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TRANSLATORS’ NOTE

Unvess otherwise indicated in the Notes, all these letters have
been taken from the two editions of the general collection of
Rilke’s Letters, edited by his daughter and son-in-law, Ruth
Sieber-Rilke and Carl Sieber, and published by Insel-Verlag,
which differ not greatly yet enough to make them complemen-
tary.

rg)ur thanks go to Richard von Mises, of Harvard University
and the Massachusetts Institute of Technology, for his generous
interest and, help, and to Paul Graham, of Smith College, who
kindly read much of the text.

We owe particular gratitude to Herbert Steiner, formerly edi-
tor of Corona, who has been for us a keen critic in the larger sense,
giving many patient hours to discussion of difficult passages in
the translation, and allowing us to draw for guidance in points
of interpretation upon his knowledge of the background of
Rilke’s life and creative activity.






INTRODUCTION

MaNY of the letters in Rilke’s extraordinary correspondence have
an artistic validity of their own and are to be enjoyed for them-
selves, even by one unacquainted with his poetry or with his life.
While the letters in this volume have been chosen principally for
their intrinsic beauty or wisdom, others have been included be-
cause they are psychologically revealing in a more personal sense,
or because, like those of the very young Rilke, they contain a first
statement of characteristic themes, or because they give the con-
tinuity that helps to make of the collection a kind of spiritual
autobiography. To piece together a complete biographical story
would not have been possible at this time. Rilke made it clear in
his will that since a part of his creative energy had gone into his
letters there would be no objection to their being published; but
many people who were closest to him are still alive and much of
a personal nature has inevitably been left out of the two editions
of the Letters, prepared by his daughter and son-in-law, which
still remain the principal source we have to draw on.

Both in his life and in his artistic development, 1910, when he
had finished the Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge, offers a logi-
cal year in which to close this first of two volumes of Rilke’s let-
ters. The period from his seventeenth year until this time em-
braces all the great experiences of his early adult life, and these,
save for his friendship with Lou Andreas-Salomé which was life-
long, were rounded out by now or just entering upon a new
phase. Russia no longer dominated his conscious thinking but
had become embedded, as he was to put it, in the substructure of
his life; there are later few letters to his wife, the sculptress Clara
Westhoff, to whom so many of the present pages are addressed;
Paris, with which he had wrestled so desperately, had become
the stern but benevolent guardian of his work; the overwhelm-
ing impact of Rodin’s art and personality had passed over the
rapids and come down to a quict stream, and he had made his

discovery of Cézanne and his paintings. With all this, the springs
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of his own inspiration, while they did not go dry, seemed to
disappear underground; he became prey to a distressing inner
restlessness that was to outlast even the war years and not again
be overcome by the great flow of his creative genius until 1922,
the year of the Duino Elegies and the Sonnets to Orpbeus.

These strands of experience wove significant patterns in the
poet’s art. “In reality,” he wrote in 1899, “one seeks in every-
thing new (country or person or thing) only an expression to
help some personal confession to greater power or maturity.
All things are there in order that they may become pictures for

” So Russia gave him pictures for the Stories of God, the
Book of Pictures, and the Book of Hours; Paris gave him pic-
tures (many of them painful) for the Book of Pictures, the third
part of the Book of Hours, the New Poems, and the Notebooks.

Only his approach to the pictures changed. “Nature,” he had
written of the time before he met Rodin, “was still a general
stimulation for me, an evocation, an instrument on whose strings
my fingers found themselves again; I did not sit before her; I
let myself be carried away by the soul that went out of me; she
came over me with her great immense existence, as prophecy
came over Saul, just that way. I went along with her and saw,
not Nature, but the faces she inspired in me.” Already in his
contact with the Worpswede painters he had been made aware
of a different relationship to Nature, “this daily attentiveness,
alertness, and readiness of the out-turned senses, this thousandfold
looking and always looking away from oneself . . . this being-
only-eye,” as he noted in his journal. Rodin too believed in look-
ing, observing, seeing, in drinking things in with his eyes and
letting them speak for themselves—in a word, in objectivity.
This Rilke set himself to learn in his own field, and the effort in-
volved in fixing his attention on an external object, in keeping
the music within him so muted that, as it were, the thing itself
could speak and be heard, proved to be a rigorous discipline for
himself and his art. The New Poems, the product of this new
seeing, are firmer, more plastic than anything he had written
hitherto.
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Rodin gave him more than pictures and more than an under-
standing of observation plastically rendered. Rodin, through in-
cessant work, was always in touch with the unconscious sources
of his creative power. Rilke, subject to spells of inspiration in-
terrupted by arid periods when he was burdened with the un-
easiness of living—the Cormet was written in a single night, the
three sections of the Book of Hours in twenty-four, ten, and
eight days, respectively, in three different years—, learned the
value of this “always working” and tried hard to attain it himself.
That he never did, his correspondence is there to testify, as well as
the completing of the Elegies and the coming of the Soznets, again
all in a few days’ hurricane. His nearest approach to it was per-
haps between May, 1908, and January, 1910, a time spent almost
continuously in Paris, when he wrote New Poems I, the
Requiems, and the Notebooks.

After the New Poerns he was no longer so consciously preoccu-
pied with seeing.

Work of sight is done,
now for some heartwork
on those pictures within you . ..

he wrote in a poem called “Turning,” in a letter to Lou Andreas-
Salomé. In the Notebooks he rid himself of many fears; for it is a
book of fear, of the fears of his childhood, of great cities, of
loneliness, of death, of love, of losing himself. And in 1910, the
ordeal of that writing over, he was able to declare that “almost
all songs are possible.”

Letters were to Rilke at once a means of communication and
a channel for artistic expression. Like Donne, he found that

. . more than kisses, letters mingle Soules;
For thus friends absent speake. This ease controules
The tediousness of my life: But for these
I could ideate nothing, which could please,
But I should wither in one day, and passe
To’a bottle’of Hay, that am a locke of Grasse.
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To those who knew him his presence and conversation were un-
forgettable, but he himself was easily exhausted by personal con-
tacts. His aloofness, his constant insistence upon solitude should
not mislead one into believing that he was by nature cold or in-
different; he was, on the contrary, too responsive for his own
peace of mind. The letters may fail to give the whole picture of
his personality, in that the lighter side—the humor of which all
his friends speak, the courtesy that sometimes hid a cutting wit—
is not in evidence. But they are a monument not only to his
capacity for friendship but also to his great need of imparting the
life within him to those he loved.

He took pains with his letters, not only with their content but
with their appearance as well. The pages are exquisitely neat, for
he wrote naturally in a regular, elegant, calligraphic hand. Often
he would patiently recopy an entire page rather than mar it
by a change of word or phrase; and if he regarded a letter as
important, he would copy it down for his own reference before
sending it

Rilke must have derived from letter-writing some of the same
satisfaction that came from his work. In the Requiem for Count
Kalckreuth he speaks of fate passing into verses and not return-
ing, implying that once an experience has been poured into an
artistic mold, the weight and pain of it leave the artist. Letters
provided a release of the same sort, a means of easing the pressure
of life; but the release would have been only partial, the expres-
sion provisional. To find out why this was so would take one to
the heart of that strange necessity that inhabits an artist’s soul.
Perhaps in letters his experiences had not finally come to rest,
had not passed totally into the picture beyond, into the pure
image they became in verse. Perhaps fate could still return to
him from the letters.

Particularly when inspiration lagged he turned to his corre-
spondence, for in it he “could ideate” much that pressed for re-
lease. It became his handicraft, the tool that could keep him at
work in constant preparation for the creative moments. One
feels he could scarcely have survived the unproductive periods
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without it. The best of the letters, indeed, were written in these
times.

Revealing his mind as they do, it is natural that the letters
should illuminate and enrich one’s interpretation of Rilke’s
poetry. The interplay between the two is active at almost every
level of experience. Over and over again, as our Notes attempt
in some measure to indicate, the letters tell of some incident, of
something seen or read, which became also the subject of a
poem. The fresh transcript of the experience, or his revival of
the memory, enhances one’s appreciation of the heightened and
universalized reality of the verse. For the Notebooks, further-
more, he seems to have used the letters as a kind of proving ground,
particularly those to Lou Andreas-Salomé about Paris, which
startlingly resemble certain pages of the book.

Since the drama of Rilke’s life was largely an inner one, it
lent itself well to this kind of record. For the letters reflect the
emotional and spiritual struggles he underwent, and a compre-
hension of them often gives a key to the poems which are, in a
sense, the resolution of those tensions. In them one constantly
meets with Rilke’s exceedingly individual ideas—those ideas on
love, on death, on art that are familiar from the poetry—and be-
comes acquainted with the soil from which they grew.

Rilke has said many profound things about living, yet the
words of Euripides come to mind:

Wisdom is full of pity, and thereby
men pay for too much wisdom with much pain.

The letters show that the springs of Rilke’s wisdom lay not in
cool detachment but in deep anguish of spirit. They reveal the
tangled root as well as the tranquil flower, and they are evi-
dence that his words are spoken in the deepest humility. “Who
speaks of victory? To endure is everything.”






The Letters






L]

To Franz Keim 15b/1 Wassergasse, Prague
[1892]

I deem it my duty, upon receipt of your friendly lines, to
thank you immediately for your great kindness. I prize your
opinion most highly and learn it the more gladly as it is a good
one.—So with all my heart, thanks for your kind letter.

