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            Introduction

         

         
            My relationship with the present age is from now on to be war of knives.

            – Friedrich Nietzsche

         

         Stefan Zweig’s essay on Nietzsche constitutes the third part of a trilogy within a trilogy, a vivid and impassioned psychobiographical exploration of one major figure within a group of globally renowned artists who had decisively influenced Zweig’s own spiritual trajectory, or with whom he had travelled across his maturing literary life in a protracted fraternal kinship. As in his other profiles of more modest length, dedicated to numerous artists, writers and musicians, many of which have never been translated into English, Zweig employs the same deft psychical probing and an almost febrile passion for unearthing his subject’s inward anxieties and necessarily thwarted ambitions, the very skills that entranced so many readers of his fiction both in his lifetime and to the present day. Through the 1920s, at regular intervals, Zweig published successive installments of these trilogies to be known as Die Baumeister der Welt, which in English became known as the Master Builders series. Each triumvirate was selected due to an espoused spiritual or visionary commonality, a correspondence of temperament or psychology. The first of these, Drei Meister (Three Masters) (1920), comprised Balzac, Dickens and Dostoyevsky, then came Der Kampf mit dem Dämon (The Struggle with the Demon) (1925), focusing on Hölderlin, Kleist and Nietzsche, and finally Drei Dichter ihres Lebens or (Adepts in Self-Portraiture) (1928), which turned to Casanova, Stendhal and Tolstoy. The whole series was then assembled and published as one in 1935. The Struggle with the Demon appeared viiiin English for the first time in 1939, at a moment of great upheaval and uncertainty for its author as Europe prepared to face Hitler’s threat. One name notably absent from this list of literary grandees is that of Montaigne, whom Zweig only properly absorbed in exile in Brazil at the end of his life, when, in a desperate search for mental sustenance, he stumbled on a copy of the essays. Had he come to Montaigne earlier it would seem inconceivable, given his eleventh hour reverence for the great essayist, that he would not have been included. Zweig’s last literary ‘portrait’ essay was in fact dedicated to Montaigne, whose eloquent thoughts on suicide and nobleness, notably in the essay ‘A Custom of the Isle of Cea’, crucially influenced Zweig’s decision to take his own life.

         Of the three trilogies, it is arguably those peculiarly extreme demands foisted on the tortured spirits depicted in The Struggle with the Demon that make it appear the most compelling and relevant to a contemporary audience, perhaps too because the three spirits selected represent an artistic and intellectual phenomenon at odds with the seemingly restrained and financially secure existence of Zweig himself and what appears to be the incremental literary advancement of a prolific ‘man of letters’. Having said this, inwardly Zweig himself was no stranger to his own demon, that of angst, periodic bouts of withering depression and a latent suicidal impulse, a preoccupation that perennially leaked into the trajectories of his fictional characters and eventually crystallized in his own demise. Though it should be remembered that Zweig in contrast to outward appearances, never considered himself a calmly advancing, measured person, but quite the opposite, a man afflicted by delirious passions and anxieties which he could barely restrain. This dichotomy between Zweig’s inner propensity to morbid despair and his outward appearance of composure, personal warmth and his qualities as a literary ixstatesman and spokesman only heightened the shock, outrage and disbelief at his suicide in Petropolis in February 1942.

         Zweig has, not unsurprisingly, been criticised for elements of hagiography in some of his biographies and a glance at portions of rhetorically exultant prose makes such a criticism inevitable. It is true that, especially in his early biographies of those he revered, such as the Belgian poet Emile Verhaeren, or the French writer Romain Rolland, these works might appear today as mere indulgent opportunities to lavish praise on these chosen overseers of Zweig’s own spiritual odyssey for their perceived literary ‘purity’. But if one looks closer at such ‘biographies’, which are in fact nothing of the kind, but more ardently persuasive romantic hymns to their subject, there are secreted between the hot-blooded lines numerous subtle insights and valuable discernments which have only managed to germinate and peep through the undergrowth of emotion by drawing an unlikely nutrition from the relentlessly pounding ram of exultation. This juxtaposition of ecstasy and insight forms a key element in the composition of Zweig’s typical essay style and is clearly evident in his work on Nietzsche. With Zweig at the controls, the reader must simply strap themselves in and enjoy the ride, taking in the opulent landscapes that appear on either side, the pictorial replenishments offered by Zweig’s urgent conviction and obedient imagination. Yes there is repetition; Zweig has a tendency to over-egg the point by reiterating it, but these waves which parade their dauntless energy through the text are all closing in on the one shoreline, in this case to delineate the reality of the fall of Nietzsche in the most plausible terms, and in the most humane manner. Zweig was above all else a humanitarian, who saw culture not as one of numerous tributaries converging on a life richly experienced, but as its main artery, and in Nietzsche he sees not only a complex historical situation involving one great individual of the spirit, but xthe less resounding tragedy of a solitary misunderstood man hampered by ailments and despair, desperately working for the self realization of a humanity which will always remain blind and fatally harnessed to ‘foreground conclusions’.

