. That was a momentous moment.
My servant became as white as a corpse, and
through the half-opened door I saw the most
dreadful sight: everything was turned upside
down. I was petrified. My servant in his con-
sternation did not know what to do, his evil
conscience smote him, and he slammed the
door in my face. That was too much, my dis-
tress had reached its climax, I might expect
the worst, to be taken for a ghost, like Com-
merzienrat Griinmeyer.?8 1 perceived that
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there is no such thing as repetition, and my
earlier view of life triumphed.

How ashamed I am of myself that I who had
been so cavalier with that young man have
now got just as far, indeed it seems to me as
though I were that young man, as though my
big words, which now I would not repeat for
any price, were only a dream from which I
awakened to let life take back again insistently
and perfidiously all that it gave, without giv-
ing a repetition. And is it not true that the older
one gets, the more deceptive life proves to be,
that the shrewder one becomes and the more
ways one learns to help oneself, the worse
scrapes one gets into. I remember once seeing
on the street a nursemaid pushing a peram-
bulator in which there were two children. One
of them was hardly a year old, had fallen
asleep and showed no sign of life. The other
was a little girl of about two years, stout and
chubby and with short arms, quite like a
diminutive madame. She had shoved herself
forward in the baby-carriage till she occupied
by good measure two-thirds of the space, and
the smaller child lay by her side as if it were a
bag my lady had brought with her. With an
egoism worthy of admiration she did not deign
to be concerned about anybody but herseif or
about any human affairs, if only she could pro-
cure a good place. Then came a runaway cart,
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the baby-carriage was in evident danger,
people came running up, by a quick move-
ment the nurse steered the carriage into a safe
harbor; everybody present was alarmed, in-
cluding myself. Through all this the little
madame sat perfectly tranquil, and without
changing her expression continued to pick her
nose. She thought, presumably, ‘“What has
that to do with me? It’s the nurse’s affair.”
Such heroism one seeks in vain among grown-
up people.

The older one grows and the more under-
standing of life one acquires, and taste for the
agreeable and ability to relish it, in short, the
more competent one becomes, the less one is
content. Content—entirely and absolutely and
in every way content—one never becomes, and
to be tolerably content is not worth the trouble,
so it is better to be entirely discontented.
Everyone who has thoroughly considered the
matter will agree with me that it is never
granted to a man in his whole life, even for so
much as for half an hour, to be absolutely con-
tent in all imaginable ways. That for this more
is required than having food and clothing, I
surely do not need to say.3?

Once I was very close to it. I got up in the
morning feeling uncommonly well. This sense
of well-being increased out of proportion to all
analogy during the forenoon. Precisely at one
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o’clock I was at the highest peak and surmised
the dizzy maximum which is not indicated on
any scale of well-being, not even on the poetical
thermometer. The body had lost all its earthly
heaviness, it was as though I had no body, just
for the reason that every function enjoyed its
completest satisfaction, every nerve tingled
with delight on its own account and on ac-
count of the whole, while every pulsation, as a
disquietude in the organism, only suggested
and reported the sensuous delight of the in-
stant. My gait became a glide, not like the
flight of a bird that cleaves the air and leaves
the earth behind, but like the billows of the
wind over a field of grain, like the yearning
bliss of the cradling waves of the sea, like the
dreamy gliding of the clouds. My very being
was transparent, like the depths of the sea, like
the self-contented silence of the night, like the
quiet monologue of midday. Every feeling of
my soul composed itself to rest with melodious
resonance. Every thought proffered itself freely,
every thought proffered itself with festal glad-
ness and solemnity, the silliest conceit not less
than the richest idea. Every impression was
surmised before it arrived and was awakened
within me. The whole of existence seemed to
be as it were in love with me, and everything
vibrated in preordained rapport with my being.
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In me all was ominous, and everything was
enigmatically transfigured in my microcosmic
bliss, which was able to transform into its own
likeness all things, even the observations which
were most disagreeable and tiresome, even dis-
gusting sights and the most fatal collisions.
When precisely at one o’clock I was at the
highest peak, where I surmised the ultimate
attainment, something suddenly began to chafe
one of my eyes, whether it was an eye-lash, a
mote, a bit of dust, I do not know; but this I
know, that in that selfsame instant I toppled
down almost into the abyss of despair—a thing
which everyone will understand who has been
so high up as I was, and when he was at that
point has been engaged with the generic ques-
tion how nearly absolute contentment can be
attained. Since that time I have given up every
hope of ever feeling myself content absolutely
and in all ways, have given up the hope I once
cherished, not indeed of being absolutely con-
tent at all times, but at least at particular in-
stants, even if these units of instants were not
more numerous than, as Shakespeare says, 40
‘“a tapster’s arithmetic was capable of summing
up.,’

I had got so far as to entertain this modest
hope before I learned to know that young man.
As soon as I asked myself, or somebody raised

76



PART FIRST

a question, about perfect contentment, though
it be but for half an hour, I always “re-
nounced” the play. Then it was that time and
again I conceived the idea of repetition and
grew enthusiastic about it—thereby becoming
again a victim of my zeal for principles. For I
am thoroughly convinced that, if I had not
taken that journey for the express purpose of
assuring myself of the possibility of repetition,
I should have diverted myself immensely on
finding everything the same. What a pity that
I cannot keep to the ordinary paths, that I will
have principles, that I cannot go clad like other
men, that I will walk in stiff boots! Are not all
orators, both the religious and the secular, both
sea captains and undertakers, both heroes and
cowards—are they not all in agreement that
life is a stream? How then can one get so foolish
an idea as that of repetition, and, still more
foolishly, erect it into a principle? My young
friend thought, ‘“Oh, well, let it go,” and
therewith he was better off than if he had be-
gun with repetition. For with that he would
likely have got his lady again, as did the lover
in the ballad who wanted repetition—he
would have got her again as a nun, with hair
cut short and with blanched lips. He wanted
repetition, therefore he got it, and repetition
killed him.
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Das Nonnlein kam gegangen
In einem schneeweissen Kleid;
Ihr Hir’l war abgeschnitten,
Ihr roter Mund war bleich.

Der Knab, er setzt sich nieder,
Er sass auf einem Stein;

Er weint die hellen Trinen,
Brach ihm sein Herz entzwei. *

Hail to the post-horn! That is my instrument
—for many reasons, and principally for this,
that one never can be sure of eliciting from this
instrument the same note. And he who puts it
to his mouth and deposits his wisdom therein
can never be guilty of repetition; and he who
instead of making answer to his friend holds
out to him a post-horn with a polite request to
use it, though he says nothing, has explained
all. This is my symbol. As the ascetics of old
placed a skull upon the table and by the con-
templation of it dirested their meditations, so
shall the post-horn upon my table always re-
mind me of what the significance of life really
is. Hail to the post-horn! But travel is not
worth the pains; for one need not budge from
the spot in order to be convinced that there is
no repetition. No, he sits tranquilly in his
room; for if all is vanity and passes swiftly
away, he travels more rapidly than by railway,

* Herder, Volkslieder, Leipzig 1825, Vol. 1, p. 57.
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notwithstanding that he himself is sitting still.
Everything shall remind me of this, my servant
shall wear the livery of a postillion, and I my-.
self will not drive to a dinner party exceptin a
diligence. Farewell, farewell, thou rich hope of
vouth! Why dost thou hasten so impetuously?
What thou art chasing does not exist, and thou
thyself just as little. Farewell, thou manly
strength! Why dost thou paw the ground so
fiercely? That on which thou treadest is a vain
imagination. Farewell, thou victorious pur-
pose! Thou art near enough to the goal, for
thou canst not take thy works with thee with-
out turning back, and that thou canst not do.
Farewell, farewell delight of the forest! When I
desired to see thee thou wast withered. Ride on
thou fleeting river! Thou alone dost know
what thou wilt, thou who hast only the desire
to run and lose thyself in the sea, which never
becomes full. Go on thou spectacle upon the
stage of life, which no one calls a comedy, no
one a tragedy, because no one knows the end!
Thou theater of existence where life is not
given back to one any more than money is!
Why did no one ever return from the dead?
Because life does not know how to captivate as
death does, because life does not possess the
power of persuasion which death possesses. Yea,
death possesses marvellous powers of persua-
sion; if only one will not contradict it but will
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let it have its say, then it persuades in an in-
stant, so that never has anyone had a word to
object or longed for the eloquence of life. O
death, strong is thy power of persuasion, and
next to thee no one is able to talk so beautifully
as the man whose eloquence procured him the
name of weodifdvaros,* because with the
power of eloquence he talked of thee.
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SOME time passed. My servant, like a domes-
tic Eve, had made reparation for his earlier
offense. A monotonous and uniform order was
restored in my whole household economy.
Everything which was not able to move stood
in its precise place, and what was able to go
went its accustomed way—my parlor clock,
my servant, and myself who with measured
tread walked back and forth across the floor.
For though I had convinced myself that no
such thing as repetition exists, yet it is a sure
truth that by firmness of purpose and by
dulling one’s talent for observation one can at-
tain a uniformity which has a far more anes-
thetizing effect than the most capricious diver-
sion, and which with time becomes stronger
and stronger, like a formula of incantation. In
excavating Herculaneum and Pompei they
found everything in place, just as the respective
owners had left it. If I had lived in those days,
the antiquarians would perhaps have encoun-
tered with amazement a man who walked with -
measured tread back and forth across the floor.
In order to maintain this established and un-
changeable order, I employed every means, I
even went at certain times like the Emperor

81



-

REPETITION

Domitian through the apartment with a fly-
swatter, pursuing every revolutionary fly. On
the other hand, I preserved three or more flies
which at definite times buzzed in the center of
the room. Thus I lived, forgetting the world, as
I thought, and by the world forgotten, *® when
one day I received a letter from my young
friend. This was followed by more, always with
an interval of about a month, though the let-
ters furnished no indication from which I could
infer the distance of his place of abode. He him-
self does not wish to clarify anything, and it
might well be a mystification he cautiously cal-
culated by allowing the intervals between let-
ters to vary from about five weeks to barely
three. He “did not wish to put me to the
trouble of carrying on a correspondence,” and
even if I were willing to answer his letter or at
least send a reply, he does not wish to receive
anything of the sort—he only desires to un-
burden himself.

I perceive from his letter (what I knew be-
forehand) that like every melancholy nature
he is rather touchy; and in spite of his irrita-
bility, or rather because of it, he is in constant
contradiction with himself. He wishes me to be
his confidant, and yet he does not wish it, in-
deed it alarms him to reflect that I am; he feels
safe with my so-called superiority, and yet it is
disagreeable to him; he confides in me, and yet
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he desires no reply, indeed does not want to see
me; he requires of me silence inviolable, “by
all that is holy,” and yet he is almost furious at
the thought that I possess this power of keeping
silent. The fact that I am his confidant no one
must know, not a soul, hence he himself is un-
willing to know it, and I must not know it. In
order to explain this confusion to our mutual
satisfaction and gratification he is so kind as to
hint in a polite way that he really regards me
as mentally deranged. How could I have
courage to express any opinion about the au-
dacity of this interpretation of my conduct?
That in fact would be furnishing further proof
of the correctness of the accusation, so it seems
to me; whereas abstention from any reaction
might well appear in his eyes a new indication
of my ataraxia and weakness of mind, which is
incapable of being affected by anything or of
taking offense. So this is the thanks one gets for
educating oneself daily and through a course
of years to have only an ideal interest in people
and to have this interest if possible in everyone
in whom the idea is in motion! Lately I sought
to be helpful to the idea in him, and now I reap
the reward, namely, that I am to be and not to
be both substantial existence and nothing, just
as he pleases, and am not to enjoy the least rec-
ognition as being the former and so helping
him again out of his self-contradiction. If he
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were. to reflecc®how great an indirect recogni-
tion of me is implied in such a Jumuthung,** he
presumably would again be furious. To be his
confidant is more difficult than the most diffi-
cult of tasks, and he entirely forgets that by a
single word, for example, by declining to re-
ceive his letters, I could mortify him very
deeply. Not only was he punished who be-
trayed the Eleusinian Mysteries, but also the
man who insulted this institution by not want-
ing to be initiated. The latter case, according’
to the report of a Greek writer, was that of
Demonax,*® who nevertheless got out of the
scrape with a whole skin by his clever defense.
My position as confidant is even more critical,
for he has even more maidenly modesty with
respect to his mysteries, he even gets mad when
I do what he so insistently requires—when I
keep silent. A
If he thinks, however, that I have entirely

forgotten him, he again does me injustice.
Upon his sudden disappearance I really was
afraid that he had laid violent hands upon him-
self. But such an occurrence does not usually
remain hid for a long time, and therefore, since
I neither heard nor read anything about it, I
concluded that he must be alive, wherever he
might be concealed. The girl whom he left in
the lurch knew nothing whatever. One day he
failed to put in an appearance and he let her
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hear nothing from him. Her transition to pain
was not sudden; for it was only gradually the
apprehensive presentiment dawned upon her,
and only gradually did the pain become aware
of itself, with the consequence that she slum-
bered gently into a dreamy obscurity as to
what had occurred and what it might mean.
For me the girl was new material for observa-
tion. My friend was not one of those who know
how to torture everything out of the loved one
and then cast her off. On the contrary, at the
time of his disappearance she was in the best
condition one could wish, in sound health,
buxom, enriched by his whole poetical revenue,
strongly nourished by the precious heart-
stimulant of poetic illusion. It is seldom one
finds a deserted maiden in this condition. When
I saw her a few days after his disappearance
she was still as nimble as a fish just caught.
Generally such a girl is as starved as a fish in a
well. I was convinced upon my word that she
must be alive, and I was heartily glad to see
that she had not grasped at the desperate ex-
pedient of giving herself out as dead. It is in-
credible how much confusion can come about
in the domain of the erotic if one of the parties
is pleased to want to die of sorrow, or to want
to die so as to escape from the whole thing. 4%
According to her own solemn declaration a
girl would die of sorrow over the fact that her
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lover was a deceiver. But, behold, he was not a
deceiver, and his intentions were perhaps
better than she comprehended. What other-
wise he might have done in the fullness of time,
he could not now resolve to do, simply because
she had allowed herself to make this assevera-
tion, because, as he put it, she had employed
an oratorical trick upon him, or in any case
had said what a girl ought never to say,
whether she believed he really was a deceiver
(for then she ought to be too proud), or
whether she still had faith in him (for then
she ought to perceive that she is doing him
a monstrous injustice). For a man to want
to be dead in order to escape from the whole
thing is the most wretched expedient that
can be imagined and implies the most in-
jurious offense against a girl. She believes he is
dead, she wears mourning, she weeps and
laments the deceased in all honesty. She must
almost conceive disgust of her own feelings
when later she discovers that he is alive and
has not had the remotest thought of dying. Or
if it is only in another life she first were to con-
ceive a suspicion, not that he was actually dead
(for that would then be incontrovertible), but
that at the time in question he was dead, when
he said he would die and when she sorrowed.
Such a situation would be a. theme for an
apocalyptic writer'” who had understood his
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Aristophanes (I mean in Greek, and I do not
mean the simple men who are advanced to the
doctorate like the doctores cerer of the Middle
Ages)*® and knew his Lucian. One might
maintain the mistaken identity for a long time,
for dead he was and dead he remained. The
sorrowing girl would then awaken to begin
where she left off, until she discovered that
there was a little qualifying clause.4®

Upon the reception of his letter, recollec-
tions were vividly revived in my soul, and it
was by no means with cold indifference I fol-
lowed the sequel of his story. When in the
course of the letter I came to the not altogether
inept declaration that I was mentally de-
ranged, it at once occurred to me to exclaim,
“Now he knows my most intimate secret,
which is guarded by a jealousy with more than
a hundred eyes.” When I was personally in
touch with him it did not escape my observa-
tion that with the utmost caution, before com-
ing out with a word of confidence, he politely
insinuated the remark that I was ‘“queer.”
Well, that’s what an observer must be prepared
for. He must know how to give some sort of
guarantee to the person who comes to confess.
A girl in making her confession always requires
a positive guarantee, a male requires a neg-
ative one. The reason for this is to be found in
womanly devotion and humility, and in manly
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pride and self-sufficiency. What a comfort it is
when the person from whom one seeks counsel
and illumination is...mentally deranged! So
one does not need to feel ashamed. To talk to
such a person is in fact like talking...to a tree,
‘‘a thing one does simply for curiosity,”” as one
can say if anyone were to inquire about it. An
observer must know how to make himself light
—otherwise no one will confide in him. Above
all he must take care not to be ethically severe
or to represent himself as the morally proper
man. “He’s a depraved man,” one says, “he’s
been in the thick of it and had some mad
adventures—ergo I can well confide in him,
seeing that I am so much better.”” Well, that’s
all right for me; I demand nothing of men ex-
cept the content of their conscious minds.
That I weigh, and if it is heavy enough, no
price is too high for me to pay.