Today I must only add the request that you will always keep
the good will and the kind friendliness you have shown me, for
more distant days as well.

Severe with myself, as you, most esteemed master, advise, I
want always to be and to remain. A firm, beautiful, and shining
goal before my eyes, striving toward that goal; not on the road
along which ordinary people senselessly stagger, not on the
broad-trodden highway of the millions!—to press upward on
roads one has oneself laid, to the one unclouded light on high!—

For my view is:

A genius, so noble observers of men suppose,

Is often doomed to ruin.—

No!—If the period creates no great men for itself,
Then the man will create bimself a great period!— . . .

Cz]

To Valery David-Rhonfeld December 4, 1894
before midnight
Vally mine, mine, mine!

Over there in the dining room my aunt is sitting at her eve-
ning meal; I renounced my share of supper, withdrew from the
to me dismal atmosphere into my room and there, not from
need, rather to have a certain taste—frankly, from a mortal crav-
ing for sweets ate three pieces of the cake in question. My heart
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was oppressed and out of sorts without my knowing the reason
at first. Then, as I sat across from Tante G. in the dining room
for a few minutes, it became evident to me that the abrupt ex-
change of the light-flooded sphere of your presence for the
dreary, humdrum atmosphere of my so infinitely remote rela-
tives was the weighty cause of that bad mood. But that has
vanished now. My heart is light and my mind is clear. Your
letter, your dear letter, has banished the clouds. It is bright. The
heaven of our love shines out of the quiet flooding of my soul.
Sweet sensations murmur softly like strong reeds, and longing
like a rustling tree in blossom spreads out its arms within me.
I don’t know how often I have read your lines. I don’t know
what so overwhelms me. Is it alone the consciousness that they
come from you, or is it rather the aroma of a deep, warm feel-
ing that is wafting toward me, that intoxicates me. Vally, your
dear words have poured a holy magic into my soul, yes, in it
glimmers that worshipful, trembling earnestness that must have
pervaded the hearts of the oracle-questioning Greeks when they
awaited at the temple gate, half in hope, half in trepidation, the
answer of the mysterious god. For to me too it is as though my
eyes were seeing farther than usual—as though the dimming walls
of the cramped little room were betaking themselves away—, as
though today I were permitted to take a look into the future! But
before I look out into that colorful rolling sea of mists, let me
first of all gaze within myself. In this night, about half past eleven,
it will be exactly nineteen years that I have been alive. You know
the lack-luster story of my frustrated childhood and you know
those persons who are to blame for my being able to note nothing
or little that is joyous in those days of growth. You know that for
the greater part of the day I was entrusted to a serving-girl, im-
moral and of few scruples, and that the woman whose first and
most immediate care I should have been loved me only when it
came to bringing me out in a new little dress before a few mar-
veling acquaintances. You know how I acquitted myself with
varying success at the Primary School of the Piarists and—a
stupid boy—in the main avenue of the Baumgarten decided my



19

own fate with a childish word. If in my father’s house love was
shown me with both care and concern only by my papa, I was
in general thrown entirely upon my own resources and for the
most part could not share with anyone my little sufferings and
blisses, in the new phase of my young life I was very well ac-
quainted with that cowardly, undisguised heartlessness which
does not shrink even from being brutal out of pure bestial lust
for murder (the expression is not too strong). My heart, apart
from this inclined through the loneliness of my earliest days to
quiet endurance and courageous resignation, trembled at the sight
of these injustices, and bore with a submission not proper to its
years the torments of that treatment. Yes, bore them—. You often
call me idealistic. Dearest Vally, if I am still that now, think what
pure feeling must have shone in that little soul which, always lost
in itself, was averse even to the simple, gay, innocent games of
rowdy boys in the Primary School, and consider further, my love,
how frightfully the onslaught of such wild, undeserved crudities
must have echoed in the undefiled sanctuary of that childish spirit.
What I suffered in those days may be compared to the worst pain
in the world, although I was a child, or rather because I was one.
Because neither the strength of resistance nor the fullness of en-
lightened reason were mine, with which to recognize in it com-
mon knavishness and nothing more. I endured blows without ever
having returned a blow or so much as repaying it with an angry
word, I suffered and bore. I believed the will of an infinite, un-
alterable destiny required of me this heroic endurance—had I
known, recognized, that instead of this inevitable fate it was only
the whim of a pitiful, pleasure-seeking creature— —(Mother).
How was I to suspect that!—By the same necessity by which I
saw day yield to night, I believed my torments to exist and took
a certain pride in bearing them. In my childish mind I believed
myself through my patience near to the virtues of Jesus Christ,
and once when I received a hard blow in the face, so that my
knees shook, I said to my unjust assailant in a quiet voice—I still
hear it today—: “I suffer it because Christ suffered it, silently and
without complaint, and while you were hitting me, I prayed my
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good God to forgive you.” For a while the pitiable coward stood
there, dumb and motionless, then he broke out into the derisive
laughter with which all to whom he imparted my outcry of
desperation chimed in howling. And I always fled back then into
the farthest window niche, bit back my tears which would then
break out violent and hot only in the the night, when the regular
breathing of the boys sounded through the wide dormitory. And
it was in the very night in which I was arriving at I don’t know
which anniversary of my birth that I knelt on my bed and with
clasped hands prayed for death. A sickness at that time would
have appeared to me a sure sign of response, only it didn’t come.
To compensate, there developed at that time the urge to write,
which even in its childish beginnings provided me consolation.
“Maritana,” a tale of a heroically courageous maiden whose char-
acter resembled that of Jeanne d’Arc was, after several poems I
no longer remember, the first work of any size. “The war horse
rears and the trumpets sound.” That was the end of a fiery mono-
logue from this remarkable fantasy. That that period was filled
above all with religious songs, which thanks to Providence have
all been lost, needs no confirmation in view of the above-men-
tioned soulful frame of mind. Isn’t that so?—You also know how
furthermore it became ever clearer to me that to remain in the
hated military school was no longer possible and, only too often
already, have I told you of the years of hesitation and the final
development of the decision.—During this time, which for the
most part I spent in the sickroom more spiritually exhausted than
physically ill, my poetic attempts developed greater clarity and
independence, and I mention especially the two thoughts, “Satan
on the Ruins of Rome” and “Exorcism,” with joyful recollection.
So in these troubled days for the first time the often stifled urge
for consolation shot up freely; simultaneously, however, my mind
growing older, my heart growing lighter, felt the chilling empti-
ness of isolation. After all, it had never, never yet met with
friendly response, let alone love, and yet seemed to be demanding
love. Once more I became deeply attached to a comrade, by the
name of Fried. This time my heart should not go empty away.
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There developed a truly brotherly affection based on mutual
sympathy, and with kiss and handclasp we sealed a bond for life.
As children do. We understood each other well, and I blossomed
out in the knowledge that the scarcely varied events of my soul
were sounding and ringing on in the like-tuned soul of my friend.
I was jealous, as he was of me; he admired my poetic thoughts
and I begged him to try his hand too, and heartily rejoiced in the
timid success of his stories. Fried’s grandmother, for whom he
had a tremendous admiration, died suddenly, he went to her
funeral, and I spent two tearful nights tortured by worry, know-
ing my beloved friend far away. He returned at last, longingly
awaited by me and—was another. Later I learned that fellow pu-
pils had dragged our pure bond into the mud and besides this
Fried had received orders from higher up not to associate so much
with the fool. After that my heart never became attached to any-
one again. But even the friend who had so easily fallen away I did
not shun and spoke officially with him, without ever reproaching
him, but I did reject the offer of reconciliation he made me once
more, without pride, but with earnest firmness; and my heart went
on being orphaned. It seems perhaps to be the confession of a
weakling. Yet I shall never be ashamed that my heart was empty
before I found you, Vally, and leave the shame to those who had
scorned to earn a place in it. Then came the time that you know
(Linz Commercial School), whose bitter disillusionments and
errors are buried in your forgiveness. Then came the fourth big
division of my existence: the period of study. I was already pre-
pared to renounce my scholastic future, weary of the everlasting,
unsuccessful and aimless work, when I met you, beloved, dearest
Vally, when you strengthened, healed, comforted me and gave
me life, existence, hope, and future. On December 4th of the year
in which I entered upon my high-school career in Schonfeld, I
renounced this plan and, exhausted with work, wanted to fling
myself into the arms of destiny’s stream, to go under or to land
somewhere or other. But that today I am not straying through
the world a purposeless wanderer, but rather as a confident fighter
—my breast full of love, gratitude, and hope—am striding toward
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our happiness, our union, could I thank anyone but you for that,
my divine Vally? My whole previous life seems to me a road
to you, like a long unlighted journey at the end of which my re-
ward is to strive toward you and to know you will be 2/l mine in
the near future. And now, as that spirit, that oracular courage
wafting from your letter proclaims: this future is ours. Is ours
under the protection of our dear, loved dead, of your good grand-
mama, and under the shielding power of our own strength and
the steadfastness of our love. Let us still, dearest heart, with the
help of your noble grandmama, whom I so honor and esteem, sur-
vive well this year’s troubles as also the extraordinary things of
next year—then will come, if all goes off according to plan and
hope, the university years which grant us much more time still
and will besides lead us so blissfully near to our happiness. Then
let us found the longed-for household on whose solid foundation
our inner contentment is to rest as on a strong substructure.—
Then let us create, industrious in the practice of our arts, helping
each other, taking counsel like two sturdy, blissful human beings—
who over their love and their work forget the world and pity or
despise people.—Then in six years, in the first year of the twenti-
eth century, probably in the first or second of our official en-
gagement, you will get, my much beloved panicka, another letter
like this which will contain a little backward glance over the
worse times surmounted and a prophecy for better ones!