         Does this not then in some sense correspond with Zweig’s own personal mission? The noble folly of his ingenuous ideal of European intellectual union and cultural profligacy, in some sense traces the ecstatic crescendo of the great philosopher and the unbearable uninhabited ice floe of its diminuendo. Of course, Nietzsche’s ambitions are far more complex, but there is enough symbolic kinship here for Zweig to place Nietzsche as the obvious presiding father of the serviceable current stock of ‘good Europeans’. For it was these single-minded, pure intentioned leaders, these noble men of sacrifice, these men of ‘example’, of whom Nietzsche was but one, which Zweig revered. But Zweig not only supported these dead ‘masters’ by applauding their exploits and delineating their natures in books; he physically supported one still living by actively promoting his work in Germany on a grand scale. This was the case with the Belgian poet Emile Verhaeren, who was barely known in Germany before Zweig, with customary zeal, determined to address the issue. Still then in his mid twenties, Zweig translated Verhaeren’s poetry and pushed his works and personality vigorously into the domain of German letters, organizing lecture tours, readings, and commanding successive editions of the older poet’s works. Verhaeren’s fame in Germany and his consequent influence on German expressionist poets such as Georg Heym and Jakob van Hoddis, then his export to Russia and hence to the attention of Blok and Mayakovsky, was largely down to Zweig’s almost fanatical appreciation of his work, that sense of ‘truth’ and ‘honesty’, which the raw, fiery, earth bound voice of Verhaeren symbolized for a young writer keen to leave behind the self-regarding literary cliques and contrivances of the Viennese society into which he had been born. xi

         Zweig is today often acclaimed for his uncanny powers of psychological percipience, especially concerning women, a gift admired by Freud (at whose funeral, in London in 1939, Zweig delivered the oration). Freud recognised the way the threads of Zweig’s poised, elegant, yet feverishly backlit prose gradually enmesh and entrance the reader. His strange mixture of patience and raw urgency, of simplicity but erudition, are further contrasting elements which underline the style of his prose, yet this tendency to effuse and rack up superlatives can all too easily appear gauche and over-earnest, leaving a hint of overkill about the text. Is this sense of leaving the ring on too long what made Joseph Roth himself so overheated? Thomas Mann famously grumbled at Zweig’s suicide and once testily noted in his diary, ‘A deferential letter from Stefan Zweig…’ What Mann probably realized but could not bring himself to accept was that Zweig was actually genuine in his deference, and could not help himself, for he actually did believe himself to be a lesser writer than many of his contemporaries. In some sense his ‘popular’ fame was a thorn to him for he felt that he could never measure up to those ‘masters’ he was serially infected by. Like many prodigious writers before and since, he suffered anxiety over the value of his own work and its historic permanence. He did not altogether trust the whooping of the literary crowd. Although on the surface he enjoyed success and his popularity was confirmed when, at the height of his fame in around 1935, he was to outsell even a writer like Mann, this left him distinctly uneasy. Apparently controlled and secure, the natural master of pan-European literary ceremonies was also inwardly a hive of discontentment, restlessness, insecurity and sometimes-hazardous indecisiveness. Relentless travel and his repeated expeditions into the heartland of other writers offered some comfort and a renewed sense of commitment.