Merely by reading the letter cursorily it be-
came clear to me that his love affair had left
a much deeper impression than I had conjec-
tured. He must therefore have concealed from
me some of his sentiments; and that is natural,
for at that time I was only “queer,” now I am
“mentally deranged,” and that is etwas anders.
If that’s how it stands, there is nothing left for
him but to make a religious movement. So it is
that love leads a person further and further on.
What I so often have verified, I verify in this
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instance once again, that existence is after all
infinitely profound, and its guiding power
knows how to intrigue one better than all the
poets rolled into one. In view of the disposition
and the natural gifts of the young man I would
have wagered that he would not be caught in
love’s net. For in this respect there are excep-
tions which cannot be declined in accordance
with the case forms of the regular declensions.
He had an unusually fine intelligence, dis-
tinguished especially by imagination. So soon
as his creative activity was awakened he had
enough to occupy him for his whole life, es-
pecially if he rightly understood himself and
confined himself to the snug domestic delight
of intellectual occupations and the enjoyment
of imagination as a pastime, which is the most
perfect surrogate for love, is far from entailing
love’s troubles and fatalities, and yet bears an
express likeness to the most beautiful features
of love’s bliss. Such a nature has no need of
woman-love—a situation which I am inclined
to explain by the notion that in a previous ex-
istence he was a woman and retains a recollec-
tion of this now that he has become a man.
Falling in love with a girl merely disturbs such
a nature and is always a detriment to his task,
for he almost is able to assume her réle along
with his own. This is disagreeable both to him
and to her. Then on the other hand he has a
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very melancholy nature. As the first charac-
teristic would restrain him from approaching
any girl too nearly, so too would the second be
his security if any cunning beauty should take
itinto her head to aspire after him. A profound
melancholy in the sympathetic style is and will
always be a complete humiliation to all fem-
inine art. If a girl were to succeed in drawing
him to her—the very instant she was prema-
turely exulting over her triumph it would occur
to him to say to himself, “Art thou not com-
mitting a sin and an injustice against her in
abandoning thyself to these sentiments? Wilt
thou not be merely a stumbling-block to her?”
—and then good night to all feminine intrigues.
Now the situation is altered in a strange way;
he has gone over to her side; he would be only
too willing to perceive all the excellent qual-
ities she possesses, would know how t6 present
them better perhaps than she could, and to
admire them more than she perhaps demands
—but further than that she will never get him
to go. "

I had never expected that he might be per-
manently caught in a love affair. Yet existence
is cunning. What makes him a captive is not
the loveliness of the girl but regret that he has
done her a wrong by upsetting her life. He had
approached her ill-advisedly, he convinces
himself that love cannot attain its realization
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in marriage, he can be happy without her (to
the extent that he is able to be happy), es-
pecially with this new perquisite, a literary
talent—so he breaks off; but now he cannot
forget that he has done a wrong—just as if it
were a wrong to break off when something can-
not be carried through. In case he was un-
biased, and in case it was said, ‘“Here is the girl.
Wilt thou approach her? Wilt thou fall in
love?” it is pretty certain that he would say,
“Not for the whole world. I once learned what
comes of it. Such a thing one never forgets.”
And so indeed it is the question ought to be
put, if he would not deceive himself. For him
it is still a sure thing that the realization of his
love is impossible. So he has come to the bor-
ders of the marvcllous, and if after all this it
is to come about, it must come about by virtue
of the absurd. Does he not reflect at all upon
the difficulties? Or with his clever pate is he
perhaps only too prolific in inventions? Does he
really love the girl? Or here again is she only
the occasion which prompts him? Again it in-
dubitably is not possession in the strictest sense
which concerns him, or the content which de-
velops from this situation; what concerns him
is return, conceived in a purely formal sense.
Though she were to die the day after, it would
not any more disturb him, he would not feel
the loss, for his nature would be at rest. The
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discord into which he has been thrown by con-
tact with her would be resolved by the fact that
he had actually returned to her. So again the
girl is not a reality but a reflection of the move-
ments within him and their exciting cause. The
girl has a prodigious importance, he actually
will never be able to forget her, but what gives
her importance is not herself but her relation to
him. She is as it were the boundary of his being.
But such a relation is not erotic. Religiously
speaking, one might say that it was as if God
Himself employed this girl to capture him; and
yet the girl herself is not a reality but is like the
artificial flies one sleaves upon hooks. I am
entirely convinced that he is not in the least
acquainted with the girl, notwithstanding he
has been engaged to her and since that time
she has never been out of his thoughts. She is
the girl—then a period. Whether, speaking
more concretely, she is this or that, whether she
is charming, lovable, faithful, the sacrificial
love for which one ventures everything and
sets heaven and earth in commotion—upon
this he does not reflect. If one were to vouch
for the joy and the bliss he might expect in a
truly erotic relationship, he presumably would
not have a word to say. What concerns him is
attained the very instant it proves possible to
redeem his honor and regain his pride. As
though it were not a matter of honor to defy
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such childish apprehensions. He anticipates
perhaps that his whole personality would be
ruined; but that is nothing if only he can
avenge himself as it were upon existence which
has mocked him, by making him guilty when -
he was innocent, by making his attachment to
life at this point meaningless, so that he must
put up with it that every real lover sees in him
a deceiver. Would not that be a burden to
bear! However, perhaps I do not entirely
understand him, perhaps he is concealing
something, perhaps he is truly in love after all.
So likely the end of the story will be that he
puts me to death in order 'to confide in me his
most holy secret. One can see that the position
of an observer is a dangerous one. Nevertheless
I could wish, merely for the sake of my interest
as a psychologist, I might get the girl out of the
way for an instant, get him to believe she was
married; I wager I should get a different ex-
planation; for his sympathy is so melancholy
that I believe he imagines for her sake he is in
love with her.

The problem which baffles him is neither
more nor less than repetition. He is quite jus-
tified in not seeking light upon this problem
either from modern philosophy or from the
Greek; for the Greeks perform the opposite
movement, and in this case a Greek would
prefer to recollect, unless his conscience were
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to frighten him, and modern philosophy makes
no movement, generally it only makes a fuss, 5°
and what movement it makes is always within
immanence, whereas repetition is always a
transcendence. It is lucky that the young man
does not seek any enlightment from me, for I
have abandoned my theory, I am adrift. Rep-
etition is too transcendent for me also. I can
circumnavigate myself, but I cannot erect my-
self above myself, I cannot find the Archime-
dean point. It is fortunate then that my friend
is not seeking enlightenment from any world-
renowned philosopher or from any professor
publicus ordinarius; he has recourse to an unoffi-
cial thinker, a private practitioner, who once
was in possession of worldy grandeur but now
has retired from public life—in other words, he
takes refuge in Job, who does not cut a figure
in a university chair and with reassuring ges-
tures vouch for the truth of his thesis, but who
sits among the ashes and scrapes himself with a
potsherd, and without interrupting this manual
labor lets fall casual hints and remarks. Here he
thinks he has found what he sought, and in this
little circle of Job and the wife along with
three friends the truth, as he thinks, seems more
glorious and joyful and true than in a Greek
symposium.

Even if he still were to desire my guidance,
he would be seeking in vain. A religious move-
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ment I am unable to make, it is contrary to my
nature. I am not inclined for this reason to
deny the reality of such a thing, or to deny that
one can learn a great deal from a young man.
If he succeeds, he will have no admirer more
zealous than I. If he succeeds, he will then be
freed from all the touchiness he now shows in
his relation to me. Only I cannot deny that the
more I think about the case the more misgiving
I feel about the girl. I suspect that in one way
or another she has wished to make a captive of
him by his melancholy. In that case I should
not like to be in her place. It will come to a bad
ending. Existence always avenges such be-
havior with the greatest severity.
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August 15
MY SILENT CONFIDANT:

It will perhaps surprise you now to re-
ceive suddenly a letter from one who for you
had long been dead and as good as forgotten,
or forgotten and as good as dead. More than
that feeling of surprise I dare not count upon. I
picture to myself that the instant you receive
this letter you will take out as it were the his-
tory of my case and say, “Just so, this was the
man with the unhappy love affair. Where was
it we left off? O yes, and these would naturally
be the symptoms.” Your calmness is really ter-
rible! When I think of it my blood boils, and
yet I am unable to break away; you enthrall
me by a strange power. In talking with you I
experience an indescribable sense of relief, for
it is as if one were talking with oneself or with
an idea. But when one has talked oneself out
and found solace in the outpouring...and then
beholds your changeless expression and reflects
that this is really a human being who stands
there, a prodigiously shrewd man one has been
talking to, then one becomes thoroughly
alarmed. Good Lord! an afflicted man is al-
wayr a bit jealous of his sorrow. It is not just in
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anybody he is willing to confide, he demands
silence. One can be sure enough of that in your
case. And yet when one has consoled oneself
with this reflection one again becomes alarmed,
for this silence of yours is as silent as the grave
and presumably has in its keeping many sim-
ilar depositions. You know all about every-
thing, never get things mixed up, are able the
next second to take out another secret and
begin where you left off. Then one regrets hav-
ing confided in you. Good Lord! an afflicted
man is always a bit jealous of his sorrow. When
he has initiated someone into the secret of his
sorrow he wants to have that person feel the
whole weight and importance of it. You do not
disappoint this expectation, for you compre-
hend the finest nuance better than one does
oneself. But the next instant I am in despair at
the superiority you display in knowing every-
thing and being unacquainted with nothing. If
I were an aatocratic ruler of all mankind, God
help you! I would shut you up with me in a
cage, so that you might belong to me alone,
and then probably, I would prepare for myself
the most painful anguish by seeing you daily.
You possess a demoniac power which is capable
of tempting a man to be willing to venture
everything, to want to have strength which
ordinarily he does not possess, which ordinar-
ily he does not desire to have, but only so
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long as you are looking at him, to want to seem
to be what he is not, merely to purchase that
approving smile which is an indescribable re-
ward. I should like to see you the whole day
and listen to you the whole night, and yet when
it comes to acting I would not do it at any price
in your presence. By one look you would con-
found everything. Face to face with you I have
not the courage to admit my weakness; if once
I had done that I should have been the most
cowardly man alive, because it would seem to
me then that I had lost everything. So you en-
thrall me by an indescribable power, and this
same power alarms me. So I admire you, and
yet at times it seems to me as if you were de-
ranged. Or is it not a sort of mental derange-
ment to have subjected every passion, every
emotion of the heart, every feeling, to this cold
disciple of reflection? Is it not mental de-
rahgement to be so normal, to be a mere idea,
not a human being, not like the rest of us, pliant
and yielding, capable of being lost and of losing
ourselves? Is it not mental derangement to be
always awake, always clearly conscious, never
obscure and dreamy? At this instant I dare not
see you, and yet I cannot do without you.
Hence I am writing, and I beg you insistently
not to put yourself to the trouble of sending
me a reply. As a precaution this letter bears no
address. This is my desire, and in this con-
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fidence it does me good to write to you, thus I
am secure and happy with you.

Your plan was capital, indeed peerless. Even
yet at certain moments I grasp like a child at
the heroic shape you once held up to my ad-
miring gaze with the declaration that it was
my future destiny, the heroic shape which was
to have made me a hero if I had had the
strength to assume it. At that time it carried
me away with all the power of illusion into a
complete imaginative intoxication. Merely to
think of cutting off the remainder of my life for
the sake of one only girl! To make oneself a
scoundrel, a deceiver, simply to show at how
high a price one held her—for one does not
sacrifice one’s honor for a trifle! To brand my-
self, to throw away my life! To assume the réle
of vengeance and carry it out against myself,
in a far more serious way than man’s empty
gossip can do it! Thus to be a hero, not in the
eyes of the world, but within oneself, to have no
plea to present before a human tribunal, but
living immured within one’s own personality
to ie one’s own witness, one’s own judge, one’s
owh prosecutor, to be in oneself the one and
only! To be exposed for the remainder of one’s
life to the thoughts which might well be the
consequence of such a step, whereby, humanly
speaking, one would in a way be giving up
one’s reason! To do all this for the sake of a
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girl! And if in this way the wrong might be re-
dressed, then to have paid the girl, as you re-
marked, the most chivalrous and erotic com-
pliment, surpassing every knightly exploit,
even the most romantic, precisely for the fact
that one did it all by oneself. This utterance of
yours made a profound impression upon me.
Of course it was not uttered with fanatical en-
thusiasm—imagine you fanatical! It was said
with calm and cold common sense, with official
knowledge, as if with a view to this case alone
you had read through all the tales of knightly
adventure. What it must be for a thinker to
discover a new category, that it was for me to
make a discovery in the domain of the erotic.

Unfortunately, however, I was not the artist
capable of sustaining this role, nor had I the
endurance for Lt Fortunately I saw you only in
remote places and rarely. If I could have had
you by my side, if you could have been sitting
in the room, even if it were in a corner, reading
or writing, employed about irrelevant things,
and yet, as I well knbw, alertly attentive to
everything—in that case, I believe, I would
have made a beginning at it. If I had done so,
it would have been dreadful. Or is it not dread-
ful with cold composure, day after day, to be-
witch the woman you love into a falsehood?
And suppose she had grasped at expedients
which were within her power—feminine ad-
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jurations! Suppose she had besought me with
tears, adjured me by my honor, by my con-
science, by my eternal salvation, my peace in
life and in death, my peace here and here-
after! I shudder at the thought of it. %

I have not forgotten the particular sugges-
tions you threw out, while I for the most part
did not venture to oppose you and was only too
much enchanted. You remarked that ““in case
a girl is justified in employing these expedients,
one should let them have their due effect;
what is more, one ought to assist her in em-
ploying them. One ought to be chivalrous
enough toward a girl not only to be oneself but
to be at the same time prosecutor on her side.
If she is not justified, that is of no account, one
is to let it slide off.” That is true, absolutely and
entirely true, but such good sense as this I do
not possess. “What a foolish contradiction,”
you said, ‘““one often meets with in men’s
cowardice and courage. A man is afraid of see-
ing the dreadful, but has courage to do it. You
forsook the girl—that is the dreadful thing.
You have courage for that, but to see her grow
pale, to count her tears, to be witness to her
distress, for this you have not courage. And yet
in fact this is nothing in comparison with the
other. If you know what you will, and why and
how far, then you ought to behold it, ought to
show respect for every argument, and not steal
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away from anything in the hope that your
imagination is duller than reality. Thereby you
deceive yourself, for when the time comes your
vivid imagination, being compelled to picture
her distress, will erect itself more dreadfully
than if you had seen it and had assisted her to
make it as anguishing for you and as horrible
as possible.” That is true, every word is true,
but it is a truth which might be true if the
world were dead, so cold it is, so rigidly con-
sistent. It does not convince me, it does not
move me. I am weak, I admit; I was weak, I
shall never become strong or intrepid. But take
everything into consideration, put yourself in
my place, and do not forget that you really
love her as I loved her. I am convinced you
would triumph, you would prevail, you would
vanquish all horrors, you would befool her with
your imposture. What would be the result? In
case the most fortunate end did not come
about, that the moment you were through with
the exertion your hair became gray, and your
soul an hour later had breathed its last—then,
as your plan implied, this imposture must be
continued. In that you would succeed, I am
convinced. But are you not afraid of losing your
mind? Are you not afraid of falling into that
terrible passion they call contempt of man-
kind? To be so thoroughly in the right, to be
taithful, and yet make oneself out to be a
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scoundrel, and then in one’s deceit to scorn all
the paltriness which often, I admit, puts on
airs, but then along with that to mock also the
better things in the world. What head could
stand all this? Do you not believe it would often
be necessary to get up at night and drink a
glass of cold water or sit on the edge of the bed
and think things over? Suppose I had begun it
—it would have been impossible to persevere.
I chose another expedient: left Copenhagen as
quietly as possible and went to Stockholm. Ac-
cording to your plan this would have been in-
correct. I ought to have gone openly. Imagine
that she was standing on the dock. Imagine
that my eye lit upon her only at the second
when the machinery was set in motion! I be-
lieve I should have lost my mind. I do not
doubt that you would have had strength to re-
- main tranquil. If it had been necessary, and if
you knew that she would appear on the dock,
you would have taken the little seamstress with
you and made the journey with her. If it had
been necessary, you not only would have
bribed a girl but (merely to be of service to the
loved one) you would have seduced a girl, ac-
tually seduced her, lock, stock and barrel, if
need were. But suppose you were suddenly to
wake up in the night and not recognize your-
self, were to confound yourself with that figure
you used for your pious fraud. For I must ad-
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mit that you certainly did not mean that one
should begin such a thing light-mindedly; in-
deed you once let fall a word to the effect that
this method never could be absolutely neces-
_ sary unless the girl herself had been to blame,
whether it was that she had been so thoughtless
as not to take notice of a reminder of sym-
pathy, or selfish enough to make no account of
it.52 But in this case precisely—would there not
come an instant when she would understand
what she ought to have done, and would be in
despair at the consequences of leaving it un-
done—which consequences, however, were
due not so much to her obduracy as to the
whole personality of the other party? Would it
not have been the case with her as it was with
me? She would not have surmised, not have
dreamt, what forces she was setting in motion,
what passions she let loose, and then she would
have been guilty of all and yet innocent.
Would not this method be too severe for her? If
in these circumstances I were to'do anything, I
should choose to scold, to become red in the
face. But this silent objective condemnation!
No!No! No! I could not, I cannot, I will not
—not for anything would I do it. No! No! No!
I could fall into despair over these letters,
which coldly and like idle loungers stand side
by side, and the one “No”’ says no more than
the other. You should hear the passion within
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me modulate them. Would that I stood beside
you, and would that with my last “No” I could
tear myself away from you, like Don Juan from
the Commandant, whose hand was not colder
than this sound common sense with which you
irresistibly draw me to you. And yet if I were
standing before you, I likely would hardly
utter more than one “No,” for before I got fur-
ther you likely would burst out with the cold
reply, “Yes! yes!”

What I did was something very mediocre
and bungling. Well, you can smile at me.
When a swimmer who is accustomed to spring
from the ship’s mast and to turn a somersault
before reaching the water—when he chal-
lenges another to follow his example, and the
other goes instead to the ship’s ladder, sticks
out one foot, then the other, and thereupon
lets himself plump into the water—why, then
he doesn’t need to know how the first one did
it. One day I failed to put in an appearance,
and without having said a word to her I went
aboard the steamboat for Stockholm. I fled
away, concealing myself from everybody. God
in heaven help her to find an explanation for
herself! Have you seen her?—the girl I never
mention by name, whose name I am not man
enough to write, for my hand would shake with
terror. Have you seen her? Is she pale, or per-
haps dead, does she sorrow, has she forged an
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explanation which comforts her, is her gait still
light, or is her head bowed and her figure
despondent? Great God! my imagination can
furnish me with everything. Are her lips
blanched?—those lips which I admired,
though I only took the liberty of kissing her
hand. Is she moody and pensive who was as
blissful as a child? Write me, I beseech you.
No, do not write. I want no letter from you,
nor to hear anything about her. I believe noth-
ing, not a single soul, not even her. Though she
stood before me bodily, though she were more
cheerful than ever, I should not be joyful, I
should not believe her, I should believe it was
a deceit to mock me or to comfort me. Have
you seen her? No! I hope you have not taken
the liberty of seeing her or of intermeddling in
my love affair. If I should get word of that!
When a girl becomes unhappy there come at
once all those hungry monsters who wish to
sate their psychological hunger and thirst or to
write novels. If I could only spring out and at
least keep these blowflies away from the fruit
which was sweeter to me than all else, the most
delicate, smoother to look upon than a peach
when in its happiest moment it adorns itself
gloriously with silk and velvet.