Eleven o’clock at night it has already struck out there, and
before I complete and read over this letter, nineteen years will
certainly be ful.—When I look briefly over them once more,
the brightest point is that you stepped into my orbit and for life,
as long as it beats, have given my poor heart, a stranger to love,
the most worthy object of adoring, grateful devotion—in your-
self!

René
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LC31]

T'o Dr. Bauschinger 15b/1 Wassergasse, Prague
December 2, 1895

.+« Is it not strange that almost all great philosophers and
psychologists have always devoted their attention to the earth
and to the earth only? Would it not be more sublime to turn one’s
eyes away from the little clod and to consider not a tiny grain
of dust in the universe but the universe itself?>—Think, dear sir,
how small and insignificant earthly hardships would appear the
moment our earth had to shrivel up to the tiniest, whirling, will-
less little part of an endless world! And how man would have
to grow on his “little earth”!—

Strange. Every bird that makes its dwelling under the shelter
of the roof beams first investigates the place it has chosen and
over which a part of its diminutive life is now to trickle away.
And man is quite content to know the earth halfway and scantily,
and lets the faraway worlds above wander and roam. Does it not
seem as if we were very deep down still, since our gaze clings so
persistently to the ground?—Could not that be the only true
philosophy which claws its strong roots into infinity instead of
into the slime of the earth?! . . .

C41]

To Bodo Wildberg

(H. von Dickinson-Wildberg) March 7, 1896

. « . Thiel develops his strictly German patriotic idea as op-
posed to my world enthusiasm, and it seems to me the story of
our two philosophies of life is that of the two parallel lines that
cross at infinity! For in the end they are running toward the same
goal. Only Thiel thinks that this goal will be reached by a tight
closing together of each nation and hostile severing of that na-
tion from the outside world, because this eternal battling and
worrying wakens and exercises their powers, while I am of the
opinion that this natural and paltry advance takes place of itself
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and needs at most the help of workers but not the power of kings.
Those who tower clear-eyed above the tumult should not look
toward the way stations where our weary successors will rest,
but should marvel freely and proudly at the golden sun-goal
beyond, which late grandchildren will enjoy in full radiance.
Even Moses was permitted to gaze on the Promised Land—and
before his failing eyes lay its blossoming splendor and not the
thousandfold danger through which his people had to wrestle
its way!
Hence Thiel seems not to want to dedicate his powers for the
resent to the “League of Genuine Moderns,” which is much
to be deplored. I like the idea very well, and I should be glad if
it would take shape in reality.—In that case one should not beat
the advertising drum, one would have to search quietly for like-
minded and like-feeling people . . . wouldn’t one? . . .

Cs]

To Bodo Wildberg
(H. von Dickinson-Wildberg) 15b/1 Wassergasse, Prague 11
[1896]

. . . Your opinion of Thiel’s letter which, for lack of time, 1
still haven’t answered certainly agrees more or less with mine.—
A league does not, after all, bear the stamp of a perfect herdlike
similarity among its members, as Thiel seems to suppose. On the
contrary: the more different its individual components, the more
full-toned and rich will be the result of their combined sound, if
only they are tuned to one fundamental tone,—that of genuine,
deep, true feeling for art. One should not confuse league with
school. While it is the tendency of the latter to narrow the course
of the creator by certain rigid norms, the league enables each, ac-
cording to his own peculiarity, to express himself without con-
cern for petty interests and advantages. . . .
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Cél

To Karl Baron Du Prel 8/1 Bliitenstrasse, Munich
February 16, 1897

It may be an awkward token of my respect, if I offer you my
latest book of poems.—

But I can give my feelings no other expression. You are the
most significant investigator in the domain of hypnotism and
will pardon an interested layman the following request, which
is: by what road does one become a worthy initiate?>—There are
plenty of pamphlets which deceive and mislead the novice by
their charlatanish falsehood, and the unpractlced eye does not
know how to differentiate them from those genuine guides which
direct one intelligently into the dark lands of clarity and of the
future.

Apart from the charm of the mysterious, the domains of spirit-
ualism have for me an important power of attraction because in
the recognition of the many idle forces and in the subjugation of
their power I see the great liberation of our remote descendants
and believe that in particular every artist must struggle through
the misty fumes of crass materialism to those spiritual intimations
that build for him the golden bridge into shoreless eternities.

If I may penetrate into the nature of your science, it will per-
haps be vouchsafed me sometime to become with word and pen
one of the adherents of the new faith that towers high above
church-steeple crosses and shines like the first hint of morning
on the princeliest peaks.

Please give me your advice, my dear Baron. What works should
I go through and where can I (who am not in a posmon to buy
them) get hold of them?

Do not let this be a burden to you; it seems to me that in my
“Visions of Christ,” appearing this year, I shall come a big step
nearer to your group. . . .
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C71

To Ludwig Ganghofer 8/1 Bliitenstrasse, Munich
April 16, 1897

. . . Dearest, much honored master, when one has a very dark
childhood behind one, in which the everyday resembles walking
in dank cold streets and a holiday is like a resting in some narrow,
gray, inner court, one becomes diffident. And eveh more diffi-
dent if, at the age of ten, from these troubled and yet enervated
days one is deposited in the rough activity of a military institu-
tion where, above the longing for love that has scarcely come to
consciousness, an icy, wild duty rages away like a winter storm,
and where the lonely, helpless heart after unhealthy coddling
experiences unreasonable brutality. Then comes the crisis: the
child becomes either indifferent or unhappy. I became the latter.
A strong disposition toward excessive piety grew to a kind of
madness under the influence of the spiritual loneliness and the
coercion of an odious duty hard as fate. The blows I often en-
dured from mischievous comrades or coarse superiors I felt as
happiness and went in for the idea of a false martyrdom. The
continual excitement of this almost ecstatic joy in torment, the
passing of the hours of recovery in the institution chapel, the
excruciating sleeplessness of nights frantic with dreams—all that
together was bound finally to exercise a detrimental influence
upon my resistless growing organism. After an added inflamma-
tion of the lungs, I was sent for six weeks as “highly nervous” (1)
to Salzburg for a salt cure. Had I been allowed to leave then! But
everybody thought it perfectly natural that, having borne it four
years, I should remain for the six to come, which would be better,
in order to become a lieutenant and—to provide for myself.

In the fifth year of my military training (the fifteenth of my
life) I finally forced my departure. Things didn’t get much bet-
ter. They put me in a commercial school in Linz, where I saw a
cheerless office future darkening before me.—After scarcely a
year’s time, I tore myself away against everyone’s will by an act
of violence and have since been accounted a kind of prodigal son.
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They wanted to try the last resort. Since in both previous in-
stitutions and in my family it was noticed with scorn and uneasi-
ness that I “made poems,” they wanted to make college possible
for me. At that time it was my father’s brother, who played a
considerable role in Prague as lawyer and deputy to the assembly
of Bohemia, who put in a good word for me and with generous
financial assistance made-possible the costly private study my
father could never have afforded. For that I thank him far be-
yond the grave. After three years of serious but joyous work I
had gone through the entire eight-grade grammar school so well,
even after the thoroughly defective preparatory training of the
military school, that in the summer of ’g5 I passed my entrance
examination with distinction. Unfortunately my uncle could no
longer look upon this success . . . and he probably took with
him under the earth the opinion that I would not amount to
much. He left no stipulations of any kind in his will save that his
daughters, my cousins, should allow me to study up to the en-
trance examination and, under certain circumstances, the uni-
versity years.

Now it seems to me that all people do not give alike. And in
the two years of my university study I have got the feeling rather
strongly that I am a burdensome duty to the two ladies. Much
more burdensome to me is the feeling of slavery in such helpless
dependence at my age when others may already support their
parents. And then: on this road I have no objective at all. For 1
keep costing more and more money, and if I become a doctor
and do not want to pine away as a high-school instructor—then
I shall be costing money again until I get some professorship or
other which, however, I'do not in the least desire.

With every day it becomes clearer to me that I was right in
setting myself from the start against the phrase my relatives like:
Art is something one just cultivates on the side in free hours,
when one leaves the government office, etc.—That to me is a
fearful sentence. I feel that this is my belief: Whoever does not
consecrate himself wholly to art with all his wishes and values
can never reach the highest goal. He is not an artist at all. And
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now it can be no presumption if I confess that I feel myself to be
an artist, weak and wavering in strength and boldness, yet aware
of bright goals, and hence to me every creative activity is seri-
ous, glorious, and true. Not as martyrdom do I regard art—but
as a battle the chosen one has to wage with himself and his en-
vironment in order to go forward with a pure heart to the greatest
goal, the one day of celebration, and with full hands to give to all
successors of the rich reconciliation finally achieved. But that
needs a whole man! Not a few weary leisure hours.

I do not know, dearest master, in how far you agree with me
and whether you are perhaps wisely smiling at the impetuous-
ness of this youthful resentment; then you will forgive too.—
Now I am free of the university.—The time has come. Dear sir,
you yourself once offered to give me help if I needed it. Now
then: today I have come to you.