         Zweig’s disciple-like passion and single-minded effort to further his ideals was entirely genuine, for it provided a life which xiilacked any concrete belief system, at least in terms of a religious bulwark, with the authenticity he craved. His relatively privileged position enabled him to take a presiding, constructive role in a European network of like-minded writers and his Salzburg residence through the twenties, when the Master Builder studies were written, was awash with international literary guests, the leading artistic lights of the era. Zweig’s fundamental concern was to keep track of and personally enthuse a universal brotherhood of those writers and thinkers, both living and dead, he deemed necessary to the continued health of humanity. For example, it is little known that in the summer of 1914, as conflict loomed, Zweig met trusted members of this fraternity to discuss a sumptuous edition of Verhaeren’s Collected Poems in German. Even Rilke, another Verhaeren acolyte was present. Each was entrusted with a section of the work and was responsible either for performing the translation (as in Zweig’s case) or finding a suitable translator. This worthy and ambitious communal project conceived on the eve of the then most destructive war in history symbolises the effort of its leader, Zweig, to advance the cause. But like the premise, the plan was doomed. The edition was never realised, within weeks national borders ossified and Zweig only just made it back to Vienna on the last from Belgium before they were sealed for good.

         Zweig’s famous autograph and manuscript collection was in some sense a shadowing of his real purpose, which was to imprint the spiritual autographs of the greatest writers on his readership, by unveiling their as yet unexposed fraternal relationships, the threads which bound them together, the movements of the tides within their writings which governed the works reception and appreciation. This profound sense of relating to his subject peaked with the biography of Erasmus of Rotterdam, published in 1935, in whom Zweig saw both spiritual ally and pacifist counterpart, a lone guardian of humanity xiiitrapped in his own dark age, facing the cruelty, intolerance, nihilism and lunacy of puritanical religion. For Zweig, the mounting totalitarian threat to his own epoch could all too easily be superimposed on the idea of those massing dark forces defied by the lone flame of Erasmus.

         Zweig then was an artist addicted to embracing other artists and securing evidence of their genius, to offer them a place in his growing network of manuscripts, autographs, prints and scores. To this end he could be unusually persistent. Rilke, for one, noted Zweig’s countless rather strained attempts to secure an unpublished poem for his collection. Zweig was both instinctively preserving greatness in his collection and irresistibly illuminating it in his biographical profiles. Again and again, as he secured a deep kinship with a writer, he was gladly seduced into the role of servant and spokesman of inwardness for the always more eminent nib. Yet this was not an obsequious lackey-like service to greatness, existing only on the surface, for Zweig was extremely dedicated in terms of penetrating deep into his subject’s psyche and yet genuinely regarded himself as a learner before the likes of Dostoyevsky, Tolstoy, Stendhal and Balzac. This ‘loyalty’ is no more evident than in the account of Nietzsche, which seems somehow to crown the preceding essays, where the demon has almost met its human match in the figure of the stubborn philosopher seasoned with so many circumvented suicides, who goes further into thought than any other being before or since, and due to the fortune of a hearty constitution endures long enough to create something of unprecedented value to humanity.

         To Zweig, Nietzsche, what he stood for and achieved, has more about him to worship than any conventional religious deity. But the fact that Nietzsche was a man with all the weaknesses, fears and failures inherent to a human being makes him even more worth revering, because only through a colossal xivpower of the will did he force himself beyond the limits generally imposed by reality. Like many writers and thinkers with one foot in the nineteenth century and one in the twentieth, Zweig revered Nietzsche as the prophet who somehow, despite his blatantly clear message scrawled again and again across the materialist, militarized and science-infatuated last decades of the nineteenth century, could not be prised out in time by his legion future rescuers (such as Zweig) from the colossal ‘no reply’ and ensuing darkness of his own epoch, the haunted ailing figure who ended his days craven under nursing home blankets staring into the dry well of insanity and death, he who had gambled on a new higher caste of humanity emerging somewhere beyond a rationalist expansionist Germany he could no longer endure. So Nietzsche the prophet was dead, ‘hunted down’ and killed off by the very people he had sought to guide; Zweig felt a responsibility to serve Nietzsche by truthfully exhibiting him as a tragic figure in the human dimension, as an exceptionally solitary artist with an indomitable will enduring against all the odds, not as the theatrical superhero of modern German mythology, which at the time of writing was the public image to which Nietzsche was increasingly prone. Right from the opening chapter, Zweig attacks the German appropriation of Nietzsche and the ensuing Teutonic embellishments to his figure. It is clear that Zweig is attempting to free Nietzsche from the nationalist creepers that are, with his sister Elisabeth’s insidious feeding, ever more powerfully entwining his legacy after the First World War, and to relocate him as the key modern universally relevant ‘master builder of the spirit’. Zweig wants the reader to feel what price Nietzsche paid as a man in his time gifted with visionary perception and the strength of will, how, despite possessing the utmost clarity of thought and unclouded integrity, he was ignored and obliged to accept the wooden spoon of only posthumous appreciation. But above all he wishes to show that this was inevitable, xvgiven the inability of the German people to be readied for Nietzsche’s thought. Beyond this he can say little more. Zweig demonstrates the crime of Nietzsche’s neglect by focusing on the failure of a modern industrialized country increasingly harbouring imperialist fantasies, to recognize his warnings, but also the establishment’s scholarly establishment is also criticised for its incessant outpourings of volumes, its ever feverish activity, yet its abject failure to notice the one great mind sending up flare after flare in its midst.