What am I doing now? I begin all over again
from the beginning, and then from the wrong
end. I shun every outward reminder of the
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whole thing, yet my soul, day and night, wak-
ing and sleeping, is incessantly employed with
it. Her name I never utter, and I give thanks to
fate that through a misunderstanding I have
acquired a false name. A name, my name—
that properly belongs to her. Would that I
might be rid of it. My own name is enough to
remind me of everything, and the whole of ex-
istence, it seems to me, contains only allusions
to this past. The day before my departure I
read in the Advertiser,®® “Sixteen yards of heavy
black silk for sale on account of a change of
purpose.” What could have been the first pur-
pose? Perhaps a bridal dress! What a pity I
cannot offer in a newspaper my name for sale
“on account of a change of purpose!” If a
mighty spirit were to take away from me my
name and were to offer it back glittering with
immortal honors, I would cast it away, far
away, and would ask like a beggar for the most
insignificant name, the most meaningless, to be
called No. 14 like the Blue Coat boys.?* What
good to me is a name which is not mine, what
good a glorious name, though it were mine?

For what is the flattering voice of fame
Compared with love’s sigh from a maiden’s
breast? 58
What am I doing now? I go to sleep by day
and lie awake at night. I am diligent and-in-
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dustrious, a model of domesticity and house-
hold thrift. I wet the finger, I tread the pedal, I
stop the wheel, I set the spindle whirling—I
spin. But when at night I have to put the
spinning-wheel away...there was none—and
where the yarn has gone no one knows but my
cat. I am restless and nimble, but what comes
of it all? He who tramples the peat accom-
plishes miracles compared with me. In short,
if you wish to understand, if you wish to have a
conception of my fruitless labour, then under-
stand the poet’s words spiritually, applying
them to my thoughts—that is all I have to say:

Die Wolken treiben hin und her,

Sie sind so matt, sie sind so schwer;
Da stiirzen rauschend sie herab,

Der Schoss der Erde wird ihr Grab. ¢

More I need not say to you, or better, I
should rather have need of you in order to say
more, in order to express what my fumbling
thought can only crazily put together.

If I were to tell you everything in detail, my
letter would be endlessly long, as long at least
as a bad year, and as the times of which it is
written, “I have no pleasure in them.” I have,
however, the advantage that I can break off

- anywhere, just as any instant I can cut the
thread I myself am spinning.
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And now, God keep you. The man who be-
lieves in existence is well insured, he will attain
everything...just as surely as a man who to hide
his feelings when he prays holds before his face
a hat without a crown.

My dear Sir,
I have the honor, etc.
—yes, whether I will or no,
I nevertheless remain,
YOUR DEVOTED NAMELESS FRIEND. 57
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September 19

MY SILENT CONFIDANT:

Job! Job! Job! Job! Didst thou indeed
utter nothing but these beautiful words, ‘“The
Lord gave, the Lord hath taken away, blessed
be the name of the Lord’?%® Didst thou say
nothing more? In all thy distress didst thou
merely continue to repeat these words? Why
wast thou silent for seven days and nights?
What went on in thy soul? When the whole
world fell to pieces above thy head and lay in
potsherds around thee, didst thou at once pos-
sess this superhuman composure, didst thou at
once have love’s interpretation and the frank-
heartedness of confidence and faith? Is thy door
then closed against the afflicted man, can he
expect from thee no other relief than that pit-
iable consolation which worldly wisdom offers
by reciting a paragraph about the perfection
of life? Hast thou nothing more to say? Dost
thou not dare to say more than what the false
comforters laconically mete out to the in-
dividual, what the false comforters, rigid as a
master of ceremony, prescribe to the individ-
ual, that in the hour of distress it is seemly to
say, “The Lord gave, the Lord hath taken
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away, blessed be the name of the Lord”—
neither more nor less, just as one says “Prosit”
when a person sneezes! No, thou who in the
ripeness of thy days®® wast a sword for the op-
pressed, a cudgel to protect the old, a staff for
the decrepit, thou didst not fail men when all
was riven assunder—then thou wast a mouth
for the afflicted, and a cry for the contrite, and
a shriek for the anguished, and an assuagement
for all who were rendered dumb by torments, a
faithful witness to the distress and grief a heart
can harbor, a trustworthy advocate who dared
to complain “in anguish of spirit> ¢° and to con-
tend with God. Why do people conceal this?
Woe to him who devours the widow and the
fatherless and defrauds them of their inher-
itance, but woe also to him who would slyly
defraud the afflicted of the momentary con-
solation of relieving the oppression of his heart
and “‘contending with God.”” ! Or in our time
is godly fear so great that the afflicted man
does not need what was customary in those old
days? Does one perhaps not dare to complain
before God? Is it now godly fear that has be-

. i <
come greater, or fear and cowardice? Nowa- S

days people are of the opinion that the al .
expression of sorrow, the desperadng:gc /
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sion. Further than this no one ventures to go.
Speak therefore, O Job of imperishable mem-
ory! Rehearse everything thou didst say, thou
Ly mightf advocate who dost confront the highest
/& " 'tribunal, no more daunted than a roaring lion!
b THereis pith in thy speech, in thy heart there is
godly fear, even when thou dost complain,
when thou wouldst justify thy despair against |
thy friends who rise up like robbers to assault
thee with their speeches, and even when in-
cited by thy friends thou dost tread their wis-
dom under foot and despise their defense of the
Lord, accounting it the finite shrewdness of a
veteran courtier or a worldly-wise minister of
state. Thee I have need of, a man who knows
how to complain aloud, so that his complaint
echoes in heaven where God confers with Satan
in devising schemes against a man. %2
Complain! The Lord is not afraid, He is well
able to defend Himself, but how might He be
able to speak in His defense if no one ventures
to complain as it is seemly for a man to do?
Speak, lift up thy voice, speak aloud, God
surely can speak louder, he possesses the thun-
der—but that too is an answer, an explanation,
reliable, trustworthy, genuine, an answer from
God Himself, an answer which even if it crush
a man is more glorious than gossip and rumor
about the righteousness of providence which
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are invented by human wisdom and circulated
by effeminate creatures and eunuchs.

My benefactor of imperishable memory, tor-
mented Job, dare I join myself to thy com-
pany, may I listen to thee? Do not repell me, I
am not standing here as an impostor beside thy
ash heap, my tears are not false, although all I
am able to do is to weep with thee. The joyful
man seeks the company of gladness, although
what gladdens him most intimately is the joy
which dwells within him; and so the afflicted
man seeks the company of sorrow. I have not
been in possession of the world, have not had
seven sons and three daughters,® but he too
may have lost all who possessed but little, he
too may as it were have lost sons and daughters
who lost his loved one, and he too was so to
speak ‘“‘smitten with sore boils” who has lost
honor and pride, and along with that the will
to live and the meaning of life.

YOUR
NAMELESS FRIEND.
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October 11
MY SILENT CONFIDANT: -

—

My life has been brought to an impasse,

I loathe existence, it is without savor, lacking
salt and sense. If I were hungrier than Pierrot,
I should not be inclined to eat the explanation
people offer. One sticks one’s finger into the
soil to tell by the smell in what land one is: I
stick my finger into existence—it smells of noth-
ing. Where am I? Who am I? How came I
here? What is this thing called the world?
What does this word mean? Who is it that has
lured me into the thing, and now leaves me
there? Who am I? How did I come into the
world? Why was I not consulted, why not
made acquainted with its manners and customs
but was thrust into the ranks as though I had
been bought of a ‘“‘soul-seller”’?%* How did I
obtain an interest in this big enterprise they call
reality? Why should I have an interest in it? Is
it not a voluntary concern? And if I am to be
compelled to take part in it, where is the direc-
tor? I should like to make a remark to him. Is
there no director? Whither shall I turn with
my complaint? Existence is surely a debate—
may I beg that my view be taken into consider-
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ation? If one is to take the world as it is, would
it not be better never to learn what it is? What
is a deceiver? Does not Cicero say that a de-
ceiver can be found out by asking the question
cut bono?®® I allow everyone to ask, and I ask
everyone, whether I have had any profit by
making myself and a girl unhappy. Guilt—
what does that mean? Is it witchcraft? Is it not
definitely known how a person becomes guilty?
Will anybody respond? Is it not then of the ut-
most importance to the gentlemen involved in
the thing?

My mind is at a standstill, or rather I am
going out of it. One moment I am tired and
weary, yes, dead for sheer indifference; at an-
other moment I am frantic and travel be-
wildered from one end of the world to the
other, to find one person upon whom I could
expend my wrath. The whole content of my
being shrieks in contradiction against itself.
How did it come about that I became guilty?
Or am I not guilty?¢® Why am I then so called
in all human tongues? What a wretched inven-
tion human language is: it says one thing and
means another!

Is it not something that has simply happened
to me, is not the whole thing an accident?
Could I know beforehand that my whole na-
ture would undergo a change, that I should
become another man? Did that perhaps break
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out which lay obscurely hidden in my soul? But
if it lay there obscurely, how could I foresee it?
But if I could not foresee it, then I am not
guilty. If I had had an attack of apoplexy,
would I then too have been guilty? What is the
human speech they call language, what is it
but a miserable jargon understood only by a
clique? Are not the dumb beasts wiser for the
fact that they never talk about such things?—
Am I unfaithful? In case she were to continue
to love me and would never love anyone else,
she would be faithful to me. If I continue to
wish to love her only, am I unfaithful? We
both do in fact the same thing; how then do I
become a deceiver if I show my faithfulness by
deceiving? Why must she be in the right, and
I in the wrong? If we both are true, why then
is this expressed in human language by saying
that she is faithful, and I a deceiver?

Though the whole world were to rise up
against me, though all the scholastics were to
dispute with me, though my life were at stake,
I nevertheless maintain that I am in the right.
No one shall wrest this conviction from me,
though there is no language in which I can give
utterance to it. I have acted correctly. My love
cannot express itself in a marriage. If I were to
marry her, she would be crushed. Perhaps the
possibility of marriage appeared alluring to her.
I cannot help that—so it was to me. The very
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instant reality comes into question, all is lost,
it is then too late. The reality in which she is to
find her significance is for me only a shadow
which runs alongside of my proper spiritual re-
ality, a shadow which at one moment would
make me laugh, at another would intrude dis-
turbingly in my existence. It would end in my
wanting to touch her, fumblingly, as if I were
grasping a shadow, or stretching out my hand
after a shadow. Would not her life be ruined?
Indeed she is as if dead to me, yea, she might
awaken in my soul the temptation to wish her
dead. In case I were to crush her, she would be
volatilized precisely at the instant I would
make her a reality—whereas in the other case I
retain her as a genuine reality, though in a
sense it is a reality full of dread. What then?
Why, then language says that I am guilty, for
I ought to have foreseen this.—What sort of
power is this which would take from me my
honor and my pride, and would do it in such a
senseless way? Am I then a victim of fate?
Must I then be guilty and be a deceiver, what-
ever I do, even if I do nothing?—Or am I
crazy? Then the best thing would be to shut me
up; for human cowardice is especially afraid of
the pronouncements of crazy people and of the
dying. Crazy—what does it mean? What am I
to do in order to enjoy public esteem and to be
regarded as wise? Why no answer? I offer a
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reasonable douceur to anybody who invents a
new word. I have stated the alternatives. Is
anybody so wise that he knows more than two?
But if he knows more, then it is nonsense that I
am crazy, unfaithful, and a deceiver, whereas
the girl is faithful, sane, and esteemed by every-
body. Or is it to be laid to my charge that I
made the first period of our relationship so
beautiful? Thanks for the compliment! When
I saw her joy in being loved, I put myself and
everything she pointed to under the magic
power of love’s enchantment. Is it a fault that
I could do this or that I did it? Who is at fault
in this, unless it be the girl herself and the third
party whom no one knows, from whence it
came that I was touched with the stroke of a
wand and transformed? What I have done they
praise in others.—Or is it my compensation
that I became a poet? I decline any compensa-
tion, I demand my rights, i.e. my honor. I
have not prayed to become a poet, and I would
not buy the gift at that price.—Or, if I am
guilty, then surely I must be able to repent of
my guilt and make amends. Tell me how.
Should I perhaps repent furthermore of the
fact that the world takes the liberty of playing
with me like a child with a June-bug?—Or is it
best to forget the whole thing? Forget! I have
ceased to be if I forget this. Or what a life it
would be if along with the loved one I have
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lost honor and pride—and lost them in such a
way that no one knows how this thing came
about for ‘which I can make no reparation!
Shall I let myself then be pushed out? But why
was I then pushed in? I didn’t demand it.

He who is put on bread and water is better
off than I. My reflections are, humanly speak-
ing, the scantiest diet imaginable; and yet, in
spite of my microcosmic proportions, I ex-
perience a satisfaction in comporting mvself as
macrocosmically as possible.

I do not talk to anybody; and yet, not to
break off all communication with men, or to
give them fudge for their money, I have made
a considerable collection of poems, pithy say-
ings, proverbs, and brief extracts from the im-
mortal Greek and Latin writers who in all ages
have been admired. To this anthology I have
added several capital quotations from Balle’s
Lesson Book,®” published under the auspices
of the Orphan Asylum. So if anybody puts a
question to me, I have the answer ready. I can
quote the Classics just as well as Peer Deacon®®
could, and in addition to that I can quote
Balle’s Lesson Book. “Even though we have
attained all the honor one could desire, we
ought not to let ourselves be carried away into
pride and arrogance.” I do not deceive anyone.
How many people are there after all who speak
a truth or make a good remark? “Under the
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word ‘world’ is comprehensively included
heaven and earth and all that in them is.”

What good would it do if I were to say some-
thing? There is no one who would understand
me. My pain and my suffering are nameless, as
I myself am—I who, though I have no name,
nevertheless remain perhaps something to you,
and in any case remain

Devotedly yours.
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My SILENT CONFIDANT:

If I had not Job! It is impossible to de-
scribe and to nuancer what significance he has
for me, and how manifold his significance is. I
do not read him as one reads another book with
the eye, but I read this book as it were with my
heart, with the eye of the heart I read it, under-
standing as in a state of clairvoyance every par-
ticular passage in the most various ways. As
the child puts his school-book under the pillow
to make sure that he shall not have forgotten
his lesson when he wakes up in the morning, so
do I take the book with me to bed at night.
Every word of his is food and gladness and
medicine for my ailing soul. Now one word
rouses me from my lethargy, so that I awaken
to new disquietude; now it quiets the fruitless
fury within me and puts an end to the horrible
feeling of mute nausea produced by passion.
You surely have read Job? Read him, read him
over and over again. I cannot bring myself to
quote a single outburst of his in a letter to you,
although it is my joy to make transcripts again
and again of all that he said, now in Danish
characters, now in Latin script, now on a sheet
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of one size, now on that of another size. Every
one of these transcripts is laid like a so-called
“God’s-hand-poultice’’ ** upon my sick heart.
And upon whom indeed was God’s hand laid
as it was upon Job! But quote him—that I can-
not do. That would be to wish to give his words
my flavoring, to want to make his word mine
in the presence of another man. When I am
alone I do that, I appropriate every word; but
so soon as anyone is present I know well what a
young man has to do when old folks talk.

In the whole Old Testament there is no
figure one approaches with so much confidence
and frank-heartedness and trustfulness as Job,
just because everything about him is so human,
because he lies upon the confines of poetry. No-
where in the world has the passion of pain
found such an expression. What is Philoctetus?
with his complaints, which constantly remain
on the earth and do not terrify the gods! What
is his situation compared with that of Job,
where the idea is always in movement!

Forgive me for telling you everything. You
are my confidant, and you are not able to
reply. If anyone were to get to know this, it
would distress me indescribably. At night I
leave all the candles in my room lit, illuminat-
ing the whole apartment. Then I arise and
read in a loud voice, almost shouting, one pas-
sage or another from Job. Or I open my win-
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dow and shout out his words into the world. If

Job is merely a poetical figure, if there never

was any man who talked like this, then I make

his words mine and assume the responsibility.- <
More I cannot do, for who has such eloquence’ /'/
as Job, or is capable of improving anything”
that he said? '

Although I have read the book again and
again, every word is new to me. When I come
across a word it is at that instant born, prim-
itively, or makes a primitive impression upon
my soul. Like a drunkard I imbibe little by
little all the intoxication of passion, until with
these slow sippings I become almost dead-
drunk. On the other hand, I hasten toward the
book with indescribable impatience. A half
word, and with that my soul plunges into his
thought and into his outbursts. More swiftly
than the plummet seeks the bottom of the sea,
more swiftly than the lightning seeks the con-
ductor, my soul slips into his thought and there
remains.

At other times I am quieter. Then I do not
read, I sit shrunken together like an ancient
ruin and gaze at everything. Then it seems to
be as though I were a little child who goes pot-
tering about the room or sits in a corner with
his toys. I have a strange sensation. I cannot
understand what it is that makes the grown
folks so passionate, I cannot understand what
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they are quarrelling about, and yet I cannot
help listening. Then it seems to me that it was
bad people gave Job all that affliction, that it
was his friends who now sit and bark at him.
Then I weep loudly, a nameless dread of the
world and of life and of men and of everything
wrings my heart.

Then I awake and begin again to read him
aloud with all my might and with all my heart.
Then suddenly I am struck dumb, I hear noth-
ing more, see nothing, only in obscure outlines
haveI a presentiment of Job sitting upon his ash
heap, and of hisfriends; but no one says a word, ™
-but this silence conceals within itself all that is
horrible, as a secret which no one dare mention.