I would like through agreement with a publisher or some
steady engagement on a newspaper to earn enough to be able
to live soon and well on my own. I would like to spare my cousins
their wanting-to-give-gladly and, by grateful renunciation of
my monthly allowance, to enable my dear father, who is some-
what ailing, to allow more for his health. I cannot work in peace
before that happens.—I myself, of course, need little. . . .

Full of profoundest trust I lay this whole avowal in your
kind hands and sincerely beg you: counsel me, help me. . ..
Be assured that I shall never and nowhere bring discredit upon
your recommendation . . . and to you all the gratitude I can
prove to you through deeds for a lifetime.

Cé&17

To Frieda von Biilow Munich
August 13, 1897
. . . We are reading in the most various books on Italian
Renaissance art and seeking an opportunity to get as independent
a judgment as possible on this interesting period. From the early
golden age of Florence we want to push forward by degrees to
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the Caraccis. As a matter of fact, I am especially fascinated by
one Florentine master of the quattrocento—Sandro Botticelli,
whom I now want to go into somewhat more deeply and per-
sonally. His Madonnas with their weary sadness, their great
eyes asking for release and fulfillment, those women who dread
growing old without a holy youth, stand at the heart of the long-
ing of our time. I do not know whether you had the opportunity
to see Botticelli and how you stand toward his works. It is inter-
esting in any case to meet this man in a period when the Bible
and the holy legends constituted the subject matter for all paint-
ers and each was seeking to do as much justice as possible to the
religious motif, to narrate the legendary version without wanting
anything for himself in so doing—save at most the solution of
some problem of color technique or of pure form; along comes
Sandro Botticelli and in his naive longing for God perceives that
the Madonna, in her deep sympathy ennobled and sanctified by
her strange motherhood, can quite well become the herald of his
own sadness and of his weariness. And in fact all his Madonnas
look as if they were still under the spell of a melancholy story,
quite bare of hope, that Sandro has been telling them; but they
are utterly tender in feeling and keep his avowals in confessional
sanctity and meditate on their obscurities and gaze on much,
much misery and have nothing but that little playing boy upon
their laps who wants to become the Redeemer. . . .

Lol

To Adolf Bonz * Im Rheingau, Berlin-Wilmersdorf
[December] 25, 1897

. I'want to speak to you in all sincerity now . . . about the
poems. You see, my view on this point is purely subjective, and
it must be and must remain so. It is not my way to write poems
of epic or lyric style that can stand five to ten years of desk air
without becoming deathly sick. Short stories and dramas are re-
sults that do not age for me,—poems, which accompany every
phase of my spiritual longing, are experiences through which I
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ripen. Short stories are chapters, poems are continuations, short
stories are an appeal to the public, courtings of its favor and inter-
est, poems are gifts to everyone, presents, bounties; with a short-
story book in my hand, I am a petitioner before those who are
empty,—with poems in my heart, I am king of those who feel. A
king, however, who would tell his subjects in ten years how he
felt ten years ago, is a sham. Seven sketchbooks full of things I
am burning to utter await my choice, and they must be said
either now or never. But because I knew that I would want to
say them, I have undertaken to mark each lyric period by a book.
Since the Dreamcrowned period seven sketchbooks have come
into being and an eighth is begun which seems to me to indicate
an entirely new stage.—So it is my plain duty to settle accounts
with these ripe riches, that is, to commit what is good in them
either to the fire or to the book trade. I prefer the latter, for my
books have had success, that is, they have awakened here a smile,
there a love, there a longing, and have given me an echo of that
love, the reflection of that smile and the dream of that longing
and have thereby made me richer and riper and purer. Please
understand me, I grow up by them, they are my link with the out-
side, my compromise with the world. Now I can defend the
verses as episodes, as little moments of a great becoming, as real,
deep spring: if ever I have a name, they would be misunderstood
as final products, as maturities, mistaken for summer.—I cannot
keep my springtime silent in order to give it out some day in sum-
mer, old and faded, and were I untrue to my resolve, which for
four years has been fulfilled in Life and Songs, Wild Chicory,
Offerings to the Lares, Dreamcrowned, all further publication,
seeming to me a betrayal then, would probably cease too. But I
am earnestly sworn to persevere, and this whole attitude is so
bound up with my life that I cannot dismiss it. Quite the con-
trary, if I ever have a name, that is, have become (and the be-
coming is much too glorious for me to long for that), then the
poems will be entirely superfluous; a selection can then be made,
a complete edition which will then also have something about it
of a comprehensive result—but then they will be blossoms,
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memories of spring, lovely and warm with the summer that lies
over their stillness. Until then is further than from today until
tomorrow. What I am saying today is nothing but the word
“heart’s need” of the other day, a rocket sent into the air, burst-
ing into these thousand words of my innermost conviction. And
valued and dear as your advice is to me, you will now not take
it amiss any more if I do not follow it, but do everything to con-
secrate a new book of poems, Days of Celebration, to young ’98.
I cannot do otherwise, so help me God. . . .

Lo ]

To Frieda von Biilow Ligowka 35, St. Petersburg
. May 27 (June 7), 1899
An intention to write never turns into a letter. A letter must

happen to one like a surprise, and one may not know where

in the day there was room for it to come into being. So it is that
my daily intentions have nothing to do with this fulfillment of
today. They were concerned with much that I am now saving up
to tell personally. For the many experiences and impressions are
still heaped up in me in such disorder and chaos that I do not want

to touch them. Like a fisherman who comes home late at night, I

can guess only vaguely at my catch from the burden of the nets

and must wait for the morrow in order to count it and enjoy it like

a new discovery. As I think over the immediate future, it seems

to me it will be in Meiningen that the sun will first rise on my

wealth. Accordingly you will be able to witness my greater or
lesser prosperity, and I do well to be silent about it before I can
show it fully.

Only this much: I feel my stay in Russia as a strange comple-
ment to that Florentine spring of whose influence and success I
have told you. A friendly Providence led me to the next thing,
further into the depths, into a greater simplicity and toward an
ingenuousness that is finer. Florence seems to me now like a
kind of prefiguration of and preparation for Moscow, and I am
thankful that I was permitted to see Fra Angelico before the beg-
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gars and supplicants of the Iberian Madonna, who all create their
God with the same kneeling power, again and again, presenting
him and singling him out with their sorrow and with their joy
(little indefinite feelings), raising him in the morning with their
eyelids, and quietly releasing him in the evening when weariness
breaks the thread of their prayers like rosaries. At bottom one
seeks in everything new (country or person or thing) only an
expression that helps some personal confession to greater power
and maturity. All things are there in order that they may, in
some sense, become pictures for us. And they do not suffer from
it, for while they are expressing us more and more clearly, our
souls close over them in the same measure. And I feel in these days
that Russian things will give me the names for those most timid
devoutnesses of my nature which, since my childhood, have been
longing to enter into my art! . . .

In the old book of which you so kindly wrote me, there are
already weak attempts at it. And I believe the goal is worthy of not
growing weary in the attempt. . . .

L]

To Frieda von Biilow Villa Waldfrieden

Schmargendorf bei Berlin
September 14, 1899

Neither from you nor from our dear house, nor from Troll,
the black, have I really and truly taken leave: read this letter,
therefore, as audibly as possible.

My leave-taking is a great and warm gratitude for everything
in that homelike house in which so much that was joyous and in-
dustrious happened to me; in which I was physically so peaceful
and lived full of a new health and won a new courage through
definite study. The Bibersberg days—will be for me the expres-
sion for a past that will long influence all the happenings and in-
cidents and successes of my day and that will endure in my feeling
more and more richly (not through reflection) but because of its
having been.
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The high park, the quiet, listening house in the midst of its
broad rustlings, the gentle lamp-lit evenings in the living room
—all of that willingly unites with my dearest thoughts. I still
recall the first evening when the high, red lilies were so vigilant
before the Gothic door, and the park grew so deep with the
night, and the cellar lay there distant and uncertain like an en-
trance into something new, visible only in premonition; and I
remember with pleasure how much like a guest of a hundred se-
crets I felt then, and I rejoice that the feeling of the first evening
somehow always hung over the known things, so that even now
I must lay my gratitude before many closed doors.

But in any case to you, the finder and discoverer of that house,
I am thankful for many things. Had we come to your house as
btief visitors for idleness and enjoyment, you would have re-
ceived more visible signs of our gratitude. But since we came as
fellow inhabitants, occupied with a life of our own, with the pur-
pose of completing (as we actually did) something very definite
in that country summer, we accepted the good in simple, quiet
enjoyment—which also means a form of thanks (the best per-
haps!).

Anyway you will be moving down to Meiningen soon now; the
weather makes the park sad and the otherwise so sunny house
seem strange: but then go with a good feeling for the things that
were really dear and common to us in many a deep sense. You wilk
have time to take your leave; we were prevented from doing that
by the sudden necessity of returning home. Greet, therefore, in
our name too all the rooms and the Bibersberg sun that goes down
behind the great hall! . . .