         Zweig goes on to articulate Nietzsche’s coruscating solitude and his infamously nomadic existence, now tinged with a certain melancholy exoticism, the life of a ‘fugitive’ whose nerves are a delicate barometer registering the surrounding elements and sending the ‘outlaw prince’ to all corners of the continent in search of the perfect climate in which he might exist more productively. Zweig lists the locations like so many chance oases on the long desert journey of a heavy wool coated vagrant. But it is the high plateau of the Engadine in Switzerland, and the little lakeside village of Sils-Maria, where Nietzsche settled over consecutive summers in the 1880s and wrote certain of his most famous works, that draws Zweig’s main attention. Only here could Nietzsche properly breathe, he claimed, due to its ‘invigorating and ozone rich air’, and he even latterly expressed the wish to build a permanent home on the peninsula. The little nondescript room still preserved today in the Sils house becomes for Zweig the prime martyrdom cell in which the tormented man pursues his path to posthumous greatness. Like many German-language writers and poets drawn since by the shadow of Nietzsche, and of the singular majesty of a landscape that equated with his thought, Zweig had visited the ‘Nietzsche house’ at Sils-Maria, stayed at the hamlet of Baselgia and made the pilgrimage walk down the Chastè peninsula into the lake at the heart of Silvaplana, taking the same xvipaths Nietzsche would have taken. Yet Zweig, interestingly, suggests a certain malignancy in the casual sightseeing, which the philosopher’s name has brought to Sils-Maria. This recalls a preoccupation with the proliferation of tourism on the back of human suffering made explicit in his essay on Ypres (see Stefan Zweig – Journeys, Hesperus Press, 2010).

         Nietzsche’s fixation on climate is bound, Zweig argues, to the mental suffering and intellectual tension experienced during his travels, so that ‘Little by little, he distills from his pathological experiences a kind of sanitary cartography for his own personal use.’ It is interesting how Zweig marvels at Nietzsche’s diverse itineraries and restless criss-crossings of Europe, for of course he too was an insatiable and perennial traveller and was never satisfied in one place for very long. For Zweig, the carriage of a train proved often the least demanding and most creatively fruitful environ in which to locate himself. But as ever the gulf between the relatively secure existence of a writer like Zweig, at least until Hitler came to power, and the precarious voyages to further insight and alienation served by Nietzsche’s dauntless thought locomotive, could not be wider. Two of the most influential architects for a European ideal are seen sharing the same tracks and heading for similar Central and Southern European destinations, but in contrasting circumstances and bearing very different loads.