Then"the silence is broken, and Job’s tor-
mented soul bursts out in a mighty shout. Him
I understand, these words I make my own. The
same instant I sense the contradiction in this,
and then I smile at myself as one smiles at a
little child who has put on his father’s clothes.
Or is it not something to smile at if anyone else
but Job were to say,’2 “O that-a man might go
to law with God, like a son of man with his fel-
low !’ And yet dread comes over me as if I did
not yet understand it, but as though I should
some day come to understand, as though the
terror about which I read was already lurking
for me as I read about it, just as one becomes
ill of the disease one reads about.
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MY SILENT CONFIDANT:

Everything has its time, the frenzy of
the fever is past, I am J!lke a convalcscent The
secret in Job, the Yital power, the n nerve, the
idea, is that in spite of everything Job is in the
right. By this claim he constltuted himself an
exception to all huma ]uf‘ld’ ical interpreta-
tions, while bynfhls tenacity of purpose and by
his power he demonstrated his authority, his
well warranted authority. For him every hu-
man explanation is only a misunderstanding, and:
in relation to God all his affliction is only a

f'/ sophism, which he’indeed cannot resolve, but
which he trusts God can resolve. Every argu-
mentum ad hominem is used against him, but he

o "7 buoyantly maintains his conviction. He claims
to be on good terms with God, he knows that
he is innocent and pure in his inmost heart,
where he is conscious that God knows it too,
and yet the whole of existence contradicts him.
']:he greatness of Job consists in the fact that the
passion of freedom within him is not stifled or

,tranquilized by a false expression. Under sim-
¢+ ilar circumstances this passion is often stifled in
a man for the fact that pusillanininity and paltr‘y
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dread had made him believe that he suffered
for the sake of his sins, when such was not the
case at all. The soul of such a man lacked per-
sistence in carrying a thought through when
the world persisted in thinking the contrary.
When a man thinks that a misfortune overtook
him because of his sins, that may be pretty and

genuine and humble, but it may also be l,)-f >/ (,“,

" cause he obscurely conceives of God as a tyrant

a notion to which a man at the same ins

£
gives a meaningless expression by subsummg‘“’ v/

God under ethical categories.—Nor did Job
become demoniac. Thus, for example, a man
may acknowledge that God is in the right, not-
withstanding he believes that he himself is. He
desires toshowin a way that he loves God, even

when God wouléf{emp}t the man that lovcs:q; /

!.

Him. Or he says that God cannot alter the
world for his sake, and so he will be magnan-

flmous enough to continue to love God. This

> is a thoroughly demoniac passion which de-

:'serves a separate psychological treatment. It

sometlmes puts an_ cnd to what we may call
the qttarrel in a hUmorous spirit, rather than
make togvmuch qus, or it‘éulminates in an
eg{nsué and de‘fant reliance upon the strength
of its own feeling. P

Job continues to uphold the claim that he is

in the right. He does this in such a way that he

y testifies thereby to the noble human dauntless-
)

'
Vo
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/.-ness which knows what a man is, that He is
) Mrail as the life of a flower and soon fades, but
“..7 that nevertheless in the possession of freedom
¥’ he is great, and has a consciousness of his free-
dom which God Himself cannot take away
from him, though it was He that gave it. Job
also maintains his claim in such a way that one

can see in him the love and trustfulness which

is assured that God can explain everything, if
only one can get Him to speak. v ‘

* The friends provide Job with plenfy to do;
‘the dispute with them is a purgatory in which
the thought that he is nevertheless right be-
comes purified. If he himself had lacked power

.. and inventiveness to alarm his conscience and
L ~dismay his soul, had lacked imagination to
make him fearful for himself on account of the
fault or guilt which secretly he might harbor

in his inmost heart, then the friends would
have helped him by their broad hints and by
their impudent accusations, which like envious
dousing-rods might be expected to summon
forth what lay most deeply concealed. His mis-
fortune is their principal argument, and thus
everything is established to their satisfaction.
One might suppose that Job would either lose

his mind or gollﬂﬁégouf%f shéer weariness with

*his misery; ‘capitulating at his enemies discre-
"'J';tion. Elephaz, Bildad, Zophar, and above all
Elihu who rises to his feet integer when the
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others are weary, play variations upop the
theme that his misfortune is'a chastisement; he
is to repent, pray for forgiveness, then all will
be well again. o »)

Job, however, maintains his contention. His
claim is like a passport with which he takes
leave of the world and mankind, it is a demand
. which men protest, but do not by that anni-

»hilate Job. He employs every expedient to move
the hearts of his friends. He tries to move them
to coiﬁpassxon (“Have pity upon me”),” he
" terrifies them by his voice (“Ye are forgers of
lies’).”* In vain. The cry of his pain becomes
more and more vehiement; with the increasing
opposition of the friends his reflection becomes
absorbed in his sufferings. Yet this does not
move the friends, this is not the question at
issue. They would willingly agree with him that
he suffers and that he has reason to cry aloud,
that “‘the wild ass does not bray when it has
grass,”’”® but they require him to perceive
chastisement in his sufferings.

How then does one explain Job’s claim? The
explanation is this, that the whole thing is a
trial of probation. This explanation, however,
suggests new and’ unresolved difficulties, which
I have endeaYored to make clear to myself in
the following way. Science does indeed deal
with and explain existence, including man’s
relation to God. But what science is there of
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such a sort that it has place for a relationship
defined as probation, which when conceived
in the light of the infinite does not exist, but
exists only for the individual? Such a science
there is not, and there cannot possibly be.
Moreover: how does the individual get to know
that it is a trial of probation? The individual
who has any conception whatever of an exis-
tence in thought and a being of consciousness
readily perceives thdt this is not so quickly
done as said, nor so quickly over as it is said,
nor so quickly grasped as it is said. First the oc-
currence in question must be clarified by ab-
stracting it from the cosmic connection and
receive a religious baptism and a religious
name; then one has to présent oneself for in-

bﬁg’;l of ethics, and then
comes the expression, “trial.” KBefore this
moment the individual did not exist by virtue
of thought. Every explanation was still possible,

" and the whirlpool of passion was let loose. Only

the men who have no conception or an un-
worthy conception of living by virtue of spirit
are in this respect quickly done with it; they
have a half hour’s reading with which to con-
sole men, just as not a few philosophical ap-
prentices have a hasty result to offer.

The greatness of Job does not therefore con-
sist solely in the fact that he said, “The Lord
gave, the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the
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,f name of the Lord’’—which he uttered, more-

\over, at the beginning and did not repeat later.
But Job’s s1§mﬁcance is that the border con-

7 flicts incidént to faith are fqught out in him,

P N

and that the prodigious insurrection of the wild
and bellicose powers of passion are here set

forth. Cpar e oo A
Therefore Job does not tranquilize like a

hero of faith, but he provided temporary relief. /"

Job represents as it were the whole weighty plea—7

presented on man’s behalf i in the great suit be-
tween God and man, the prolix and dreadful
process of justice which had its ground in the
fact that Satan raised a suspicion against Job,
and which ends with the explanation that the
whole thing is a trial of probation.

This category, ‘““trial of probation,” is neither
aesthetic, nor ethical, nor dogimatic, it is en-
tirely transcendent. Not until it is known to be
a trial could a place be found for it in a dog-
matic work.,But,so soon as this knowledge is at
hand the eldsncny of trial is weakened, and the
category is really a different one. This category
is absolutely transcendent and places man in a
purely personal relationship of contradiction
to God, in such a relationship that he cannot
rest content with any explanation at second
hand.

’The fact that a great many people have this
category ready at ence on every occasion, the
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- gruel needing only to be heated, merely proves
that they have not comprehended it. The man
who has,a well r,qlo;zed consciousness of the
world Itis4. Vefy-long detsur to make before
he reaches this category. Such was the case with
Job, who proves the. breadth of his conception
of %}ng d by the es;s with whxch he is
ablé to eschew all r’a*f?y ethical evasi6fis and -
cunning wiles. Job is not a hero of faith, he
gives birth with prodigiou§ pains to the cat-
egory of ““trial”>—precisely because he is so de-
veloped that he does not possess this category
in childish immediacy.
I can see well that this category might have
a tendency to erase and suspend reality as a
whole by defining it as a trial with relation to
eternity. Yet this objection has no force for me;
for since a trial is temporary it is eo ipso qualified
by relation to time and must be done away
with in time.
So much I am able to perceive now, and as
I have taken the liberty of initiating you into
it all, I write these last lines personally to you.
From you, as you know, I require nothing—
except that I may take the liberty of remaining

Devotedly yours.
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My SILENT CONFIDANT!
b w

The té{npests have raged themselves
out—the thunderstorm is past—Job has been
réprovcd before the eyes of men—the Lord and
Job understand one another, they are recon-

i~

ciled, ‘“‘the intimacy of the Lord dwells again

in the tents of Job as in the former days”7®—
men have learnt to understand Job, they come
now to eat bread with him,”” to bemoan and
comfort him, his brothers and sisters make
each of them a present to him of a piece of
money and a gold ring—]Job is blessed and has
received everything double. This is what is
called a repetition. How much good'a thunder-
storm does aftér all! How blessed it must be
after all to be reproved of God! Ordinarily a
man is so likely to harden himself against re-
proof; when God passes judgment a man loses
himself and forgets the pain in the love which

“/"d is intent upon educating.

Who could have conceived this conclusion?
And yet no other conclusion is conceivable—
and ncrth)er is this. When everything has come
to a standstill, when thought is brought to a

~ halt, when speech becomes mute, when the ex-
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planation in bewilderment seeks the way home
—then there must be a thunderstorm. Who can
understand this? And yct who can find out any
;' other conclusion? . »77 w>* *7 1
+ 'y Did Job lose his case? ch eternally; for he
can appeal to no higher court than that which
judged him. Did Job gain his case? Yes,
eternally...for the fact that he lost his case be-
Sfore God."®
So then there is such a thing as a repetition.
When does it come about? Wéll, that’s not so
easy to say in any human language. When did
.-ig come about for Job? When all conceivable hu-
. “man certitude and probability pronounced it
impossible. Little by little he loses everything;
therewith hope vanishes gradually in . propor-
-+ tion as reality, far from being mollified, makes
heavier and heavier claims upon him. In the =
sense of immediacy all is lost. His friends, es-
pemally Blldad ¢ know of only ene way out,
that by submlttmg to his chastiséent he mlgll}
hope to have a repetition in superabunda’nce -
For that Job is not willing. Thereupon the plot
thickens, so that only by a thunderstorm can
it be resolved.

For me this narrative contains an indescrib-
able consolation.-Was it not lucky I did not
follow your much admired plan so shrewdly
thought out? Perhaps, humanly speaking, it
was cowardice on my part, but perhaps now
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divine governance can the more readily come
to my aid. A

There is only one thing I regret, namely, that
I did not bég the girl to give me my liberty. I
am convinced she would have done it. For who
indeed can conceive of a girl’s magnanumty'v’“
And yet I cannot altogether regret it, for I
know that I abstained from doing it because I
was too proud for her sake to do it.

In case I had not Job! I say no more for fear
of burdening you with my perpetual refrain.

Devotedly yours.
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MY SILENT CONFIDANT: -
2 G o L

Here I sit. On the plea of “innocent”
(as they say in thieves’ Latin), or “by the
King’s grace”?® I don’t know. I know only
this, that I am sitting and that I have not

».» “budged from the spot. Here I stay—whether

on my head or on my heels I do not know; I
know only this, that here I stay and that for a
whole month I have remained suspenso gradu
without drawing my foot toward me or making
the least movement.

I am expecting a thunderstorm...and repeti-
tion. Yet—if only the thunderstorm were to
come! At the very thought I am joyful, inde-
scribably blissful—even if my sentence were to
be that no repetition is possible.

4% What is this thunderstorm to accomplish?
It is to make me capable of being a husband.
That will crush my whole personality—I am
ready for it. It will make me unrecognizable in
my own eyes—I do not waver, although I am
standing upon one leg. My honor is saved, my
pride is redeemed; and, however it may trans-
form me, I hope nevertheless that the recollec-
tion will remain with me as an inexhaustivbge

© 185 e S
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_ comfort, will remain when that has come to
> Pass\ which in a certain sense I fear more than
{w’é self-slaughter, because it will disturb me on an
e entirely different scale. .If the thunderstorm
l does not come, than I shall4esort to cunning{”"
then I shall not die by any means, but make
. .. out that I am dead, so that kindred and friends
- )Y " might bury me. When they lay me in the coffin
I shall very quietly pocket my expectation. No-
body willget toknow it,for otherwise they would
beware of burying aman whostill had life in him.
For the rest, I am doing everything in my
power to make a husband out of myself. I sit
and trim myself, removing everything incom-
mensurable, in order to become commensur-
able. Every morning I lay aside all the impa-
tience and infinite striving of my soul~to no
avail, the next instant it is there again. Every
morning I shave off the beard in which I
laugh®—to no avail, next morning my beard
is as long as ever. I revoke myself, as a bank
recalls its notes in order to put new ones in cir-
culation—that will not succeed. I dispose of all
my idea-wealth, my stocks and bonds, to buy
matrimonial pocket-money—alas, in that coin-
age my riches come to very little.
However, I will be brief; my attitude and my
situation do notallow me to employ many words.

Devotedly yours.®
186
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""" me from his last l;,tter,. that he is laboring under

-,

B o
NOTWITHSTANDING [ retired from the
world long ago and’réncunced all theorizing, I
cannot deny that the young man, because of
my interest in him, put me a bit out of my pen-
dulum-regularity. This much is easily clear to

a complete mlsapprehensmn What he is suffer-
ing from is a misapplied melancholy mag-
nanimity for which there is properly no place
but in a poet’s brain. He expects a thunder-
storm which is to make him over into a hus-
band—perhaps he means a nervous apoplexy: "

The reality is exactly the opposite. He is the _‘,,: i

sort of man that says, “Whole battalion right-"
about face,” instead of facing right-about him-

self®* which can be expressed in another way:

the girl must be got out of the way. If I were

not so old, I might ask to have the pleasure of
taking her myself, just to help the man.

He rejoices that he has not followed my
“shrewd” plan. That’s exactly like him. To
think that even at this moment he cannot per-
ceive that it would have been the only correct
plan! One can’t have any dealings with him
and it is lucky he doesn’t want a reply, for it
would be ridiculous to carry on a correspond-
ence with a man who holds in his hand such a
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trump as a thunderstorm. If only he possessed
my shrewdness! Whether, when that event he
is counting upon has come about, he would
want to give it a religious expression—that’s
his affair, I have no objection. But it is always
well to have done everything human shrewd-
ness can prescribe. I ought to have been in his
place, I should have been of more help to the
girl. Now she will perhaps find it more difficult
to forget him. She did not get to the point of
screaming, and that is a misfortune. There
must be some crying, that is a good thing, just
as it is a good thing when blood comes with a
bruise. One must let a girl cry, and then after-
wards she has nothing to cry for, but quickly
forgets.

He did not follow my advice, and now she
presumably sits and grieves. I can well perceive
that this must be exceedingly disastrous for
him. In case there was a girl who was inclined
to sit and grieve for me in this fashion, I should
fear her more than anything in the world, more
than a democrat fears a tyrant. She would dis-
turb me profoundly, I should be conscious of
her every instant, as one is of a sore tooth. She
would disturb me because she was ideal, and I,
when it comes to that, am too proud of my sen-
sibility to tolerate the notion that anybody in
the world has a stronger or more lasting sen-
timent than I. If she were to remain upon that
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ideal pinnacle, I might have to put up with it
that my life, instead of progressing, remained
stationary, in pausa. Perhaps there might be
some man who was unable to bear the painful
admiration she compelled him to feel for her,
and would become so envious that he would
resort to every expedient to destroy her—
poison, for example.

For though she were to say, as so often has
been said and written and printed and read
and forgotten and repeated, “I have loved thee
—now I admit it” (saying “now” in spite of
the fact that she presumably had said it
hundreds of times before); “I have loved thee
more dearly than God” (which is not saying
little...and yet not saying much in our godfear-
ing times when godly fear is so rare a phe-
nomenon)—that would not disturb the man.
The ideal is not to die of sorrow, but to keep
well and cheerful if possible, and yet rescue
one’s sentiment. To take another man is no
great exploit. That is a weakness, a very simple
and plebeian virtuosity in honor of which only
the town militia would present arms. Everyone
who has an artistic eye for life can readily see
that this is a blunder, which cannot be re-
paired even by marrying seven times.

Moreover, when he regrets that he had not
begged her to give him his freedom, he needn’t
put himself out, that wouldn’t have helped
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much, in all human probability he would have
furnished her arms against himself, for to beg
for one’s freedom is really something quite
different from supplying a girl with the ex-
planation that she is one’s muse. Here one per-
ceives again that he is a poet. A poet is as it
were born to be a dupe of the girls. Though the
girl had made a fool of him right before his
open eyes, he would have thought it mag-
nanimity on her part. He may rather con-
gratulate himself that he did not commit this
imprudence. She then presumably would have
gone to work in dead earnest. She would have
tried her hand not merely on the little mul-
tiplication table of the erotic (which is lawful,
and which she has a right to do), but also at
the big table of marriage which deals with
greater magnitudes. She would have taken
God as her sponsor, invoked everything that is
holy, laid under embargo every precious mem-
ory which might dwell in his soul.?® In this
field, when opportunity offers, many young
girls employ without any embarrassment a
falsehood which not even a seducer would per-
mit himself to employ. One who in the erotic
field operates ““by God’s help,” and wants to
be loved ‘“for God’s sake,” ceases to be oneself
and becomes stronger than heaven and more
important than a man’s eternal blessedness.
Suppose the girl had schooled him in that
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fashion, he perhaps would never have forgotten
it, never got over it, since presumably he would
have been too chivalric to listen to a sensible
word from me, but would have let every out-
burst of hers count as genuine coin to be pre-
served as eternal truth. Suppose that after-
wards this was shown to be an exaggeration, a
little lyrical impromptu, a sentimental diver-
sion.—O well, his magnanimity idea would
perhaps have helped him in this case also.

My friend is a poet, and to a poet belongs
essentially this fanatical faith in woman. I, if I
may say it with all due respect, am a prosaist.
So far as the other sex is concerned, I have my
own opinion, or rather I have none at all, since
I have very seldom seen a girl whose life could
be construed in terms of a category. Generally
a woman lacks the logical consistency which is
necessary if one is to hold a human being in
admiration or in contempt. She deceives her-
self before she deceives another, and therefore
one has no scale to judge her by.