Ci2]

To Sofia Nikolaevna Schill Villa Waldfrieden
Schmargendorf bei Berlin
March s, 1900

. The translation of the Chaika is finished. I have enjoyed
working on it and learned a great deal in the process. A week ago
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Sunday I read the play aloud at Frau Lou’s, and now for the first
time I can look at it clearly and cannot help seeing that its per-
formance here is not without danger, for many characters are
brought right to the verge of exaggeration, and it is quite possible
that the public here would take them for caricatures, although
they are intended and felt seriously. It is also striking that the
three acts with the long conversations contain scarcely any
progress and that during the course of them the characters in-
volved are lightly sketched in the style of a comedy, in weak sug-
gestive contours,—until in the last act the stirring action appears
as the closing catastrophe of events in the storms of which persons
other than those of whom we know something from the first
three acts must have stood. If one takes the characters in the sense
of the first act, namely as comedy, they are incapable of setting
foot in the fourth act; on the other hand, I scarcely believe one
will be able to come through the hesitant scenes of that first part
with a serious conception.

I am saying all this because it seems to me important that we
should introduce Chekhov in the theater with a sure success—for
which Uncle Vanya (so far as I know its content) is perhaps
more suited. . . .

. . . Russian people seem to live fragments of endlessly long
and powerful life-spans, and even if they linger in them only a
moment, there still lie over these minutes the dimensions of gi-
gantic intentions and unhurried developments. . . . And just
that it is which out of all their lives affects us as so eternal and
of the future. . . .

L]

To Sofia Nikolaevna Schill Villa Waldfrieden

Schmargendorf bei Berlin
March 16, 1900

. . . I'simply cannot tell you how much I look forward to see-
ing Russian pictures, wandering through the Tretiakov Gallery,
and catching up on everything I had to lose a year ago because
of haste and strangeness.
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That is all so sympathetic and familiar to me, and awakens in
me—as things never have before—good feelings of home. Also
you must not think that the Chaika has become distasteful to me
or that I have regretted having taken pains with it. I am convinced
that the impression you describe would be very similar to mine,
had I had a chance to see the play at the Moscow theater. There
it certainly had a strong effect, and all its merits were in any case
brought out by an understanding interpretation, in such a way
that its defects had no room to make themselves apparent. I en-
tirely agree with you that Chekhov is in every case a modern
artist when he has the intention of portraying in artistic form
the tragedies of the commonplace with their banal breadth, be-
hind which the great catastrophes develop. To our dramatic
artists too it is quite clear that all catastrophes have a relatively
smaller effect amid great events and highly emotional people,
while they tower terribly high above the commonplace and col-
lapse over it with endless din.

But if it is necessary to portray everyday life on the stage
with all its trivialities and conventional gestures, empty words,
tedious give-and-take and the stale falsities of daily intercourse,
all these manifestations on the stage must be differentiated by the
tempo of their development from the actual examples from which
they are copied. Just consider: everyday living as it really hap-
pens counts on one life and gives itself time,—everyday living
on the stage must be completed in one evening. All the proportions
must be shifted accordingly. The scenes on the stage may under
no circumstances be as long as the scenes in reality which are
their prototypes, and the public ought not to receive from the
stage the feeling of this reality, since this reality is, after all,
accessible to everyone anyhow. The sensation of tedium, for ex-
ample, is evoked 7zot by scenes which are actually tedious, but
only by those highly interesting moments in which the charac-
teristics of tedium occur in a condensed form: through these
then is conveyed to the spectator not the feeling of tedium well
known to him but a superlative of this feeling which excites and
surprises him. And similarly with all portrayed emotions. As also,
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for example, from a picture, ugliness may not be experienced by
the beholder as ugliness, but rather as the new expression, wrung
from beauty, for an indecisiveness of form, for a necessary transi-
tion to another possibility of beauty as yet unexperienced by us.
Before the portrait of an ugly man, we ought to have only the
impression that his features were unfinished, on their way to a
new unity which we can sense through the disorder of his face.
And as the artist, through his absorption in the details of this
face, experienced nothing of its ugliness, so the ordered relation-
ship of this detail must transfigure the whole in such a way that
the beholder takes it in with satisfaction and no thought of ugli-
ness. Artist and beholder behave toward each other in this case
like two children who tell each other in whispers about an event
grownups think is sinful. They tell about it, and it is beautiful and
pure: between them is no knowledge of sin. And that is what I
have against Chekhov’s first three acts, that he gives the everyday
at the tempo of the everyday, without artistic recasting, without
force. The artist who succeeds in showing us the tones of long,
empty days all in one hour on the stage will evoke in us the suffer-
ing of a dreary eternity, while the chance section of the every-
day simply transferred to the stage has merely the effect of the
ongmal—-tedlous and unpleasant.—A great deal may be said about
it, since this tempo of events is of great importance in every art.
What makes Resurrection, for example, so wonderful is that in
an hour on the march or in prison, we review the outline of many
days, and involuntarily through the nature of the events men-
tioned (superfluous ones are never enumerated) feel that we are
experiencing centuries of human development.—Moreover,
Resurrection is a very significant book, full of artistic values; and
when one reflects that it did not arise from his putting to use this
great art of his, but progresses in a constant battle against it, then
one can measure the superhuman power of this artistic force
which, despite all resistance on the part of the aged Tolstoy, still
so wonderfully controls individual parts of the work.—We have
just come to know it from the only complete German (but alas,
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very bad) translation. I shall order the complete London edition
(Russian) for you and bring it to you with great pleasure. . . .

C¢]

To Lou Andreas-Salomé St. Petersburg, 1900
Saturday morning

Ihave your letter, your dear letter that does me good with every
word, that touches me as with a wave, so strong and surging, that
surrounds me as with gardens and builds up heavens about me,
that makes me able and happy to say to you what struggled
stupidly with my last difficult letter: that I long for you and
that it was namelessly dismaying to live these days without any
news, after that unexpected and quick farewell and among the
almost hostile impressions of this difficult city, in which you could
not speak to me out of the distance through any thing at all. So it
came to that ugly letter of recently which could scarcely find its
way out of the isolation, out of the unaccustomed and intolerable
aloneness of my experiences and was only a hurrying, a perplex-
ity and confusedness, something that must be alien to you in the
beauty to which your life has immediately rounded itself out
again under the new circumstances.

Now I can scarcely bear it that in the great song around you, in
which you are finding again little childrens’ voices, my voice
should have been the strange, the only banal one, the voice of
the world among those holy words and stillnesses of which days
about you are woven. Wasn't it so? I fear it must have been so.
What shall I do? Can I drown out the other letter with this one? Ire
this one your words echo, the other is built upon your being
away, of which I learned nothing, and now that I am informed no
longer has the right to exist . . . but does, doesn’t it?

Will you say a word to me? That in spite of it, everything is as
you write; that no squirrel has died of it and nothing, nothing has
darkened under it or even remained in shadow behind it.

You know, I have often told you of my squirrels that I raised
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in Italy, as a child, and for which I bought long, long chains so
that their freedom might come to an end only in the very high
treetops. It was certainly very wrong to force oneself at all as a
power into their light lives (when they had already grown up,
that is, and no longer needed me), but it was also a little their in-
tention to go on reckoning with me too, for they often came run-
ning after me, so that at the time it seemed to me as if they wanted
a chain.

How they will miss you, the good youngsters! And will they
be mature enough to go without you into wood and world? High
up in the firs of Rongac their childhood will sometimes occur to
them, and on a branch that is still rocking from the burden of
the leap, you will be thought of. And though they are only three
little squirrels, in whose little eyes you have no room, still some-
where in them it is so big that you can be in their lives. You dear
one.

Come back soon, come back as soon as you can leave them.
Lead them out into the wood, tell them with your voice how
beautiful it is, and they will be the happiest little squirrels and the
most beautiful wood. '

Yes, please, be here by Sunday! You won't believe how long
the days in Petersburg can be. And at that not much goes into
them. Life here is a continuous being underway, whereby all
destinations suffer. One walks, walks, rides, rides, and wherever
one arrives the first impression is that of one’s own weariness.
To add to this, one almost always makes the longest excursions
for nothing. Nevertheless I already know this much, that we
still have a few beautiful things to see when you come. In any
case for two weeks everything I have thought has ended with:
when you come.—

The moonlight night of Wednesday to Thursday I also love.
I went along the Neva quite late, by my favorite place, across
from St. Isaac’s Cathedral, where the city is simplest and greatest.
There I too (and indeed quite unexpectedly) felt peaceful, happy,
and serious, as now since having your letter. I hasten to send off
these lines so that what you send me Monday (and you will surely
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send one or two words by your brother? Only a few words, I
shall understand them all!) is already an answer to this. Answer
to the one question: are you happy? I am, behind all that bothers
me, so fundamentally, so full of trust, so unconquerably happy.
And thank you for it. Come soon! . . .