         Zweig relishes transmitting not only Nietzsche’s mania for climate but also for dietary issues and ailments. He rummages in Nietzsche’s travelling trunk for the tragic evidence, which is all too abundant, depicting his creative period as a perennially solitary endurance course, a physical and mental road to perdition amidst the empty bottles of chloral and veronal, where the interchangeable narrow bed in a shabby alpine lodging house is the rack on which he must prostrate himself between bouts of vertiginous writing. Although there is a lush romanticism xviiinherent to Zweig’s depictions of Nietzsche, and inevitably the scene becomes the very theatre Zweig seeks to avoid, the portrait is nevertheless vital, suasive and plausibly harrowing in its detail. Zweig focuses heavily on Nietzsche’s physical and mental suffering, something which today may be common knowledge and must naturally feature in every biography of him. Yet unlike a dry dispassionate academic biographer, in Zweig’s sensitive ‘fraternal’ hands there is something genuinely moving and innately humane, something almost brilliantly fictional, and yet true when he describes the furtive entrance of the myopic philosopher into a guesthouse as the gong goes for dinner, or his failure to maintain a conventional conversation with a casual acquaintance due to having lost the faculty to do so. It is in the detection and implication of this indifferent reality, these dread struggles, not so much with the demon, but with the real world, the minutiae of everyday life, the life Nietzsche necessarily had to pass through as his vision evolved into literature, that Zweig really excels.

         Zweig’s take on Nietzsche, or his reason for including him in his demonic triumvirate, is basically that he, like Hölderlin and Kleist before him, was inexorably and helplessly possessed by a ‘demon’, or was in another sense intoxicated, ‘blinded by spirit’. However, he himself makes clear in his introduction that this demon is not the satanic kind, but the fiend dispensing torment to those seeking spiritual anchorage, that seductive yet dangerous elemental yearning to escape from the rational conventional forms of existence and to embrace, as Zweig asserts, ‘danger, immoderation, ecstasy, renunciation and even self destruction’ in order to reach a higher plane, to exist only in an atmosphere of complete freedom. Zweig views the three chosen artists, who are all German and either fell prey to madness or suicide, as prime examples of this case. Unsurprisingly, he cites Dostoyevsky and Van Gogh as also being in thrall to the demon; xviiiboth Dostoyevsky and Van Gogh make their entrance more than once throughout the text, as fraternal shades following Nietzsche on a similar circumnavigation of the abyss. But there is a further artist who is perhaps most crucial to the essay other than Nietzsche himself, another monumental figure Zweig also deeply admired: Goethe, who was diametrically opposed to Nietzsche in virtually every respect. In these two great German heavyweights, Zweig recognised the polarized struggle of every genuine artist, like two giants, their interlocked shadows back lit on a cave wall. He stresses the constant tension between those in the grip of the demon, the force of excess and uncompromising subjectivity that, pied piper-like, leads Nietzsche into his intensely productive yet fatal Dionysian dance, and that of its exact counterpart, carefully tended artistic progress, as represented by Goethe and his ‘capitalist’ approach, engrossed in the steady accumulation of experience. Laurence Mintz, senior editor of the Transaction Publishing edition of The Struggle with the Demon (2011, Translation Eden and Cedar Paul, 1939), sees Hölderlin, Kleist and Nietzsche as those who ‘consciously opposed the worldly harmoniousness of Goethe’s classicism in favour of a visionary inwardness and dramatization of the subjective psyche’.

         This duel between the respective attitudes of Nietzsche and Goethe proves a fascinating sideshow to the essay and provides some extra vertebrae to the backbone proper, the breakthroughs and trials of Nietzsche as he slides ever further down the greasy pole of the half submerged vessel of his life. Clearly Zweig has taken the opportunity to explore this dichotomy between two approaches to art and their resulting gains and losses for the artist concerned. This comparison culminates in the experience of Italy and the south upon the two men, afflicted by the grey lowering skies of the North both literally one presumes and spiritually, and both searching for a new xixhorizon, a way to wrest themselves free of Germany’s leaden bonds. But only Nietzsche, in Zweig’s view, really achieves a decisive break and the longed-for rebirth. ‘Goethe’s experience is primarily cerebral and aesthetic whilst that of Nietzsche is vital. Whilst Goethe’s first relationship with Italy is of the artistic kind, Nietzsche discovers a new style of life itself. Goethe is simply enriched whilst Nietzsche is re-rooted and renewed.’ This ‘vitality’ represented by the south is for Nietzsche ultimately a further tool to extend his existence to the point of collapse, the famous collapse outside no. 6 via Carlo-Alberto, whose aftermath Zweig dramatises at the close of his portrait in a heady mixture of the genuinely emotional and the precariously theatrical.