My young friend had better look out. I have
not much confidence in his thunderstorm. I
believe he would have done well to follow my
advice. The idea was in movement in the
young man’s love, and for that reason I was
interested in him. The plan I proposed applied
the idea as a measuring rod. That is the surest
scale in the world. When a man watches that
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attentively, everybody who would deceive him
is fooled. The idea was applied—that I
thought he owed to the loved one and to him-
self. If she had been capable of living in that
fashion (which requires no extraordinary
talents but only sincerity), then the moment he
left her she would have said to herself, “I now
have nothing more to do with him, whether he
was a deceiver or not, whether he returns or
not; what I retain is the ideality of my own
love, and that I shall know how to hold in
honor.” If she had done this, then my friend’s
situation would have been painful enough, for
then he would have remained in sympathetic
grief and distress. However, who would not put
up with that when in the midst of all his sorrow
he had the joy of admiring the loved one? His
life would have been arrested like hers, but it
would have been arrested as a river is arrested
in its course when it is enchanted by the spell
of music.—If she were not capable of using the
idea as the regulative principle of her life, then
he might properly reflect that he had not
troubled her life by showing his pain.
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May 13
MY SILENT CONFIDANT:

She is married—to whom I do not
know, for when I read it in the paper it was as
though I had a touch of apoplexy, and I lost
the notice and have.not had patience to make a
closer inspection. I am again myself, here I
have the repetition, I understand everything,
and existence seems to me more beautiful than
ever. It came as a thunderstorm after all,
though I owe its occurrence to her magna-
nimity. Whoever she has chosen (I will not even
say “preferred,” for as a husband every man is
preferable to me), she has at any rate showed
magnanimity toward me. Though he were the
most beautiful man in the world, a paragon of
amiability, capable of enchanting every girl,
and though she may have brought the whole
sex to despair by giving him her “Yes,” she
nevertheless has acted magnanimously toward
me—if in no other respect, at least by for-
getting me completely. What is so beautiful as
feminine magnanimity! Let the earthly queen
of beauty fade, let the luster of her eyes be
dimmed, let her erect figure be bent by the
weight of years, let her curls lose their fascinat-
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ing power when they are hidden by the humble
coif, let her royal glance which swayed the
world now embrace and watch over with
motherly love the family circle she protects—a
girl who has been so magnanimous never
‘grows old. Let existence reward her as it has,
( let it give her what she loved more—it'gave me
also what I loved more...myself, and gave it
-through her magnanimity.

» I am again myself. This self which another
}would not pick up from the road I possess .
again. The discord in my nature is resolved, I
/ am again unified. The terrors which found sup-
port and nourishment in my pride no longer
enter in to distract and separate. Is there not
then a repetition? Did I not get everything
doubly restored? Did I not get myself again,
precisely in such a way that I must doubly feel
its significance? And what is a repetition of
tearthly geods which are of no consequence to
)the spirit—what are they in comparison with
isuch a repetition? Only his children Job did
not receive again double,®® because a human
life is not a thing that can be duplicated. In
that case only spiritual repetition is possible,
although in the temporal life it is never so per-
fect as in eternity, which is the true repetition.

I am again myself, the machinery has been
set in motion. The snares in which I was en-
tangled have been hewn asunder, the magic
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spell which bewitched me so that I could not
return to myself has now been broken. There is
no one any more who lifts up her hands against
me, my liberation is assured, I am born to my-
self, for so long as Ilithia®? folds her hands one
who is in travail cannot bring to birth.

It is over, my yawl is afloat, the next minute
I am where my soul’s yearning was, where the
ideas foam with elemental rage, where
thoughts arise boisterously like the nations in
migration, where at another season there is a
stillness like the profound silence of the South
Sea, so that one can hear oneself speak even
though the movement goes on in one’s own in-
terior—there where one every instant stakes
one’s life, every instant loses it, and wins it
again.

I belong to the idea. When that beckons me
I follow, when it appoints a tryst I await it day .
and night, no one calls me at midday, no one
awaits me at supper. When the idea calls I for-
sake everything, or rather I have nothing to
forsake, I deceive nobody, I grieve nobody by
being faithful to the idea, my spir't is not
grieved by having to grieve another. When I
return home no one reads in my looks, no one
deciphers in my countenance, no one extorts
from my being an explanation which not even
I can give to another, as to whether I am bliss-
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ful in gladness or despondent in distress, as to
whether I have gained life or have lost it.

The chalice of inebriation is again held out
to me, already I inhale its fragrance, already I
am sensible of its foaming music—but first a
libation to her who saved a soul which sat in the
solitude of despair. Hail to feminine magna-
nimity ! Long life to the high flight of thought,
to moral danger in the service of the idea! Hail
to the danger of battle! Hail to the solemn
exultation of victory! Hail to the dance in the
vortex of the infinite! Hail to the breaking wave
which covers me in the abyss! Hail to the
breaking wave which hurls me up above the
stars!
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Copenhagen, August®® 1843
MY DEAR READER:

Forgive me for talking to thee so in-

timately—but are we not unter uns? For though
thou be a fictitious figure, thou art surely not a
plurality but only one, so that after all we are
justthouand I.

If it is taken for granted that everyone is a
reader in an unreal sense who reads a book for
this or that casual reason having nothing to
do with the book, then there would not be
many real readers left, even for the authors
whose clientele is very numerous. For who in
our time would waste an instant upon the
whimsical thought that there is an art in being
a good reader?—to say nothing of expending
time to become such. This lamentable situa-
tion has naturally an effect upon the author,
who, in my opinion, does well to write like
Clemens Alexandrinus®® in such a way that
the heretics cannot understand what he writes.

An inquisitive woman reader who looks at
the conclusion of every book she finds on her
bed-table, in order to see whether the lovers
get one another in the end, will here be disap- ...
pointed; for ordinarily the lovers do gm
149 _ Q\(
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another, but my friend, though he too is a
male, gets no one. Now since it is evident that
this is not due to a transient and accidental cir-
cumstance, the matter becomes pretty serious
for the marriageable girls anxious to be mar-
ried, who merely by being compelled to strike
off the list one single male see the likelihood of
fulfilling their expectation somewhat dimin-
ished.—An anxious paterfamilias will per-
haps be fearful that his son might go the same
way as my friend, and will therefore express
the opinion that the book does not leave a har-
monious impression, forasmuch as it does not
furnish a ready-made uniform for a musketeer.
—An ephemeral genius will perhaps find that
“the excéption” creates too many difficulties
for himself and takes the thing too seriously.—
A genial housewife will seek in vain for a glorifi-
cation of the trivialities of the sitting-room or
of the gossip of the tea-table.—A staunch
champion of reality will perhaps be of the
opinion that the whole thing turns upon noth-
ing.—An experienced match-maker will regard
the book as a failure, since the real interest
would be to find out how a girl ought to be con-
stituted ““to make such a man happy”’; for that
there must be such a girl, or at least must have
been, she convinces herself in a way which is
thoroughly satisfactory to her.—His Reverence
affirms roundly that there is too much philos-
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ophy in the book, whereas the thoughtful eye
of His Right Reverence seeks in vain for the
genuine speculative interest which the flock,
especially in our days, needs so sorely.—My
dear reader, we can just as well say this among
ourselves as it were, for thou canst understand
that I do not mean to say that all these verdicts
might in reality be expressed, seeing that the
book will not have many readers.

The ordinary reviewer will find in this book
the opportunity he desires to elucidate the fact
that it is not a tragedy, a comedy, a romance,
an epic, an epigram, or a novel; and will also
count it unpardonable that one tries in vain to
count 1, 2, 3.%° He will hardly be able to follow
the development of thought, for it is an in-
verted development. The tendency of the book
will certainly not commend itself to him either,
for in general reviewers explain existence in
such a way that both the universal and the par-
ticular are annulled. Above all, it is expecting
too much of an ordinary reviewer to suppose
that he might have an interest in the dialectical
struggle by which the exception breaks away
from the universal, in the prolix and very com-
plicated procedure by which the exception
fights his way through and asserts himself as a
justified exception—for the unjustified excep-
tion is recognizable precisely by the fact that
he wants to get around the universal.® This
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. .- _ sstrife is exceedingly. dialectical, having infinite
" >~ nuances; it b”oﬁgu‘t{és absolute readiness in
andlin dialectic of the universal, it re-

zuir‘:s sfn tr;;:ss in thegfin{(t’gtllhc))uﬁ of move’mfentz,

in short, it is as difficult as putting a man to

death and leaving him alive. On the one side

stands the exception, on the other the universal,

and the strife itself is a strange conflict between

the wrath and impatience of the universal at

the “hibbub the., exception causes, and its

amatory predilection for the exception. For
Aundamentally the universal rejoices just as

) .. much over the exception as heaven rejoices
over one sinner that repenteth, more than over

the ninety and pine éust persons. \Qg the other
side the insubzdiﬂation and defiance of the
. exception is in conflict with its wealqussand
.+ -~ morbidity. The whole thing is a wrestling
match®? in which the universal breaks with the
exception, breaks with it in strife, and strength-

ens it by this conflict. If the exception is unable

to endure the distress, the universal does not

help it, any more than heaven helps a sinner

who cannoténdure the pain of repentance. The

earnest and resolute exception (which though

- in conflict with the universal is nevertheless a

o0 Fscion from its root) maintains itself. The situa-
i tion is as follows. The exception thinks also the
universal when it thinks itself, it labors also for

the universal when it elaborates itself, it ex-
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if one would study the universal thorsughly,

plains the universal when it explains itself, and ’\\

one has only to look for the justiﬁ%%l exception,
which manifests everything more clearly than
does tl}?”l)%,i\)/ersal itself. The justified excep-
tion is reconciled with the universal; the uni-
versal is fundamentally, {;Bo!f;g}ical against the
exception, for it will not evince its predilection
before the exception, so to speak, compel§ it to’
admit it. If the exception does not possess this
power, it is not justified, and therefore it is very
shrewd of the universal not to evince its pre-
dilection too early. If heaven loves one sinner
more than ninety and nine just persons, the
sinner doubtless does not know this from the
beginning; on’the contrary, he is sensible only
of heaven’s wrath, until at last he, as it were,
compels heaven to speak out. . - ,

< In the course of time one grows weary of the

. perpetual patter about the universal, always

the universal, repeated to the most tedious exy
treme of insipidity. There are exceptions. I
one cannot explain them, neither can one ex-
plain the universal. Commonly one does not
notice the difficulty because one does not :
think even the universal with passion but with :

_ an easygoing superficiality. On the other hand, 1’

the exception thinks the universal with serious )’
passion.
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When one thinks of the umyex;,sa; in this way,
a new order of rank and precedence emerges,
and the exception, poor fellow, in case he is fit
for anything, comes again to honors and

- dignity.
% Such an exception is a poet. He represents
the transition to the more properly aristoctatic
exceptions, namely, the religious exceptions.
The poet is generally an exception. People
commonly rejoice over such a man and over
his productions. I think therefore it might be
‘worth while for once to bring such a figure into
being.?? The young man whom I have brought
into being is a poet. More than this I am un-
able to do; for at the utmost I can get as far as
to imagine a poet, I cannot become a poet my-
self, and moreover my interests lie elsewhere.
I have had a purely aesthetic and psychological
interest in this task. I have brought my own
person into the theme; but if thou, my dear
reader, wilt look more closely, thou wilt easily
see that I am only a serviceable spirit and am
far from being indifferent to the young man, as
he fears. This was a misunderstanding to which
I gave occasion in order by this means to bring
him out. Every movement I have made is made
only in order to throw light upon him; I have
constantly had him in mente, every word of mine
is either ventriloquism or is uttered with refer-
ence to him. Even where jest and frolicsome-
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ness seem to rollick regardlessly, they always
have regard to him; even where all ends in
melancholy, there is a hint about him, about
his condition. For this reason all movements
take place lyrically, and what I say about my-
self one is to understand obscurely of him, or
by what I say one is to understand him better.
Thus I have done for him what I could—just
as now in what I am about to say I try to be of
service to thee, dear reader, by being again a
different person. (-

A poet’s life be s in conflict with the whole,
of existence. Th&’gist of it is to find an appeas
ment or a justific ﬁtlon fot in the first conﬂxct
he must always be dcfeatcd and if he is bent
upon triumphing at once, he is an unjustified
exception. Now my poet finds a justification
precisely in the fact that existence absolves him
at the instant when he would as it were an-
nihilate himself. His soul now gains religious
tone. This is what really supports him, al-
though it never gets to the point of breaking
through. The dithyrambic joy in his last letter

is an example of this, for the joy is indubitably

grounded in a religious sentiment, which re-
mains howevcg ‘an mward experience. He
keeps the religious’ sentiment as a secret he is
unable to explain, although this secret helps
him poetically to explain reality. He explains
the universal as repetition, and yet he himself
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understands repetition in a different sense; for
while reality becomes repetition, yet for him
his own consciousness raised to the second
power is repetition. He has had what essen-
tially belongs to a poet, a love experience; but
it is entirely ambiguous: happy /unhappy,
comic /tragic. With reference to the girl it can
all be interpreted comically; for since it was
principally sympathy which moved him, his
suffering was due in great part to the fact that
the loved one suffered. If in this respect he was
under a misapprehension, the comic aspect
dominates. If he has regard to himself, the
tragic aspect becomes prominent, as it does
also in another sense when he pictures the loved
one ideally. He has retained an ideal concep-
tion of the whole love affair, to which he is able
to give any expression whatever, but as sen-
timentally defined, because he possesses no
factual evidencd’ He has therefore a fact of con-
sciousness, or rather he has no fact of conscious-
ness but a dialectical elasticity which will make
him productive in the realm of sentiment.
While this productivity remains his utmost at-
tainment, he is sustained by something unut-

- terably religious. Thus in the earlier letters, in

some of them especially, the movement came
much closer to a really religious conclusion;
but the instant the temporary suspension is

, ‘Rl.ifted he gets himself again, now however as a

o

b ”

-
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poet, and the religious sinks down to the bot- {_
tom, that is, it remains as an unutterable sub-
stratum. -~ 7
If he had had a deeper religious background,
he would not have become a poet. Then
everything would have acquired for him re-
. ligious significance. The event in which he was
” ensnared would still have had significance for
) ‘v him, but then the shock would have come from
v higher spheres, and then also he would have |
béen in possession of a very different sort of '
authority, even though it were bought by suf-
ferings still more painful; he then would have
acted with an iron consistency and firmness
such as he did not show, he then would haye
gained a fact of consciousness to which he could
constantly hold and which would never He-
come ambiguous to him but would be profound
earnestness because he himself had posited it
by virtue of a God-rclationship'.“l‘hc same ip-
stant the whole question about the temporal
would have become indifferent to him; what
is called reality would in a deeper sense be of , —
no importance to him. He would have drained A
off religiously all the dreadful consequences
contained in that occurrence. Though reality
were to turn out differently, it wlg;x}d not
change him essentially; even if the wofst were
to come to pass, it would not dismay him more
than he already was dismayed. He would then
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have understood with religious fear and trem-
bling, but also with trust and confidence, what
he had done from the very first, and what as a
consequence of this he was mox;?.}lx bound to
do later, .even though this oblig#tion were to

\yprompt the strangest behavior. On the other
"hand it is characteristic of the young man as a

poet that he never could make thoroughly clear
to himself what he had done, precisely because
in the outward and visible aspect he wants to
see it and does not want to see it, or in the out-
ward and visible aspect he does not want to see
it, and therefore wants to see it and does not
want to see it. A religious individual, on_the
contrary, ré)poses in _himself and dlsdams all
the childish pran{f reality. <> Ut
My dear reader, thou wilt understand that
the young man is the focus of interest, whereas
I am a transitory figure, like a midwife in rela-
tion to the child she has brought to birth. And
such in fact is my position, for I have as it were
brought him to birth, and therefore as the
older person I do the talking. My personality
is a presupposition psychologically necessary to
force him out, while my personality will never
be able to get to the point he has reached, for
the primitive power by which he advances is a
new and different factor. Therefore from the
beginning he has been in good hands, although
I have often had tq tease him in order that he
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might make himself visible. At the first glance I
saw that he was a poet—for this reason, if for
no other, that an occurrence which, if it had
happened to a commonplace man would
quietly have come to nothing, assumed in his
case the proportions of a cosmic event.
Although I often do the talking, thou, my
dear reader, wilt everywhere recognize that
thou art reading about him; for thou hast un-
derstanding of the heartfelt emotions and con-
ditions of the soul, and it is for this reason I
call thee “dear.” So thou wilt understand why
the transitions are so various, and even though
_ thou art taken aback when now and then a
7 ”douche of sentiments suddenly descends upon
thee, thou wilt afterwards see how everything
is variously modified to fit together, and wilt
see also that the particular moods are fairly
correct, which is a capital consideration where
the lyrical element is so important. Thou wilt
perhaps from time to time be disturbed by an
apparently idle witticism or by an indolent
expression of defiance, but afterwards perhaps

thou wilt be reconciled to this.
W " Devotedly thine,
CONSTANTINE CONSTANTIUS.
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EDITOR’S NOTES

For these notes I am chiefly indebted, as usual, to the
editors of the latest Danish edition of Kierkegaard’s works.
I do not place them at the foot of the page, because I would
not mar the appearance of the page. Kierkegaard himself
used very few footnotes in the works which he regarded as
“aesthetic’ or literary. In this case there is only one.

1 Referring to his doctrine of the “monad,” to which he
ascribed an obscure intuition (“‘perception’) of the
whole subsequent development, so that it could be said
that “the present is pregnant with the future.”

2 The author is S.K. himself, for he quotes the conclusion of
one of the “Diapsalmata’ in Eitker/Or.

3 Act iii. Scene 12 of a drama of that name, in which the
celebrated Neapolitan soprano Farinelli (1705-1838)
rouses Louis XV from his apathy to music and draws
Philip V of Spain out of his somber melancholy.

4 The manuscript read: “which I am not abusing, for he is
dead.”

5 In the Preface to the Fables.

6 In Either/Or S.K, sketched a full-length portrait of Elvira,
one of the victims of Don Juan.

7 Restitution to the original condition.

8 The manuscript reads: “he shot himself.” .

9 It meixas overflowed—the phrase is from Goethe’s Faust,
1. 2409.

10 The manuscript read: ‘“death”—instead of “disap-
pearance.”

11 Referring more especially to Plato’s Parmenides. Cf. the
Interlude in the Fragments.

12 Motion or change. Cf. Plato’s Parmenides and Aristotle’s
Physics II1. 1.

13 Georg Hamann was the German author whom S.K.
admired above all. This passage (which here is quoted
in German) is to be found in his Werke (Roth’s ed.)
I p. 467. The Greek phrases mean: “in a human way,”
and “in an absolute way.”
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14 S.K.’s favorite professor, Poul Mgller, entitled a book of
his Straw Thoughts.

15 A prominent member of the society of political liberals
which celebrated annually the establishment on May
28, 1831, of the new constitution of the Danish Par-
liament. He incurred S.K.’s displeasure for his liberal
views, especially for his speech before this society on
May 28, 1837, just after S.K. had won some fame by
several newspaper articles of a conservative tendency.
In 1840 Ussing withdrew from the liberal opposition,
became Professor of Jurisprudence in the University,
and cherished political ambitions.