L5 ]

To Sofia Nikolaevna Schill Tula
May 20, 1900
The lovely hour with you was the last little stone in the gay
mosaic of our Moscow days. Next day everything was colored by
the haste of departure, and Moscow, dear as it is to us, paled be-
fore the anticipation of the many things ahead. We had no idea
how close our dearest fulfillment was to us. On the train, we
found Professor Pasternak who was traveling to Odessa, and
when we spoke to him of our indecision as to whether we should
after all try to see Tolstoy now, he informed us that there should
be on the train a good acquaintance of the Tolstoy house, a Mr.
Bulanshe, who should be apprised of the present whereabouts of
the Count. And it was actually Mr. Bulanshe who was most kindly
willing to advise us. We decided to remain in Tula, and to go
next morning to Lasarevo, and thence by carriage to the estate
of the Obolenskys at Pirogovo where, in all likelihood, Mr. Bu-
lanshe thought, the Count must still be. Two days before, Mr.
Bulanshe had accompanied the Countess to Yasnaia, and so the
possibility was at any rate good that one of these days he might
ride to Yasnaia. Therefore Mr. Bulanshe sent a telegram to the
Countess from Serpukhov inquiring where the Count would be
on Friday. The answer was to come by telegram to our hotel in
Tula. We waited for it in vain and went on, as had been agreed,
early yesterday to Lasarevo, completely at a loss. There we found
a station employee who informed us that the Count had accom-
panied Tatiana Lvovna to the station yesterday, and had then
departed with his luggage for Koslovka. So it became a question
for us of reaching as quickly as possible (by freight train) a place
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from which Yasnaia was accessible. We drove back to Yasinki,
hired a carriage there, and raced with breathless bells to the rim
of the hill on which stand the poor huts of Yasnaia, driven to-
gether into a village, yet without coherence, like a herd standing
about sadly on exhausted pastureland. Groups of women and
children are only sunny, red spots in the even gray covering
ground, roofs and walls like a very luxuriant kind of moss that has
been growing over everything undisturbed for centuries. Then
the hardly discernible street dips down, forever flowing past
empty places, and its gray streamer glides gently into a green
valley foamy with treetops, in which two little round towers on
the left, topped with green cupolas, mark the entrance to the
old, overgrown park in which lies hidden the simple house of
Yasnaia Poliana. Before this gate we dismount and go quietly like
pilgrims up the still woodland road, until the house emerges
gradually whiter and longer. A servant takes in our cards. And in
a while we see behind the door in the dusky front room of the
house the figure of the Count. The eldest son opens the glass door,
and we are in the vestibule facing the Count, the aged man, to
whom one always comes like a son, even when one does not want
to remain under the sway of his fatherliness. He seems to have
become smaller, more bent, whiter, and his shadowlessly clear
eyes, as though independent of his aged body, await the strangers
and deliberately scrutinize them and bless them involuntarily
with some inexpressible blessing. The Count recognizes Frau Lou
at once and greets her very cordially. He excuses himself and
promises to be with us from two o’clock on. We have reached
our goal, and, minds at ease, we remain behind in the great hall
in the son’s company; with him we roam through the spacious
wild park and return after two hours to the house. There in the
front room is the Countess, busy putting away books. Reluctantly,
with surprise, and inhospitably she turns to us for a moment and
explains briefly that the Count is unwell. . . . Now it is fortu-
nate that we can say we have already seen him. That disarms
the Countess somewhat. She doesn’t come in with us, however,
throws the books about in the front room, and shouts to someone
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in an angry voice: We have only just moved in! . . . Then
while we are waiting in the little room, a young lady arrives too,
voices are heard, violent weeping, soothing words from the old
Count who comes in to us, distraught, and excitedly asks a few
questions, and leaves us again. You can imagine, we stay behind
in the little room, in great fear of having come at the wrong
time. But after a while the Count comes in again, this time alert,
turning his entire attention upon us, encompassing us with his
great gaze. Just think, Sofia Nikolaevna,—he proposes a walk
through the park. Instead of the general meal, which we had
dreaded and at most hoped for, he gives us the opportunity of
being alone with him in the beautiful countryside through which
he carried the heavy thoughts of his great life. He doesn’t par-
ticipate in the meals, because, indisposed again for the last two
days, he takes almost nothing but café au lait, and so this is the
hour he can easily withdraw from the others in order to lay it in
our hands like an unexpected gift. We go slowly along the long,
thickly overgrown paths, in rich conversation which, as formerly,
receives warmth and animation from the Count. He speaks Rus-
sian, and when the wind doesn’t cover up the words for me, I
understand every syllable. He has thrust his left hand under his
wool jacket in his belt, his right rests on the head of his walking
stick without leaning on it heavily, and he bends down now and
then to pick some herb, with a gesture as if he wanted to capture
a flower with the fragrance surrounding it; from his cupped
hand he drinks in the aroma, and then, as he talks, heedlessly lets
fall the empty flower into the great profusion of the wild spring,
which has become no poorer thereby.—The talk passes over
many things. But all the words do not pass by in front of them,
along externals, they penetrate the darkness behind the things.
And the deep value of each is not its color in the light, but the
feeling that it comes out of the obscurities and mysteries out of
which we all live. And every time something not-shared became
apparent in the tone of the talk, a view opened up somewhere
on to light backgrounds of deep unity.

And so the walk was a good walk. Sometimes in the wind the
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figure of the Count grew; his great beard fluttered, but the grave
face, marked by solitude, remained quiet, as though untouched
by the storm.

As soon as we had entered the house, we took leave of the
Count with a feeling of childlike thankfulness and rich with gifts
of his being. We did not want to see anyone else on that day. As
we went back on foot to Koslovka, we enjoyed and understood
the country of Tula in which wealth and poverty are side by
side, not like contrasts, but like different, very sisterly words for
one and the same life, jubilantly and carelessly fulfilling itself
in a hundred forms. . . .

C 6]

To Clara Westhoff Schmargendorf bei Berlin
October 18, 1900

Do you remember, dear Clara Westhoff, the evening in the
little blue dining room? You told me then about those days that
piled up before your journey to Paris.

At your father’s wish you had to delay your departure and try
to model his mother.—Your eyes, full of presentiment, already
caught up in distances and new beauties, had to turn back and
accustom themselves to the very near face of a grave, dignified,
old lady, and every day go weary ways over furrows and wrinkles.
The quiet work subdued your hands, already outstretched, ready
for all there was to grasp. And instead of changing amid the many
great chance happenings of a foreign land, you grew, rising by
the daily work. Instead of your art, thirsty for the friendly
strangeness of new things,—your human feeling and trust un-
folded in these unexpected days, your love gathered itself to-
gether and went out to meet the quiet, peaceful face that offered
itself to you, enigmatically rich, as though it were the counte-
nance of many, having neither expression, nor head, nor hands.
As though things sometimes joined together to lift a collective
face as if it were theirs and hold it before a beholder . . . and
before a creator! You see, I was so struck then by your humility:
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suddenly your eye, which was already preparing itself for larger
dimensions, goes about willingly with little, hesitating, hearken-
ing steps over the many overgrown paths of a long dead experi-
ence and stands still by all its landmarks reverently and respect-
fully. And has forgotten the world, and has no world but a face.

I know exactly everything you said then. The figure of the old
lady who speaks rarely and reservedly, who hides her hands when
a gesture of tenderness would move them, and who only with rare
caresses builds bridges to a few people, bridges that no longer
exist when she draws back her arm and lies again like an island fan-
tastically repeated on all sides in the mirror of motionless waters.
—My eyes too were already caught up in the radiance and bound
to great and deep beauties. Your home was for me, from the first
moment, more than just a kindly foreign place. Was simply home,
the first bome in which I saw people living (otherwise everyone
lives abroad, but all homes stand empty . . .). That struck me so.
I wanted at first to be a brother beside you all, and your home
is rich enough to love me too and to uphold me, and you are so
kind and take me in as a real member of the family, and initiate
me trustfully into the abundance of your work weeks and holi-
days. And I am entirely devoted to the great beauty of which I
am, after all, only an enjoyer (I did not join in the work of con-
templating this beauty) . . . : So I all but forgot it, the quiet
face of life, which waits for me and which I must shape with
humble, serving hands. I was all the time looking out beyond it
into radiance and greatness and am only now accustoming myself
again to the near and solemn sternness of the great face which
must have been shaped by me before I may receive something
more distant, new. You worked for a month; I shall perhaps have
to work for years before I may devote myself to something which
down deep is friendly, and yet is unexpected and full of surprise.
Much of the mood of those weeks of work, of which you told, is
in me. For a while now, I have felt myself to be in the presence
of the stillest hour, but only when I resolved to stay here, to
study, to make full use of all the means Berlin offers for my plans,
and merely to serve, then only did I begin to model. I still think
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much and with longing of Worpswede, of the little house in
which there will be black evenings, day in, day out, and cold lonely
days . . . of our Sundays and of unexpected hours so full of
unforgettable beauty that one can only bear them with both
hands,—only behind me, my work is already growing in the
great sea of the background like a wandering wave that will soon
seize me and envelop me—utterly, utterly. . . .

That is what, above all, I must let happen. You will under-
stand ir, since I began with your little story and yet from the
first moment have spoken only of myself, as is justifiable in a
letter which comes to you in my stead. I myself cannot go away
from the “face.” I am arranging my whole winter to make the
most of every day, and perhaps as early as January 19or I shall
go to Russia again. There all the features of life become clearer
and strangely simplified for me; there I can more easily work
ahead, improve, complete. . .

I have always known that one of the events which you told me
about would be especially significant for me . . . now your No-
vember days of last winter stand almost symbolically over me.
And if I had not received this wonderfully beautiful picture out
of your memory and out of your feeling, I should not have
known whbat 1 am now living through, and that what [ am now
living through is good.

It is good, isn’t it?

I am not saying farewell to you. I feel gratefully near to you,
and it dees me good not to have taken leave. . . . Leave-takings
are a burden on feeling. Distance remains stressed behind them,
acts and grows and becomes mighty beyond all that is shared,
which should be spontaneous even between those who are widely
separated.