16 The inhabitants of a small island east of Jutland were
proverbial in Copenhagen for their naive simplicity.
They were ridiculed in a publication of 1827: “Report
of the Wise Deeds and Bold Exploits of the Inhabitants of
Mol.” S.K.’s account of his suffering is not altogether
fanciful, for he wrote to his friend Boesen soon after
arriving in Berlin on his second visit, “The day after my
arrival I was very bad, my knees ready to sink under
me.”

17 S.K. did in fact return to his old lodgings, and he found
that his bachelor landlord had in the meantime taken a
wife. Cf. my Kierkegaard, pp. 253f.

18 Such is the title of Judge William’s second letter in the
Second Part of Either/Or.

19 Remember, O man, that thou art dust and to dust shalt
thou return.

20 Railways were new, and the tunnel under the Thames
was opened only on May 25, 1843.

21 Over the stage of the Royal Theater in Copenhagen was
written in Danish: “Not for pleasure only.”

22 Two well known restaurants in Copenhagen, the first of
which was frequented by students.

23 A musical comedy in three acts by Nestroy, first given in
1843.

24 The Posse was a kind of farce which became popular in
Berlin about 1840.

25 Color prints, to which S.K. alludes in Training in Christi-
anity. Cf. my Kierkegaard, p. 39.

26 Has not been identified.

27 Plato’s Phaedrus.

28 A favorite Berlin actor (d. 1866).
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29 A Danish poet (1803-1866).

30 A Danish actor who in a vaudeville with this title by
J. L. Heiberg played the réle of Solomon Goldskab.

31 An annual fair in the forest known as Dyrehavn near
Copenhagen.

32 S.K. says in another place, “People nowadays go to
church to be entertained and to the theater to be
edified.”

33 I do not know who it was who “conspired to make
eternity more terrible than time,”’ unless it was Emanuel
Swedenborg by his description of “Heaven and Hell”’;
but today in America the notion of eternal peace is
banished in favor of ‘“the life of perfect service,” al-
though the Gospel promises that those who serve here
(“interim ethics’’) shall reign there.

34 The German poet Ewald inscribed on his coffee urn
verses to this effect: “Like friendship, so thy juice should
be, thou noble Mocha fruit, pure and strong and
warm...and not abused.”

35 According to the deneid IV 697, the goddess of the under-
world could consign no one to death till she had plucked
a hair from the head.

36 Socrates always said “the same thing in the same way.”

37 A German poet (1786-1862). The Danish editors remark
that this passage has not been identified. No wonder,
for I remember reading it in an Islandic saga, a tragic
story of a feud, in consequence of which the hero had to
leave his home to save his life, but because of the ac-
cident here described returned to it and was killed.
S.K. refers to it in his Fournal (II A 233) and associates
it with his conversion.

38 In]J. L. Heiberg’s Kjgge Huskors, Scene 46.

39 In my Kierkegaard, pp. 174f., where the following passage
is translated, I express the opinion that here S.K. is
parodying his own experience of conversion, the ‘in-
describable joy” of May 19, 1838.

40 Troilus and Cressida, Act i. Scene 2. By the time Tieck has
labored to translate this passage into German, and from
this S.K. has turned it into Danish, and I back into
English, it hardly can be denied that by our combined
labor we have improved upon the English bard. For
Shakespeare wrote:
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“He has not but three or four hairs on his chin.
A tapster’s arithmetic may soon bring
The particulars therein to a total.”

41 A persuader to die—a name given to the Cyrenian
philosopher Hegesias (fourth century B.c.), who denied
the possibility of enjoyment in life and talked so allur-
ingly of death that several of his adherents committed
suicide.

42 Note that from this point on repetition is regarded as a
religious experience. Cf. the Introduction.

43 Cf. Horace, Epist. Lii.9.

44 Expectation of what one might be able to do.

45 His defense was that he would not be able to preserve
silence if he were initiated into the mysteries; for if they
were bad, he must dissuade others, and if they were
good he must encourage them to join.

46 To understand this passage one must remember Regina’s
behavior when S.K. sent back the ring: she affirmed
that she would die.

47 Has immediate reference to Heiberg’s play, “An Apoc-
alyptic Comedy,” which Professor Martenserrin his re-
view of it described as “Aristophanic,” alluding to The
Frogs, which depicted satirically the state of the soul
after death, as did Lucian also in his Dialogues of the -
Dead.

48 The term was applied to members of the mendicant
orders who acquired the degree of doctor on easy terms;
but S.K. is thinking here of a more modern instance,
the doctores bollati who received their degrees from the
Counts Palatinate without a university examination.

49 There is an intentional confusion here between real
death and the feigned dying of a lover, a theme which
Constantine Constantius develops in his speech at “The
Banquet” in the Stages on Life’'s Way, pp. 66f.

50 A play on words which cannot be rendered. Ophevelse
means a fuss, a hubbub—used here because opheve
(aufheben) was Hegel’s term for the accomplishment of
the transition from the ‘“‘position” to its negation by
means of mediation.

51 A reader who is acquainted with S.K.’s story will recog-
nize that he actually did what the young man professes
he lacks courage to do. He was a strange combination
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of the cold and calculating Constantine, and the timid
and sensitive young man.

52 A reference to Regina’s behavior when S.K. sent back
the ring with a brief note. Instead of accepting the situa-
tion, she hastened alone to his apartment (thereby, as
he thought, compromising herself) and left a note
adjuring him by all that is holy etc.

53 Adressavisen, No. 85, for April 10, 1843,

54 So called for the uniform furnished by an orphan asylum.

55 From a poem, “The Pyre of Love,” by Shack Stoffelt.

56 The author has not been identified. The meaning is:

The clouds are driving back and forth,
They are so tired with such a weight;
Then roaringly they plunge them down,
The bosom of the earth’s their tomb.

57 In the manuscript the name was given here as Alphonse
—evidently before S.K. had made up his mind to leave
the young man nameless.

58 Job 1:21. Words which were memorable to S.K. because
he heard his father utter them in all sincerity when in
quick succession death had taken away three of his
children. He took it as the text for one of the Four
Edifying Discourses published on December 6, 1843,
about two months after the publication of Repetition.

59 Job 29:4f.

60 Job 7:11.

61 Job 9:3.

62 Job 1 and 2.

63 Job 1:2,

64 S.K. coins a hybrid word, “Seelenverkooper (Dutch
KQielverkooper, German Seelenverkaufer) to describe the
toots or lodging-house keepers who kidnap drunken
sailors and sell them to a ship.

65 Pro Roscio 30, 84: “who profits?”’

66 One who knows S.K.’s works will recognize here the
theme of two-thirds of the Stages, entitled “Guilty?”/
“Not Guilty?”. I wish he had been able to content him-
self with this briefer exposition of it.

67 Cap. 6, iii. §2b and Cap. 1 §2. Balles Lzrbog was a
manual of Christian doctrine and morality which S.K.
must have learnt by rote in his childhood, for he fre-
quently quotes it jestingly.
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68 Character in a well known comedy with that title.

69 Gudskaandsplaster—the name of what presumably was
then regarded in Denmark as a sovereign remedy.

70 On the voyage to Troy the Greeks left him behind on the
island of Lemnos because he was suffering from an in-
curable snake-bite, and they could not bear to hear his
shrieks.

71 Job 1:13 and 2:1.

72 Job 16:21—translated from the Danish version.

73 Job 19:21.

74 Job 13:4,

75 Job 6:5.

76 Job 29:4.

77 Job 42:10,11.

78 It is to be remembered that Either/Or concludes with a
sermon on “The edification in the thought that before
God we are always in the wrong.”

79 Job 8.

80 Infact S.K. did ask it, but Regina would not give it. She
is to be taught by this what magnanimity is.

81 Criminals who according to the old law were sentenced
to death were “by the King’s grace” remanded to the
penitentiary for terms of various lengths.

82 The Danes talked of “laughing in one’s beard’’—instead
of “in one’s sleeve” as we do.

83 Here ten pages were torn from the manuscript, and what
follows was written to replace the original ending—
after S.K. learned of Regina’s engagement to another.

84 The allusion is to a story recorded in the Fournal (II A
378): ““as he rode up to him he whispered, ‘Major, you
should turn about’; whereupon the major shouted in a
loud voice of command, ‘Whole battalion, right-about
face,” and therewith he found himself in just as wrong
a position, not to speak of the fact that the whole bat-
talion°got into the wrong position. That is the misfor-
tune with the politicians; they are always crying ‘Whole
battalion !’ whereas it is only they that ought to do the
about-face.”

85 Alas, this describes exactly what Regina did. It is only
too plain that these four pages were written in the mood
of exasperation prompted by the first news of Regina’s
engagement—and there were more scornful passages in
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the manuscript, which he had the grace to erase before
it was sent to the printer.

86 Job 1:2 and 42:13.

87 A goddess of childbirth. An entry in the Journal (the
reference to which I have lost) makes it clear that S.K.
was thinking of Regina’s folded hands.

88 In the manuscript the date given is “July 1843.”

89 In his Stromateis he often says that he presents the Chris-
tian doctrine in a disguised form so that it might not be
misunderstood and abused by the uninitiated, but he
does not speak expressly of heretics.

90 We are to understand Hegel’s three stages: position,
negation, mediation.

91 The problem of the exception and the universal is
thrashed out in the Second Part of Either/Or, cf. es-
pecially p. 140 of the Danish edition. No dialectician
could delve so deep into this problem unless it was to
him an excruciating personal problem, as it was to S.K.

92 Brydning means wrestling match, but literally it is
““breaking,” and so there is a play on words.

93 In the same way Frater Taciturnus in the Stages would
make one believe at the end that the young man,
Quidam, whom he had depicted so realistically, and -
also the diary which he fished out of the lake, were fig-
ments of his imagination. Of course such mystification
is characteristic of S.K.’s “intriguing pate,” but in this
instance it is clear enough that he was intent upon es-
tablishing an alibi, that is to say, he desired to distract
attention from the only too obvious autobiographical
character of this work by representing that this very real
young man had no historical existence but was merely
his invention, or rather that he was even more remote
from reality, being the invention of the character whom
he invented, Constantine Constantius.
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Becoming, xxx

Being, 33

Berlin, journey to, 3, 36f.

Clement Alexandrinus, 149
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Concept of Dread, xxxi

Constantine Constantius, xv, xxiv
Constantine’s plan, 21f., 99f., 137f.
Contentment, perfect, 74f.

Diligence, the, 36f.
Diogenes, 3
Dogmatic, xxvii, xxxiv

Edifying Discourses, x, xxxvi
Eleatics, xxx, 3, 33

Elvira, 24

Ethics, xxxiv

Exception, the, 151f.

Faith, xxiii, xxxiv

Farce, the, 50f.

Fear and Trembling, ix
Freedom, xviff., xxviif.

Girl in theater, 64f.
Girl, the, 92, 95, 105
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Girls, young, 30
~ “Guilty/Not Guilty,” xxiii

Hamann, 34

Hegelianism, 33

Heiberg, J. L., xiii
Heraclitus, xxx, 33

Home, return, 72

Hope, xxiii, 4f.

Host, 37f.

Housewife, 150

Husband, making myself, 135

Idea, the, 19, 146
Immanent, xxxi

Instant, the, 33

Interest, xii, xv, xxviif., xxxiv

Job, 94, 110f., 1217., 125f., 132f.
Konigstiter Theater, 54f., 70

Leibnitz, 3

Lessing, 20

Lodging, my old, 374.
Love, in, 12

Magnanimity, 143, 146
Marriageable girls, 150
Married, 143

Marvelous, borders of, x, xxii, xxvii, xxxvi

Match-maker, 150

Mediation, x, xxvii
Melancholy, 11, 15, 90, 95
Mentally deranged, 83, 87f.
Metaphysic, xii, xxviif., xxxiiif.
Mpoller, Poul, 11

Motion, xxixf.

“New Year’s Gift,” xv
Nymph, my, 63
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Reader, my, 149f.

Recollection, x, 3f., 12f., 93

Regina, xiii, xxiii
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Repetition, xiii, xvif., xxvif., xxxiii, xxxvi, 3f., 33f., 81, 93,
135, 144, 1551,

Restaurant, 70

Reverence, his, 150

Reviewer, 151

Right Reverence, his, 151

“Rotation,” xxxv

Schrempf, Chr., xxvi

Second Part, xxi

Stoicism, xvii

Symbolize, S.K.’s tendency, x

“Talisman,” 67f.
Testaments, Old and New, xli
Theater, the, 42f.

Thieves’ Latin, 27, 135
Thunderstorm, 135, 138, 141
Transcendent, xxxif., 95
Travel, methods of, 41
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Universal, the, 1514.

178



INDEX
Well, from one’s own, ix, xii
Whimsical book, ix, xxxiii -
Wind in the mountains, 441,

Young man, xx, 137f., 154

174



HOW KIERKEGAARD GOT
INTO ENGLISH

BY WALTER LOWRIE






HOW KIERKEGAARD GOT
INTO ENGLISH

MR. CHARLES WILLIAMS of the Oxford
University Press, who from the first affec-
tionately fostered the enterprise of publishing
S.K.’s works in English, proposed to me several
years ago that I ought to write a little book
about this story. Although the story contains
episodes of some interest, a whole book about
it would be pretentious, I thought, and for the
very fact that I was pars magna in the undertak-
ing I was shy at the thought of telling the tale.
But after all who else could tell it? Now, too,
when the edition is almost complete the reason
for telling it is more obvious, and, as I re-
marked in the Preface, an occasion here pre-
sents itself for telling the story without claiming
for it undue importance. Regarded as “pad-
ding” it may be said that the purchaser of the
book is not paying for it, and no one is required
to read it. I might appropriately have intro-
duced it by the caption: To whom it may con-
cern.

Before telling a story which may concern
only “that single individual” to whom S.K.
addressed himself, I would give a succinct ac-
count of the present status of Kierkegaard pub-
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lications in English, which at this juncture
may be of interest to more than one individual,
even if it does not interest many. It will be seen
from the two lists which follow that six pub-
lishers have had a part in the publications of
translations of S.K. and that five more have
published things about him. I take no account
here of articles in reviews, and I include only
books which deal exclusively with S.K. It will
be seen that Oxford is responsible for ten
volumes, large and small, including Dru’s big
volume of selections from the journal and my
big biography, also three big volumes of mine
which contain six works which originally were
published separately—in all, sixteen transla-
tions besides the Fournal. It is not so evident,
but it is true nevertheless that Princeton will
be responsible eventually for as great a mass of
translation, though it is all comprised in seven
volumes, three of which are S.K.’s biggest
works. The Augsburg Publishing House at
Minneapolis is a close third with seven volumes
to its credit, four of them being translations.
Harpers has published one translation, Daniel
one, and the short-lived Dragon Press pub-
lished in its day another. The second list shows
that five additional publishers have issued
books about S.K. For the sake of making these
lists more concise I indicate the Oxford Uni-
versity Press by “Oxon.,” Princeton Univer-
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sity Press by “Prin.,” and the Augsburg Pub-
lishing House by “Augs.” The number of
pages (which sometimes I have merely es-
timated) gives only an approximate indication
of the size of the book, inasmuch as the pages
vary greatly in dimension and in the character
of the type. Although the translations were
made without any regard to the order in which
the works were originally published, they now
can be listed in the order in which they were
produced by S.K.

KIERKEGAARD’S WORKS IN ENGLISH

1 The Journals, 1834-1855, selections from 20 vols.
translated by Alexander Dru, 665 pp., Oxon.
1938. (Brought up to date for the'second edi-
tion, 1945.)

2 The Concept of Irony, 1841, his Dissertation
for the Master’s Degree. 288 pp. Mr. Lund, a
short time ago, while Librarian of Duke
University, undertook to translate it but has
been hindered up to this point by war work.

8 Either/Or, Feb. 20, 1843, 792 pp. Vol. I by
Professor and Mrs. Swenson, 387 pp. Vol. 11
by W. L., go4 pp. Prin. 1944.

4 Eighteen Edifying Discourses, published from
time to time in twos and threes etc. to “ac-
company” the pseudonymous works, and
ultimately collected in one volume. By Pro-
fessor and Mrs. Swenson, Augs., in 4 vol

1945.
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5 Repetition, Oct. 16, 1843, 200 pp., by W.L,,
Prin. 1941.

6 Fear and Trembling, Oct. 16, 1843, 200 pp. by
Payne, Oxon. 1939; by W.L. (a duplication),
Prin. 1941.

7 Philosophical Fragments, June 13, 1844, by
Swenson, 135 pp., Prin. for American-Scandi-
navian Foundation 1936.

8 The Concept of Dread, June 17, 1844, 280 pp.,
by W.L., 166 pp., Prin. 1944.

9 Prefaces, June 17, 1844, an amusing book only
for those who are familiar with Copenhagen
in that age. It will never be translated.

10 Three Discourses on Imagined Occasions,
April 29, 1845, 160 pp., by Swenson, Augs.
1941.

11 Stt?ges on Life’s Way, April g0, 1845, by W.L.
479 pp., Prin. 1940. ) )

12 Concluding Unscientific Postscript to the Phil-
osophical Fragments, Feb. 27, 1846, by Swen-
son (finished and edited by W.L.), 584 pp.,
Prin. for American-Scandinavian Foundation.
1941.

14 Edifying Discourses in Various Spirits, March
13, 1847, 416 pp. The first discourse, by Pro-
fessor Steere, Purity of Heart, 207 pp., Har-
per’s, 1938; and (a duplication) by Mrs. Ald-
worth and her brother the Rev. Mr. Ferrie,
Purify Your Hearts! 1938; Consider the Lil-
tes,Daniel (London). The third discourse has
not yet appeared.

14 A Literary Review, March 3o, 1846. The latter
part (all that need be translated) by Dru,
The Present Age, 70 pp., Oxon. 1940.

15 The Works of Love, Sept. 29, 1847. Mrs. Swen-
son is translating it.

16 Christian Discourses, April 26, 1848, by W.L.,

309 pp., Oxon. 1939.
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17 The Crisis and a Crisis in the Life of an Ac-
tress, July 1848. It need not be translated.

18 Two Minor Ethico-Religious Treatises, May
19, 1849, 93 pp., No. 1 by Dru, No. 2 by W.L.
(in The Present Age), Oxon. 194o.

19 Discourses about the Lilies and the Birds, May
14, 1849 (to accompany the 2nd ed. of Either/
Or), by W.L. (in Christian Discourses), Oxon.
1940.

20 The Sickness unto Death, July go, 1849, by
W.L., 125 pp., Prin. 1941.

21 “The Big Book on Adler,” twice revised but
published only in the Papirer, has lately
found an English translator.

22 “The High Priest,” “the Publican,” and ‘“‘the
Woman that was a Sinner,” Nov. 13, 1849, by
W.L,, 30 pp. (in Christian Discourses), Oxon.

194o0.

23 The Point of View for My Work as an Author,
1849 (published posthumously), by W.L.,
103 pp., Oxon. 1939.

24 “The Individual,” 1849 (published posthu-
mously), by W.L., 36 pp. (in The Point of
View), Oxon. 1939.

25 About My Work as an Author, about Aug. 7,
1851, by W.L., 24 pp. (in The Point of
View), Oxon. 1939.

26 Training in Christianity, Sept. 27, 1850, by
W.L,, 254 pp., Oxon. 1941, Prin. 1944.

27 An Edifying Discourse, Dec. 20, 1850, by W.L.
(included in the above), Oxon. 1941, Prin.
1944.

28 Two Discourses at the Communion, 1851, by
W.L., 25 pp. (included in the next volume),
Oxon. 1941, Prin. 1944.

29 For Self-Examination, Sept. 10, 1851, by W.L.,
81 pp., Oxon. 1941, Prin. 1944; and (a dupli-
cation) by Mr. and Mrs. Hong, Augs. 1940.
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g0 Judge for Yourself! written in 1851/2, first
published in 1876. By W.L., 115 pp. (bound
with the foregoing) Oxon. 1941, Prin. 1944.

31 God’s Unchangeableness, Aug. 1, 18p5
(preached May 1', 1851), by Professor
Swenson, 18 pp. (buund with the foregoing)
Oxon. 1941, Prin. 1944.

32 The pamphleteering attack upon established
Christendom (incl. 21 newspaper articles,
This Must Be Said, 10 numbers of The In-
stant, and What Christ’s Judgment Is), by
W.L., 321 pp. Prin. 1944 under the title The
Attack upon “Christendom.”

33 S.K.’s works being now available as a whole,
the need is felt for a substantial volume of
Selections, which Dr. Dru is making for Ox-
ford and Dr. Bretall for Princeton (for 1946
publication).

BOOKS ABOUT KIERKEGAARD

At this moment a list of all the books pub-
lished about S.K. in English can be handled
easily and briefly. It is a good sign that till now
more has been published of S.K. than about
him, although of course within a few years the
situation will be inverted, and quite rightly.

The Rev. Francis M. Fulford, Séren Aabye
Kierkegaard, a brochure of 75 pp. privately print-
ed in Cambridge. It has, as the writer confesses,
little worth, but it deserves honorable mention as
the first attempt to make S.K. known in England.

Professor L. M. Hollander, Selections from the
Writings of Kierkegaard, 239 pp. University of
Texas Bulletin, 1923. This book is out of print,
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but it too deserves honorable mention as a pio-
neering venture, the first attempt to translate
S.K. into English.

E. L. Allen, Kierkegaazd, his Life and Thought,
210 pp. Nott, 1935. 8

The Rev. John M. Bain, D.D., Soren Kierke-
gaard, his Life and Religious Teaching, 160 pp.
Student Christian Movement, 1935. (These two
books are unsympathetic toward S.K.)

Alexander Dru, translation of Haecker’s Sdren
Kierkegaard, 67 pp., Oxon. 1937.

Professor Eduard Geismar, Lectures on the Re-
ligious Thought of Soren Kierkegaard (with a
long and valuable introduction by Professor
Swenson), 147 pp., Augs. 1937.

Walter Lowrie, Kierkegaard, 656 pp., Oxon.
1938.

M. Channing-Pearce, The Terrible Chrystal,
250 pp., Kegan Paul, 1940.

The Rev. William F. Riviére, D.D., 4 Pastor
Looks at Kierkegaard, 231 pp.,Zondervan (Grand
Rapids), 1941.

Professor David F. Swenson, Something about
Kierkegaard, goo pp. Augs. 1941.

Walter Lowrie, 4 Short Life of Kierkegaard,
268 pp. Prin. 1942.

Coming back home eleven years ago as a
superannuated clergyman, after having lived,
off and on, for twenty-seven years on the Conti-
nentof Europe, I could not but regard myself as
a missionary called (though not sent) to medi-
ate the mature culture of Continental Europe
to theinsular Britons and the still more insular
mind of the North American Continent. The
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latter more especially, for it is notorious that of
late we have been steadily receding from intel-
lectual contact not only with the ancient cul-
ture of Greece and Rome but with the tradi-
tional culture of Europe, so that in the religious
field we have got so far away that Medieval
Christianity is almost totally incomprehensible
to us, and in the plane of a far distant perspec-
tive the Protestant Christianity of the Refor-
mation seems to merge indistinguishably with
Catholicism. For this reason our spokesmen are
uncomfortably aware that in every ecumenical
conference in which they take part they are
speaking a language utterly strange to their
colleagues. This is certainly not a proud view
of my mission, even if it seem supercilious, for
I never have claimed to have anything of my
own to offer.

;  After the last war I was impressed by the im-

\ portance the name of Kierkegaard had ac-
quired throughout the Continent, especially
in Germany. I could hardly pick up a serious
book without finding his name in it. Every
writer who claimed to be abreast of modern
thought had to say something about him, and
every reputable publisher had to bring out
something. S.K. had already taken the place of

N a7 .
Nietzsche as the literary vogue in higher circles.
I sought to orient myself in this new field, but
it was not easy. S.K. was accessible to me only
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in German translations, most of which were
not faithful interpretations. I read many com-
mentators, but I confess that I got precious
little out of them, except from Geismar and
Hirsch. It is not creditable to German scholar-
ship that few of those who lately have been
writing about S.K. had taken the pains to learn
Danish. At that time I wondered greatly at
Unamuno, who in his Del sentimiento trégico de
la vida traced all his quotations from S.K. to
the Danish text. I learn lately from Dr. John
Mackay that Unamuno said somewhere, “I
learned the language for the sake of reading
Ibsen, and I was rewarded by reading Kierke-
gaard.” At that time the excellent French
translations of S.K. were not yet in existence.
Now that the French display so fervent an in-
terest in him I remember with amusement the
remark made by S.K.’s one-time fiancée in her
mature years: ‘“The French will never be able
to understand Kierkegard.”

But at the time of which I am speaking Karl
Barth began to make S.K. widely known in
religious circles, and his works were being
rapidly translated into English. Seeing that
Barth expressly claimed S.K. as his spiritual
progenitor, it seemed only courteous to take
him at his word. This proved to be a misunder-
standing, for in 1934 he excommunicated S.K.
and Brunner in the same breath...on the
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ground that they were essentially Catholic.
However, two years before he uttered his
famous NEIN! I naively set about interpreting
Barth in terms of S.K. in a series of lectures I
delivered on the Bohlen Foundation (to an
audience of one). In publishing these lectures
(Our Concern with the Theology of Crisis) 1 stuck
into it a short list of books of and about S.K. in
German (there being no others available) and
half apologized for this ‘“accusing bibliography
as an intrusion,” but I added, perhaps im-
pertinently, “But for what reason have we so
many universities? Is it to insure that studious
youth shall be shielded from all contacts with
contemporary thought?”’ This was printed in
such small type and in so insignificant a place
that I could reasonably hope it might be over-
looked. However, as it has been quoted by two
reviewers of the translations of S.K. it may be
regarded perhaps as the first shot, a mere pistol
shot, in the campaign to introduce S.K. to the
English speaking world.

I did not know then that David F. Swenson,
Professor of Philosophy in the University of
Minnesota, had for many years been trying in
a more mannerly way, and therefore with less
" obvious success, to put S.K. over. He was by
far the most competent translator and ex-
pounder of S.K. in the English-speaking world,
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and now after his death the rich fruit of his
study has been made available to the public.

My campaign in favor of S.K. was at first
exceedingly desultory—in the literal sense
which S.K. attached to that word, that is to
say, I was hopping about from place to place.
“Superannuated” as I was, I declined no in-
vitation to talk in any theological seminary or
before any group of ministers. I sometimes
used Karl Barth as an entering wedge I think
still that my misunderstanding of Barth was
excusable; for when I became acquainted with
S.K.’s works I saw that Barth owed much more
to him than he could acknowledge without
pedantry, for he owed to him very many of his
most telling phrases. At that time I chided
Professor Wilhelm Pauck for not expressing
wholehearted admiration for Barth, and he
" replied not ineptly that he might have written
as enthusiastically as I if he had felt as free to
select only those parts of his doctrine which he
liked.

In my desultory campaign I made a tremen-
dous hop to China, where I was invited to
lecture to the professors of Yenching Univer-
sity. I grasped eagerly at that invitation, not
because I cherished any illusions about further-
ing there the cause of S.K., but because from
my childhood I had a passionate interest in
China, and as a serious man I could not with-
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out loss of face make so long a journey unless I
could allege a serious pretext. The winter in
Peking was a memorable experience, but of
course I made no converts to S.K. Modern
China looks so exclusively to America for its
modern culture that since S.K. was not known
there the inference was inevitable that he could
not be worth knowing. But, as I said, the win-
ter in Peking was a memorable one. We dis-
carded the palace of Marquis Li Hung Chang
in favor of the more glorious residence of the
Prime Minister of Chien Lung, who impover-
ished the Empire and provoked rebellion in the
provinces by the exactions he made to provide
for his private extravagances, and was sen-
tenced to death by the next emperor. Yenching
University is established in the beautiful park
of the Prime Minister’s summer residence, and
in one of the American mission compounds I
looked with wonder at the monument he was
politely allowed to erect in commemoration of
his virtues. All this for the glorification of S.K.
But to tell the truth we took this big house be-
cause we were unable to find the little one we
wanted. With scant justification I adopted as
my style: Dr. Lowrie of Rome and Peking. But
S.K. got precious little out of it.

In Japan the situation was very different,
for Japan looks quite as much to the Continent
of Europe for the enrichment of its culture.
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There I found myself compelled by a mere
chance to make an address before the whole
University of Doshisha. I protested that I
could not speak about S.K. before so general
an audience, but I was assured that no subject
could be more acceptable, since several articles
had lately been written about him in the Uni-
versity Review.

But my interest is in home-missions, and
here at home I was soon in touch by corre-
spondence with all the men in England and
America who were then known to be interested
in S.K., and enough interested to want to do
something about it. How few there were! In
Great Britain I knew of only three besides
Alexander Dru. Two of them, Dr. Bain and
Mr. Allen, when in an incredibly short time
they had finished their little books, washed
their hands of Kierkegaard—Mr. Allen the
more vigorously because like Schrempf he had
been led by him to renounce the Christian
faith...and he could not forgive him for the
embarrassment in which that had placed him.
In America besides Swenson I can enumerate
only six, and in the end only one of these did
something. The voluminous correspondence I
carried on with Professor Swenson for seven
years has been collected by Mrs. Swenson and
presented to the University of Minnesota. It
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was exceedingly encouraging and helpful to
me.

For some years my correspondence with Mr.
Dru was quite as active, and on his side it was
highly entertaining. My correspondence with
him and Mr. Williams, supplementing the
letters which passed between me and Swenson,
provides abundant documentation for the
whole story. Charles Williams is the only man
I have ever taken to my heart ‘‘unsight un-
seen.”” It was a wrench to both of us when even-
tually I had to withdraw from my association
with the Oxford Press. But Dru was twice in
the States, and therefore I had the pleasure of
knowing him face to face. He was perhaps
more inclined to accept me as a partner be-
cause I am not a don like Professor Swenson
and because I do not live in the Middle West.
One summer when I was in Italy we aimost
got together. He had promised to bring
Haecker to meet me there in a remote Alpine
valley, and I agreed to bring Ferlov, who was
cooperating in the French translations, and
Professor Lombardi, who had just written the
first Italian book on S.K....and then washed
his hands of the subject. But the best laid
plans. .. Dru’svery liberal education includes
even Danish. He is a young Catholic layman,
and (if I may say so without offense) a man of
fashion. He seemed to me ideally fitted to be a
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translator and expounder of S.K., who only
too rightly feared that he would fall a prey to
the pedantry of the professors and might with
even more reason have feared the narrowness
of the parsons. In fact Dru has done notable
service to the cause of S.K. and had proposed
to do so much more when his plans were
nipped by the war. And yet perhaps his big
plans might not have materialized in any case,
and that precisely for the reason that he was
not a professor or a parson and therefore
lacked the indefatigable industry the professor
and the parson sometimes have.

Lately I was struck by the justice of an ex-
pression which' Dr. John McConnachie ap-
plied to me: ‘“the indefatigable Dr. Walter
Lowrie.” At least so I read it at first. It is
hardly a flattering expression. And yet how
true! I am exceedingly industrious—and I
know that the definition of genius as “an in-
finite capacity for taking pains” is as far as
possible from the mark. I must be indefati-
gable if, besides having other things to do, I
managed to publish four volumes of Kierke-
gaard translations last year and six this. But in
fact Dr. McConnachie described me as “ir-
repressible.” I don’t like that word. And yet
Dr. McConnachie has commonly been gen-
erous in his reviews of my books. But this par-
ticular book was not about S.K., it was about

191



KIERKEGAARD IN ENGLISH

SS. Peter and Paul in Rome, and because I was
spending that winter in Rome I did not go far
out of my way when I drew a comparison be-
tween the Empire of Augustus and the Fascist
régime. But in the meantime came the war.
And I have some acquaintance with the per-
fervidum ingenium scotorum. And yet perhaps
there may be some justification for the word
‘“‘irrepressible.”’ Mrs. Swenson said of her hus-
band that he did not succeed in making S.K.
widely known because he was not so ‘‘aggres-
sive” as Dr. Lowrie. That is a hateful word,
and yet I know that it is commonly used in
America without any notion of implying bel-
ligerency. Not travelling salesmen only but
simple Christians are told that they must be
aggressive. Perhaps I am aggressive in the
proper sense of the word. I have had an ex-
perience which suggests that this may be so.
At the annual garden party of the Graduate
College at Princeton I was told that Henry
Goddard Leach is looking for me. Mr.
Leach is editor of the Forum and also pres-
ident of the American-Scandinavian Founda-
tion. I found him surrounded by several ad-
miring youths whom he was about to send
with scholarships to Sweden. When I ap-
proached he drew their attention to me and
apostrophized me in these words: ‘“The man
who has done more than any other to bring
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Scandinavia and America together...and done
it by making everybody mad.” These words
were a revelation to me—but thereby hangs a
tale which I must tell at some length because
this is where Providence comes in, the Prov-
idence which rules and overrules, the Divinity
which shapes our ends, rough hew them as we
will, the Providence for which Danish has a
distinctive name, Siyrelsen, which I have ven-
tured to translate by Governance, and which
I am too aggressive to give up, although it has
met with no commendation and with some
criticism. For it seems to me a pity that in
English we have no name to distinguish the
Providence which rules from the Providence
which provides.

It seemed to me obvious that a fund must be
secured for the publication of S.K.’s works, in-
asmuch as the public could not be expected to
support the venture in its initial stage. It was
natural to appeal to the American-Scandina-
vian Foundation, and Mr. Leach was well
known to me. He entered ardently into the
plan and made no doubt that ten thousand
dollars could be raised by appealing to the
friends of the Foundation. It happened at that
moment that Mr. Cumberlege of the Oxford
University Press was in New York. Mr. Leach
charged me to draw up a contract with him.
The contract proposed was agreeable to every-
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one. Mr. Leach was feady to sign it as soon as
he had the money in hand, and he drew up at
once the preliminary draft of a letter which
was to be sent to prospective donors, sending
it to me first with a request for my criticism of
its form. I was naive enough to take him at his
word, and perhaps I criticized that letter too
drastically. At all events I was told by return
post that unexpected obstacles had arisen and
the whole thing was aoff Even then it did not
occur to me that I had made ‘‘everybody
mad.” I learned that some years later at a
garden party.

But this is where Providence comes in. Mr.
Cumberlege returned to England impressed
by the importance of S.K. Mr. Dru wrote to
me at once that at last the doors of the Press at
which he had knocked in vain were open to
him. He 'had already gained the adhg¢sion of
Mr. Charles Williams, who has continued to
be the foster father of our undertaking. While
Dru held the door open I walked in—meta-
phorically. This was in 1936. By that time I
had ready my big book on Kierkegaard. I could
be sure that Oxford would publish it, Dru
could go ahead confidently with his big work
of translating the Fournal, and Swenson, having
translated the Philosophical Fragments, got
ahead of us all and had it published by the
Princeton Press for the American-Scandina-
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vian Foundation, which aga.n later displayed
its magnanimity by contributing a part of
the cost of publishipg Professor Swenson’s
translation of the Postscript.

But of course the Oxford Press had not yet
committed itself to the plan of publishing all of
S.K.’s works, it was prepared only to take one
step at a time, tentatively, and therefore to
encourage it in this enterprise I undertook to
defray the cost of publishing whatever I might
produce, with the tacit understanding that it
would assume responsibility for all other trans-
lations it would publish. I had no notion then
how much I was letting myself in for, since at
that time I did not think of translating any-
thing more than the The Point of View, which
was published in 1939, and the two volumes
entitled Training in Christianity and For Self-
Examination, which for various reasons were
not published till the middle of this current
year. On the other hand, the English collabora-
tors seemed to be going ahead with all sails set.
A letter from Mr. Williams of January 21,
1938, said, ““Fear and Trembling and Repetition
are done . . . the translations of The Concept
of Dread and The Sickness unto Death are well on
the way.”” Nothing came of all this except the
publication the following year of Fear and
Trembling—and that I have had to do over
again. The consequence is that, while Oxford
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hasreceived all the praise it merited for launch-
ing out upon so bold an adventure, I have
borne most of the expense. And now that be-
cause of the war, and for other reasons, I have
had to transfer to the Princeton Press the re-
sponsibility of completing the English edition,
the cost of it still rests upon me, except so far
as it is shared by Mrs. Swenson. I may remark
by the way that the total costs involved in the
publication of S.K.’s works in English far ex-
ceed the sum Mr. Leach and I originally
reckoned, and that in spite of the fact that
translators have been paid nothing at all. That
had to be a labor of love. And yet that sum as
a revolving fund might have been sufficient
if the production had been less rapid and more
time had been left for the turnover.