How beautiful your letter was! It was very full of you and it
is wonderful that you write as you are. Very few can do that, and
many who only write never learn it (what a bad word “learning”
is for it!) as long as they live. And with you writing isn’t even
the main thing. I could readily believe that it is. With your pen
too, you would create people.
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Before what little figure are you sitting by your warm stove?
Before the stiffly standing child that you separated from the
cowering girl? And the boy with the tightly drawn-up knees
that I like so much,—is he all finished> Whenever you write
of such things, and of everything you want to, you do me good.

I thank you so much and think of you in connection with
only nice things.

(half past one at night)

C7]

To Paula Becker Schmargendorf
October 18, 1900

Your letter . . . found me here, and it would still have done
so after two weeks and even after four weeks; for I cannot begin
the Worpswede winter about which I was so happy day after
day. Here it has become clear to me: my studies require me to
stay here in the neighborhood of the big city, in communication
with all the helps and helpers, like one intent on a single pur-
pose, who is serving.

You know what these studies, which I have set up beside my
most personal work, mean to me; the everyday, the enduring, the
path on which I return from every flight, the life above which
one can raise oneself only when one has and rules it, the stillness
and the shore of all my waves and words. To me Russia has really
become that which your landscape means to you: home and
heaven. About you, in tangible form, stands all that is yours;
reality and warmth are about you, with clouds and winds and
waters all love of life lives toward you and surrounds you with
sympathy and ennobles the least detail of your everyday life. My
surroundings are not placed about me. Far away on distant paths 1
have seen the cities in which I dwell, and the gardens that rustle
over me are many rivers away from me. Churches that stand by
the Volga and are repeated in the rolling stream in softer white and
with duller gold on their cupolas, ring out to me morning and
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evening with their great standing bells, and songs that blind men
and children sing move about me like lost spirits and touch my
cheeks and my hair. Such is my landscape, dear friend. And I may
not desire to supplant these surroundings, which are like fragrance
and sound about me, by a broader reality; for I want indeed to live
and create in such a way that that which, half memory, half in-
tuition, surrounds me now, may gradually rhyme itself into
space and really encircle me, still and sure, like something that
has existed forever and for which my eyes have only just become
sufficiently strong. Do you understand that it is an infidelity if I
behave as though I had found hearth and home already fully real-
ized elsewhere? As yet I may have no little house, may not yet
dwell. Wandering and waiting is mine.

That somewhere there is a home about fine growing people,
so that one can feel and grasp it with all one’s senses, that what
to me is remote and accessible only with extended senses some-
where became reality for grateful people, this it was that strongly
swayed me and so impressed me that I resolved to stay. Every
home has a warm and good influence, like every mother. Only I
must seek my mother, mustn’t I? . . .

It is an evening hour as I write to you. No great golden one.
One that is hemmed in on all sides by rain, and I am not yet in
my own home, which is still being fitted out,—but still I have a
warm feeling, as sometimes in your beautiful twilight that is
unforgettably dear to me. We haven’t taken leave, so really we
are still together whenever we meet anywhere in related thoughts
or my gratitude otherwise seeks you out among the dear figures of
my recent past. . . .

L8]

To Clara Westhoff Schmargendorf
October 23, 1900

That evening, as we sat together in the little blue dining room,
we also spoke of other things: In the cottage there would be
light, a soft, veiled lamp, and I would stand at my stove and pre-
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pare a supper for you: a fine vegetable or cereal dish,—and heavy
honey would gleam on a glass plate, and cold, ivory-pure butter
would form a gentle contrast to the gaiety of a Russian table-
cloth. Bread would have had to be there, strong, coarse-grained
bread and zwieback, and on a long narrow dish somewhat pale
Westphalian ham, streaked with bands of white fat like an eve-
ning sky with long-drawn-out clouds. Tea would stand ready for
the drinking, gold-yellow tea in glasses with silver holders, ex-
haling a delicate fragrance, that fragrance which blended with the
Hamburg rose and which would also blend with white carnations
or fresh pineapple. . . . Great lemons, cut in disks, would sink
like suns into the golden dusk of the tea, dimly shining through
it with ‘the radiant flesh of their fruit, and its clear, glassy surface
would tremble from the sour, rising juices. Red mandarins should
be there, in which a summer is folded up very small like an Italian
silk handkerchief in a nutshell. And roses would be about us, tall
ones, nodding on their stems, and reclining ones, gently raising
their heads, and the kind that wander from hand to hand, like
girls in the figure of a dance. So I dreamed. Premature dreams;
the cottage is empty and cold, and my apartment here too is
empty and cold: God knows how it is to become habitable.—
But even so I cannot believe that reality is not to achieve some
relation to what I dreamed. I sent you yesterday a little package
of a very excellent oat cereal to try. Directions on the package.
Only it is good to let it cook somewhat longer than the fifteen
minutes prescribed. Before eating put a piece of butter in it, or
take applesauce with it. I like best to eat it with butter, day in
and day out. In fifteen minutes, the whole meal is ready, that is,
boiling water must already have been made; it is put on hot then,
and cooks ﬁfteen to twenty minutes. If you send for a patent

“all purpose” double boiler from a big household-goods store,
you hardly need to stir it; the danger of burning is very slight
then. Try it, give me a report. The big California firm has other
glorious preparations also.—I will send the catalogue shortly.—
For the rest, you know that I imagined an industrious day before
that richly dreamed of supper. Isn’t that so?
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L]

To Otto Modersobn Schmargendorf bei Berlin
October 23, 1900

. . . when winter comes, I shall have memories, gentler,
richer, and more splendid than ever. I feel that. Asif I had costly
fabrics in chests that I cannot open because days not yet in order
stand like heavy vessels on their lids. Sometime there will be
order, and I shall raise the lids and reach through heavy scent for
the materials which it is a festival to unfold.

I do not know now what is woven into these cloths; what
destinies had to come to pass in what landscapes so that pictures
should be there for this manifoldness of threads and folds . . .
but I have the dark feeling of an age of greatness and goodness
whose days are preserved therein, interwoven and well turned
to use.

Dear Herr Modersohn, I have such a beautiful and good time
behind me, and I turn to all who came so strangely close to me
in that time, with thanks. I am not trying to say what I am
thanking for, indeed, to explain that I am saying thank you is
already too much, is something else altogether. I want to do thanks
to all of you and to your country and your art.—Remember that
afternoon when you showed me the confidence of which I am
just a little proud: you showed me the little evening pages, and I
feel how from each sketch, in black and red, more than reality
grew out toward me; that being, which only the deepest art is
able to produce in deep hours, was fulfilled in these sketches be-
fore which I had the feeling that in each one, veiled by the flight
of the strokes, was everything one can experience and become in
that mood. It thrilled me so to hold those brimming little pages
in my hands, to look into their secret as into creation itself: I was
like one who steps into many darkening rooms and recognizes
that there before his slowly accustoming eyes stands everything
beautiful that he had ever thought up or remembered. So it must
be for a child that goes in a dream from room to room and in
each keeps finding its mother again, who apparently has entered
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everywhere a moment before it. The child has the comforting
feeling: she is preceding me, she is everywhere. There is no pic-
ture without her. So in every page there was that warm and
eternal quality, that atmosphere which is about young mothers
in the evening. That most peaceful thing in the world, that one
thing which is not chance, that moment of eternity about which
everything we think and do circles like birds about clock
towers. . . .

Then I thought: sometime I would like to have hours like these
pages. Dark and yet more than clear, with rich, not countable
things and figures around which lovely patience flows. Now 1
know that I am living toward such hours, toward such poems.—
Almost every day in Worpswede brought an experience for me—
I often told you so: but I have only been as pious and reverent as
before your little pictures two or three other times in my life;
for it doesn’t often happen that what is very great is crowded
together into a thing that one can hold all in one’s hand, in one’s
own powerless hand. As when one finds a little bird that is thirsty.
One takes it away from the verge of death, and its little heart beats
increasingly against the warm, trembling hand like the very last
wave of a gigantic sea whose shore you are. And you know sud-
denly, with this little creature that is recovering, life is recover-
ing from death. And you are holding it up. Generations of birds
and all the woods over which they fly and all the heavens to
which they will ascend. And is all that so easy? No: you are very
strong to carry the heaviest in such an hour. . . .

[ 2]

To Frieda von Billow Schmargendorf
October 24, 1900
+ « . in order not to alienate peaceful, sober daily work, I have
given up in these autumn days a very dear plan. I had rented a
little house in Worpswede (where I was for five weeks) . . . it
turned out, however, that I would really be too far away from
all the helpers and helps which my labors need (particularly the
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Russian ones) and would run the danger of losing all touch with
my laboriously achieved study.

Added to that is the fact that Worpswede has too strong an
influence: its colors and people are overwhelmingly big, rich,
and capable of dominating every other mood. But although my
stay there momentarily took me away from Russian things, 1
still do not regret it; I am even thinking with some homesickness
of my little deserted house and of the dear people there to whom
I must seem faithless somehow. I have lots to tell you. . . .