It was not until May of 1938 that the Oxford
Press resolved to commit itself to the plan of
publishing all of S.K.’s works, and as that too
came about in a providential way I must ex-
press my gratitude by telling the story in some
detail. I can say of the success of this edition, as
S.K. said of his works, that if I must ascribe it
to anyone, I must ascribe it to Governance.

From the moment my Kierkegaard biography
was published I have been engaged in a con-
stant struggle to keep prices down. I was con-
cerned chiefly about the American price, for,
strange as it may seem, we have nevér been
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willing in America to pay extra for quality; and
in this case the American prices were neces-
sarily enhanced by the duty exacted on books
printed abroad, an exaction which, when the
author happens to be an American, is so con-
siderably increased that it may be regarded as
a penalty upon disloyalty. But surely it was
going too far when the New York branch ad-
vertised at ten dollars my Kierkegaard when it
was sold for half that price in Great Britain,
i.e. for 25s. I was so indignant at this that I
wrote at once (perhaps “aggressively’’) to the
Oxford Press, demanding the return of the
manuscripts they then held in order that I
might have them published in America. By
return post on the date of May 26, 1938, Mr.
Williams wrote what he himself characterized
as “‘a passionate appeal” to me to reconsider
my decision. He promised, “officially and un-
officially,” to remedy the grievances I com-
plained of, which besides the question of price
included vexatious delay in printing and neg-
ligence on the part of the New York branch in
failing to keep on hand a stock of books suffi-
cient to supply the demand. To this letter was
appended the following postcript:

“Sir Humphrey has been at Oxford while
I was writing this letter. He has just returned
and has seen the correspondence. He endorses
everything I have said above, and has asked
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me to tell you that the Vice-Chancellor (Dr.
Lindsay, Master of Balliol) was so excited by
the copy of your book which he had, that he
found it difficult to turn to the business of the
meeting before him. He insisted on being given
all possible information about it, and about
any further possibilities.”

This was decisive. Not only did it decide me
to continue with the Oxford Press on the
assurance that prices would be kept at a toler-
able level (my Kierkegaard being at once re-
duced to seven dollars), but it decided Sir
Humphrey Milford to proceed resolutely with
the publication of S.K. Dru wrote to me at
once:

“Now that the OUP are really excited (as
much as they can be) about SK, all should go
smoothly. Williams is always good about it,
and now, as you know, Sir Humphrey is con-
vinced that he is backing the right horse.”

The question of the price of these books
continues to be a serious problem. It cannot
be greatly reduced by the Princeton Press, for
most of the volumes are not only bulky but
difficult to print, and at this stage the editions
are necessarily small. I rejoice that the Augs-
burg Publishing House is able to issue books
at a cheaper price, for I desire above all to
see them made available to the clergy. But it
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must be admitted that these are cheaper books,
and I have often thought that preachers, if
only they knew how many headaches they
would be saved in a frantic search for a theme,
might count that they could well afford to
spend fifty dollars for a whole shelfful of S.K.’s
works. Or a parish might well make this gift
to their preacher, with better effect and at far
less cost than if, as sometimes is done, he were
to be sent on a trip to the Holy Land with the
vain hope that this experience might make his
sermons more glamorous.

But here I exaggerate. For I am well aware
of the fact that a great many parsons, especially
in America, if they were to become acquainted
with S.K., would indignantly reject him. He is
a ““corrective,” and they want no correction.
Today as in his own age he presents an either /
or—either New Testament Christianity /or
none at all—and perhaps there are not many
willing to face that dilemma. Moreover, it is
true now as then that not all—not even all the
reverend parsons—are competent to under-
stand him. For them, if they are men of good
will, his thought must be popularized (prefer-
ably in cheap books), otherwise he must re-
main inaccessible to them. For, eager as he
was to be heard by the ‘“simple man,” his
works, even the Discourses, were addressed to
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that in English they are published by a uni-
versity press. In spite of war and everything
else, it has proved to be a great advantage that
the first works were launched by the Oxford
Press. But for that the reviewers would hardly
have been so friendly. And again it was prov-
idential that, when I resolved to have my
translations printed in my own town, Prince-
ton University Press was under the able direc-
tion of Mr. Joseph A. Brandt, who has taken a
lively interest in this edition. It should be un-
derstood that this change did not involve an
absolute breach of continuity, inasmuch as
Princeton is careful to maintain the uniformity
of the edition, and Oxford is not merely the
agent for sales in Europe but in certain cases
has adopted the policy of purchasing in sheets
a considerable number of copies of translations
published here.

But I have got too far ahead with the story.
I must return to a point near the beginning.

At the beginning it was obvious that before
S.K.’s works were sprung upon a public totally
unprepared to understand him, an entering
wedge was needed, in the form of a pretty big
book about him. I wonder now that I had the
temerity to undertake such a thing; that is, to
write a life of S.K. on a large scale. I hardly
realized then that, although an immense
amount of biographical material had been
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collected by Danish scholars, nothing that
could properly be called a biography had yet
been written. I was not so much dismayed as I
ought to have been at the necessity of learning
Danish; for, though I have no aptitude for
learning languages, I have from time to time
been obliged to learn so many that the thought
of adding a new one to the list was not an ap-
palling obstacle. When I had barely acquired
the rudiments my wife and I made a visit to
Denmark, which was made profitable by the
extraordinary kindness of Dr. Johannes Prip-
Mgller and his wife, friends we had made in
China, who were our constant guides and in-
structors during our whole stay in their land.
Upon returning home I took the precaution to
engage a Danish butler, to help me if necessary
over hard places. He was more capable of ren-
dering such aid than one might suppose, for it
chanced that he had a passion for philology.
Though I rarely had to appeal to him, it gave
me peace of mind to have him in the house.
Although one-third of my book was translation
from S.K., I was in this case free to sidestep or
leap over passages which were too hard for me.
I did not then foresee that I must subsequently
undertake the more exacting task of translating
the works as a whole, which did not permit me
to avoid difficulties—as the German transla-
tors commonly have done. In one way or an-
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other I gathered only too much material for
my book, and in the end I had to eliminate
one-third of what I had written in order to re-
duce the volume to a possible size.

Mr. Brandt now asks me to write for the
Princeton Press a briefer sketch, and to me this
invitation is very alluring. What should be
written about him after all his works are pub-
lished in English is of course very different from
what had to be written before a single work of
his had been published. There is now no neces-
sity for such abundant quotation, and it is
possible now to offer some analysis of his
thought and to trace in a measure the lines of
its development. I mean no disparagement of
my first book when I say that now after I have
translated the greater part of S.K.’s works I
possess a more intimate acquaintance with his
thought.

At first I regarded myself merely as a pro-
moter. It was as a promoter I wrote a book
about S.K. I did not conceive that I was com-
petent to be a translator. But gradually I
learned to translate S.K. by translating him,
and little by little I was compelled to go fur-
ther. I began with the distinctively religious -
works of the last period, but because few trans-
lators volunteered I was forced to go backward,
reversing the direction S.K. had taken, so that
I ended with the ‘““aesthetic”” works. I wonder
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now at my simplicity in supposing that if only
an ample fund could be raised, the translation
would take care of itself. Dr. Swenson exper-
imented with several translators who came to
naught. Several Danes sent to me their transla-
tions in manuscript, but they were not written
in “English as she should be spoke.” I soon
realized that not everyone who knows Danish
is therefore capable of understanding S.K.’s
thought, and that it is necessary first of all for a
translator to know how to write English. For
S.K. was a great stylist, and it is a crime to
render him dull or ineffective. It is to my mind
as great a crime to replace his style by another.
Our idiom is enough like his to make a literal
translation possible. Both Dru and Swenson
adhered to this principle, but neither was bold
enough to carry it out as I did. This boast will
likely be taken as a condemnation of my work.
For the academical tradition of translating
Greek and Latin by elegant paraphrases has
corrupted many translators. To be sure, the
concise phrases of Roman rhetoricians like
Cicero cannot be translated briefly in English,
but this is not true to the same extent of any
modern language, though there is a Latin qual-
ity in S.K.’s style. A curious story was told after
hisdeath by one of his schoolmates, to the effect
that young Sgren’s Danish style was so involved
as a result of his study of Latin that his com-
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rades had to rewrite his school exercises. This
story was heard incredulously at a time when
S.K.’s works were quoted in schoolbooks as
models of Danish diction; but I can believe it
when I note that, though he overcame his
awkwardness, he retained to the end a certain
abruptness (due for example to a sparing use
of the conjunction ““and’’) which tempts most
translators to pad him. One may remember
that he was not only proficient in Latin (“both
in its written and in its spoken form,” as his
teacher said of him) but was for a while a
Latin teacher.

Another providential dispensation was Dr.
Eduard Geismar’s visit to the United States
for a series of lectures on S.K., which he was
invited to give in the spring of 1936 on the
Stone Foundation at Princeton Theological
Seminary, and which he repeated many times
on a journey which took him across the con-
tinent and back. Dr. Geismar, Professor of
Theology in the University of Copenhagen,
was the most distinguished European author-
ity on S.K.’s life and works. His tour of the
United States was at that precise moment the
most effective propaganda we could have de-
vised. His lectures, with an admirable intro-
duction by Professor Swenson, were published
the following year by the Augsburg Publishing
House in Minneapolis, and the edition was
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soon exhausted. To this initial success was
doubtless due the interest this house has since
taken in the publication of translations from
S.K. The journey to America proved to be Dr.
Geismar’s last service in a life-long devotion to
the cause of Kierkegaard, for he died not long
after his return to Denmark.

His visit to America came about on this wise.
Professor Adolf Keller of the University of
Geneva had not long before delivered the
Stone Lectures at Princeton, and at that time
he had suggested that Professor Geismar would
be an apt choice for this lectureship—so he
told me when I met him somewhere in
Europe. This information emboldened me to
press the matter upon the attention of Dr. J.
Ross Stevenson, at that time President of
Princeton Theological Seminary. I was dis-
mayed to find that Dr. Keller’s proposal had
been forgotten. However, my suggestion was
considered with favor, and owing chiefly to the
zealous intervention of Dr. John Mackay, who
was one of S.K.’s most enthusiastic champions,
and soon succeeded Dr. Stevenson as President
of the Seminary, the committee in charge ac-
cepted my proposal and invited Dr. Geismar to
come to America. It was left to Professor
Swenson and me to organize the lecture tour
throughout the country. Professor Swenson’s
amazing efficiency in arranging the railway
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schedule led me to suspect that he could not be
a real philosopher. So far from resenting this
imputation, he humbly explained that he was
‘“only a professor.”” But I think it is true of pro-
fessors in general that they cannot be expected
to handle time-tables with such extraordinary
dexterity. I loved Dr. Geismar, and his visit
was the happiest episode in this story.

In spite of the fact that this edition has come
about without an editor there is more uniform-
ity than one might expect. At the very outset
I took tremendous pains to provide against
divergence in the translation of S.K.’s most
distinctive terms and more especially of the
titles he used for his books. I corresponded in
this interest with everybody who might be in-
terested. This effort did succeed in some de-
gree. But a little controversey I had with Pro-
fessor Swenson about the title of the book which
I called Scraps and which he tardily decided to
call Fragments shows how hopeless my effort
was. I told this story in the first note to the
Stages. Other divergences, though they are of
no great importance, may be worth mention-
ing lest the reader who reads more than one
book might be puzzled by them. For @jebliket
which Dru and I translate by ‘“the instant”
Swenson uses ‘‘the moment”; for Moment he
also uses ‘““moment” whereas I commonly use
“factor”; for Praest he commonly uses ‘“clergy-
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man” where I use “parson’; and Dru is

singular in using ‘“‘scandal’ for the New Testa-
ment notion of ‘offense” or ‘stumbling-
block.” If the American-Scandinavian Foun-
dation had sponsored the undertaking, there
would of course have been an editor, and un-
doubtedly it must have been Swenson, how-
ever reluctant he was to assume such a respon-
sibility. Then the books would have been
issued in a more reasonable order. As things
turned out the edition grew all by itself, and
now that it is finished there is not much reason
to repine. Not long ago Professor Reinhold
Niebuhr complained to me that there ought to
be an editor. He was vexed that the books he
most wanted had not yet been published. I was
able to content him by the reply that all these
books would be published within a year, and
as for the lack of an editor I called his attention
to the fact that undesignedly I had become
something more than that, having translated
most of the works myself and collaborated in
editing others.

Apart from the substance of S.K.’s teaching
there are two factors which will be repellent
to most modern readers: One is his Biblicism,
the other his Classicism. On the part of the
reader he expects a knowledge of the Bible
which is rare in our day, and he exacts at the
same time a thorough acquaintance with the

207



KIERKEGAARD IN ENGLISH

literature of Greece and Rome, the Classical
heritage. That, too, has become rare in our
day, even among the cultured classes. This
puts to a severe test the translator. Besides the
Danish dictionary he must have at hand a
Danish Bible and a concordance—preferably
the old text which S.K. used. Still more strik-
ing perhaps, and even more remote from the
interest of the generality of readers is his con-
stant reference to the literatures of Europe
from the Middle Ages down to his own day.
But this is an expression of the fact that S.K.
was a Humanist in the most eminent sense. If
ever I get to the point of writing a second and
last book on S.K., I shall stress this fact em-
phatically. For it is commonly overlooked. On
account of the severity of his Christian teaching
(which he protests is many degrees more le-
nient than the Gospel) he is often regarded as
intolerant, narrow and morose—and this in
spite of the fact that his major works were
‘“‘aesthetic.” True, his tendency was “away
from the aesthetical” toward the ethical and
the religious; but he said emphatically that by
the religious ‘‘the aesthetical is not abolished
but dethroned.” He would have said the same
about Humanism, Classical culture in the
broadest sense. He was not disposed like St.
Augustine to discard all this that he had once
loved, to suppose that he must offer it as a sac-
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rifice to a serious view of Christianity. In his
own experience of “becoming a Christian” the
Humanistic spirit was indeed dethroned from
the chief place it is wont to claim, but he
boasted that it was not abolished. He remained
a Humanist when he became a serious Chris-
tian, and for this reason he was essentially a
Catholic, as Father Przywara recognizes. And
for this very reason Barth rejected him. It was
owing to his Humanism that he disdained
every sectarian movement however zealous.
Yet for all that he is often regarded as a nar-
row and bigoted Christian. Nothing could be
further from the truth. In his last and most
trenchant religious works he often protests, “I
am not severity, I am leniency’’; and when he
proposed to the leaders of the Church that
they should formally admit that the religion
they taught and practised was not in the strict-
est sense Christianity, the Christianity of the
New Testament, he was recommending in a
way the Catholic doctrine of the consilia. His
Humanism will endear him to some men of
today, and to some it will damn him. But if
this is to be my last word about Kierkegaard,
I would assert emphatically that he was a
Humanist as well as a Biblicist. The proof of
this affirmation is now clearly furnished by the
complete edition of his works. And yet it may
not be credited, for in a modern man, espe-
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cially in a Protestant, this combination is all
but unique.

It was lately suggested to me that Paul Elmer
More was such an exception. He justly called
himself a Humanist, and he became a Chris-
tian...without renouncing his Humanism. At
my exhortation he read one work of S.K.’s not
long before he was taken ill, and of course at
the first reading he understood very little of it.
To me it was exasperating that he could not go
further, for I was exceedingly eager to witness
his reaction. It was like Brandes’ disappoint-
ment when he sought to introduce Kierke-
gaard to Nietzsche and found that his mind
was already too clouded to read him.

Among my personal friends Professor Ernesto
Buonaiuti of Rome combines most perfectly the
ideal of the Humanist and the Christian. In
his first stage he was a Humanist and a Lib-
eral—but that is hardly a combination, it is
not a synthesis but rather a relation of identity.
But at the same time he was a Catholic, and
became a profound Christian through the fact
that he was excommunicated. He became even,
I would say, a more profound Catholic when he
found refuge in the lofty spiritualism of Gioc-
chino da Fiore and the later followers of St.
Francis...yet still remains a Humanist, capable
of expounding the Greek tragedies as pro-
foundly as he does the Gospel.
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S.K., too, is a profound expositor of the 4
Greek religion. Nothing that is religious is
foreign to him. While as a corrective, in view
of current aberrations, he insists upon the tran-
scendency of God, he insists less frequently but
no less emphatically upon God’s immanence.
His constant “practice of the presence of God”
almost justifies the common notion that he was
a mystic. While he insists that for the adult
Christian mind Christianity must be expressed
by reflection as the paradoxical religiousness,
yet he insists also that the substratum of it all is
“immediacy,” the element in which all re-
ligion, including Christianity, lives and moves
and has its being; and he represents that in
giving up the “first immediacy” the Christian
attains “immediacy after reflection.”

I am reminded rather tardily that “Human-
ism” is the name often assumed today by the
most blatant opponents of Christianity. It
must be clear enough that in what was said
above I did not have this use of the word in
mind. I resent fiercely this misuse. For what has
this all-too-human Humanism to do with the
Classical culture of Greece of which its expo-
nentsare commonly ignorant? Ithas only-thisre-
semblance, that it is paganism—but paganism,
. be it noted, without religion and without the
search for God. The paganism of Greece, as
exemplified by its tragedians and its philoso-
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phers, represents man’s utmost reach after the
divine, independent of revelation. This Hu-
manism of Athens was innocent, St. Paul
affirmed: “The times of this ignorance God
winked at, but now commandeth all men
everywhere to repent.”” No longer was it in-
nocent when it ceased to “seek after God” and
rejected the Gospel as “foolishness.”” I would
jealously guard against the misapprehension
that S.K., even in his rebellious youth, was a
Humanist in this sense, that he was ever a man
in full rebellion against God. But he came so
near to the brink of the abyss that he could
effectively give warning of the danger. This
humanism was precisely what he depicted in
his aesthetical works, what he branded as de-
moniacal, what he clearly envisaged as despair,
leading to perdition, and out of which, as
brands from the burning, he sought to allure
men by the promise of the peace of the Gospel,
even .the peace of suffering. One of his most
striking sayings applies here: “Why is it so
difficult to believe? Because it is so difficult to
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