L2z ]

To Paula Becker Schmargendorf
November 5, 1900
How splendid it has become in my rooms. Just think, dear Paula
Becker, I had a copper pitcher on my desk, in it dahlias the color
of old ivory, slightly yellowing dahlias, are standing in just such
a way that it needed only the fantastic, wonderful leaves of the
cabbage stuck in with them for a miracle to happen. It has hap-
pened and is operating.—On the bench built onto the book-
case a tall slender glass with a few branches of dog rose had been
set, and there the heavy umbels of the mountain-ash berries
worked in, and fir branches harmonized with the big yellow and
gold leaves, those great chestnut leaves that are like outspread
hands of autumn wanting to grasp sunrays. But now, when sun-
rays no longer walk but have wings, no chestnut leaf catches a
sunray. Everything in my place (I mean to say with this enu-
meration) was prepared to receive the autumn with which you
surprised and presented me. For every bit of your rich autumn
a place was already destined, predestined by Providence. For the
chestnut chain too. Only here it doesn’t always hang on the wall,
but I get it sometimes and let it slide through my fingers like a
rosary (you know those Catholic prayer-chains, don’t you?). At
every bead of those rosaries one must repeat a certain prayer; I
imitate this pious rule by thinking at every chestnut of something
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nice that has to do with you and Clara Westhoff. Only then it
turns out there are too few chestnuts.

These first November days are always Catholic days for me.
The second day of November is All Souls’ Day which, until my
sixteenth or seventeenth year, wherever I may have been living,
I always spent in graveyards, by unknown graves often and
often by the graves of relatives and ancestors, by graves which
I couldn’t explain and upon which I had to meditate in the grow-
ing winter nights. It was probably then that the thought first
came to me that every hour we live is an hour of death for some-
one, and that there are probably even more hours of death than
hours of the living. Death has a dial with infinitely many figures.
. . . For years now I have visited no more graves on All Souls’.
These days it is my custom to drive out only to Heinrich von
Kleist in Wannsee. Late in November he died out there; at a
time when many shots are falling in the empty wood, there fell
also the two fateful shots from his weapon. They were hardly
distinguished from the others, perhaps they were somewhat more
violent, shorter, more breathless. . . . But in the oppressive air,
noises all become alike and are dulled by the many soft leaves
that are sinking everywhere.

But I see this is no letter for you and not really one for me
cither. I am full of longing, my friend. Farewell!

[ 221

To Clara Westhoff Schmargendorf
Sunday, November 18, 1900
+ » » I 'am not ashamed that, as already once before, it is your
pictures, your words almost, with which I am trying to express
myself, as if I wanted to present you with your own possessions.
But so it is, Clara Westhoff, we receive many of our riches only
when they come to meet us borne by the voice of another; and
had this winter become as I dreamed it, my daily duty would have
been to lade my speeches with your possessions and to send my
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sentences to you, like heavy, swaying caravans, to fill all the
rooms of your soul with the beauties and treasures of your un-
opened mines and treasure chambers.

Do you remember . . . (doesn’t that appear in each of my
letters?), do you remember that you spoke of how eagerly you
experienced that period when for the first time autumn and
winter were to meet you not in the city, but among the trees
whose happiness you knew, whose spring and summer rang in
your earliest memories and were mingled with everything warm
and dear and tender and with the infinitely blissful melancholies
of summer evenings and of long, yearning nights of spring. You
knew just as much of them as of the dear people in your sur-
roundings, among whom also summer and spring, kindness and
happiness were dedicated to you and whose influence held
sway above your growing up and maturing, and whose other ex-
penences would touch you only by report and rarely like a shot
in the wood of which superstitious folk tell for a long time. But
now you were to remain out in the country house that was grow-
ing lonely and were to see the beloved trees suffer in the rising
wind, and were to see how the dense park is torn apart before
the windows and becomes spacious and everywhere, even in very
deep places, discloses the sky which, with infinite weariness, lets
itself rain and strikes with heavy drops on the aging leaves that
are dying in touching humility, And you were to see suffering
where until now was only rapture and anticipation, and were to
learn to endure dying in the very place where the heart of life
had beaten most loudly upon yours. And you were to behave
like the grownups who all at once may know everything, yes,
who become grown up just because of the fact that even the dark-
est and saddest things do not have to be hidden from them, that
one does not cover up the dead when they enter, nor hide those
whose faces are sawed and torn by a sharp pain. And you, Clara
Westhoff, how simply and well you endured, lived through the
experience, and made it a forward step in your young existence!
So great was your love that it was able to forgive the great dying,
and your eye was so sure, even then, that it conceived beauty in
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all the new colors, feelings, and gestures of the earth, and that
all coming to an end seemed for your feeling only a pretext under
which Nature wanted to unfold beauties yet unrevealed. Just as
the eyes of angels rest on a dying child, delighting in the similar
transfiguration of its half-released little face, so without concern
you saw in the dying earth the smile and the beauty and the trust
in eternity.

Dear Clara Westhoff, if autumnal things or wintry come in
your life, or a dread like that which ushers in springs: be com-
forted: it will be like that time in Oberneuland. You will only
receive new beauties, the beauties of pain and of greatness, and
you will enter more richly into the summer days which sound
their hymns once more behind all troubled heavens. Bless you!
Amen. . .

L 23]

To Paula Becker Schmargendorf
Night, (De . . .) January 24, 1901
Twenty-fourth of December I was about to write up there!
That is how I feel, just like that. Now I need not go on wooing
words and pictures for what I wanted to tell you right away, my
dear friend: I have had a present, and you were wrong when you
wrote that at the time you were sending flowers to Worpswede
you wanted to send me something too—although, as you said,
only something borrowed.—But nevertheless in reading your
journals I couldn’t help taking from the shells of your words a
great deal that I cannot return. It is like strings of pearls breaking.
The pearls weren’t counted, and although one thinks one has
found them all again,—in the most secret corners some remain
that have rolled away, a silent, if you will—illegitimate treasure
of the room in which the string broke. I am room and culprit
alike. Seeker of all pearls that were scattered through my im-
patient seizing of the beautiful ornament, finder and uncon-
scious concealer of those that were not recovered. What to do?
Admit it and beg for mercy. Am I doing it? Well, I promise that
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any part of your jewel garland I happen to find here, I shall give
back, set in the hour in which the discovering light makes the
rolled-away pearl smile. Set in the joy of the finding. That is
how it really was in Worpswede too. It seems to be a way of
mine, to hide pearls and sometime in a good hour to forge a beau-
tiful ornament in which I can secretly bring back the hidden one,
lost in the procession of richly clad words that accompany the
homecomer with a thousand triumphs.—I feel Christmassy. From
all the light too that I have looked at. For in the end all the anx-
ieties of this book are only like those final anxious moments be-
fore the doors open to the decorated and gift-filled room which
the strong radiant tree makes bigger, deeper, and more festive
than one knows it. And always on the next page the doors are open
into a Christmas or into a landscape, into something simple, dear,
big that one may trust. Even in Paris that is so. And that isn’t just
temperament. You have made that out of yourself, or the things
into whose hands you have put yourself with such quiet and rev-
erent patience have helped you to it. Life has helped you to life, to
your life. That that, your life, is something apart, something that
stands in roots of its own and has its fragrance and its blossom—
that I did know (and I feel as if I had known it a long time al-
ready). But now I know more than the oze spring in which I see
you; I know of the earlier springs and of the winters in which they
were prepared. I see better into the past. Into your childhood that
is still like yesterday, or again like yesterday. Your glad and joyous
colors repeat themselves in the later pages, applied to the new
things and possessions that come to you, as the light of the sun
repeats itself over every new little child that was born in the
night.—I couldn’t help thinking again (as so often and on vari-
ous occasions) of the Worpswede evenings, when such a glad
and grateful feeling awoke in me through the certainty with
which you loved life, took delight in it, and greeted it, without
becoming confused by it; now I have felt intuitively the rising
shaft of that certainty with whose quiet, eye-dark blossom I was
acquainted, and know how gently and slowly, imperiled rather
than protected by you (Maria Bashkirtseff!), it has grown in
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lovely slenderness, brought up by winds that wished it well.—
“Life”: Often, on the margin of your simply animated verse-
pictures and rhythmic consolations, this word stands, alone, as a
slender figure stands against the sky, against which you under-
stand and love things. It speaks to you, it means to you the
reality toward which all fairy tales (may their effect be never so
rich and fantastic) really do yearn, as toward the something
higher, toward the greater miracle that still surpasses them, be-
cause it happens so simply and in such variety and to human be-
ings! What a growth from the fairy tale at the end of the first
book to the reality of the second. And within this reality: how
much motion, will, warmth, longing and—take it in your own
sense—how much reverence! It is as in my Stories of God. God
appears everywhere; I found him in it, and children would find
him too!—

And to you, the artist, I also came. Here a regret comes to me:
in Worpswede I was always at your house in the evening, and
then here and there in the conversation I did see a sketch (a canal
with a bridge and sky still stands clearly before my memory),
until words came from you that I also wanted to see, so that I
forbade my glances the walls and followed your words and saw
the vibrations of your silence that seemed to gather about Dante’s
brow above the lily, in its concentrated fragrance, when twi-
light was falling. So I saw almost nothing of yours; for you your-
self never showed me anything, and I didn’t want to ask you to
because such things must come from an inner necessity, inde-
pendent of asking and being asked. And I did think that I would
be in Worpswede for a long time, long enough to wait for the
hour in which this suppressed wish (for that matter I did express
it softly two or three times in the beginning) would be fulfilled.
Now I suddenly lack much, and who knows whether later in
life I shall not ask for many things for fear of their passing me
by without having spoken to me? Luckily I remember quite ac-
curately the ring of girls about the big tree. Even before the
color. But already completely finished as to movement. I can
recall almost every figure (as movement) in this garland of



































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