         The general premise of Zweig’s account is how Nietzsche suddenly casts off the old skin of his professorial philologist existence in Basel and embarks for a new life, his real life, or, most importantly for Zweig, the authentic life, and the only one that matters in terms of Nietzsche’s relevance as creative artist. It is these fifteen years of suffering and transcendence that Zweig concentrates on, while the Basel period and the final descent into madness in Italy form the outer casing, the necessary germination period and dying back after the productive harvest. Again and again Zweig returns to the ‘sterility’ of the Basel period, the fossilizing of Nietzsche by academic application and the hoary company of ‘experts’, then the breaking of the constricting shell, the bursting forth into the sunlit uplands of pure freedom of thought. It is this one tantalizing notion that obsesses Zweig throughout his essay, whatever the inevitable restrictions to his theory reality might plant in his way. Zweig is determined, like a man on a mission himself, to get across this decisive abandonment of security by Nietzsche and his propensity to take an ever more self-destructive tightrope walk, where all safety nets are strictly forbidden. Zweig clearly expounds this Nietzschean stance as heroic whilst ‘respectfully’ deploring xxthe anti-heroic nature of Goethe, whose life steadily extends ‘like the rings of a tree’, and who remains to the end in thrall to the establishment.

         Zweig celebrates Nietzsche as the supreme ‘aeronaut of the spirit’, the one who dared, acted and then declared: ‘I made the leap!’ For Zweig the decision to leap and the actual leaping are what counts, though the landing occurs in downfall, the fact is Nietzsche really did renounce everything for the sake of thought, and did so sensing the cost must be his own life. It is this total rejection of compromise and martyrdom that enthralls Zweig, appealing to that part of him which could never take such decisive action. Nietzsche becomes for Zweig an emotionally inexhaustible fantasy figure, a master of masters who plays out all the most crucial values engendered by the will to their most dizzying extremes. Zweig sees everywhere a potential ‘creative configuration’ around his subject, for it is the vital progression of Nietzsche’s legacy, in spite of his fall, that Zweig, without actually disclosing what that might be, seeks to magnify in his essay. Though today a conceit such as Zweig’s ‘demon’ may sound to us rather quaint and would in the lecture halls of today no doubt be dismissed, the elements of this state as Zweig describes them are clearly recognizable in the artists that he portrays, but are surely most powerfully and supernaturally felt in the figure of Nietzsche, a figure so historically colossal in terms of his thought, but as a single human being so vulnerable and easily crushed by the weight of his epoch. It is not only the passion of Zweig for the titanic nature of his subject, the awe felt before such universally relevant originality of thought, the realization of the devastating effect of such turbulent inner forces on a human being, that is so energetically and imaginatively displayed through these chapters, but the passion for a purity of intention, non artificiality, the fanatical adherence to principle and authenticity, key humanitarian values Zweig always sought  xxiin himself and expected to dominate and proliferate, values which were and still are surely decisive as to a generation’s worthiness to survive at all.

         A Note on the Translation

         Although this constitutes the first modern translation of Zweig’s essay on Nietzsche, it is not the first, as during Zweig’s lifetime Eden and Cedar Paul translated many of Zweig’s works, both fiction and non-fiction. Their output was prolific and it was largely through their translations published by the Viking Press that Zweig’s name was established in the Anglophone world. Aside from the more obvious biographies of historical figures, the Pauls also concentrated on the Master Builder series and it was their version of The Struggle with the Demon which was published in 1939 as the second part of the sequence. The Pauls’ translations were reissued in the handsome Hallam series of Zweig’s works published by Cassell in the 1950s, allowing the next generation access to Zweig’s works in English.

         The great Zweig drought then existed for decades until the 1990s when Pushkin Press sought to readdress the balance. Pushkin, who have been acknowledged for their central role in the recent Zweig renaissance in the UK, have now released a number of these Eden and Cedar Paul versions in new editions, including The Struggle with the Demon. Previously to this development in the summer of 2012, the version was available in a 2011 edition published by Transaction Publishers, edited by Laurence Mintz.

         It is my hope that this new translation of the Nietzsche portion of that book may stand alone as a single work, as has been the case in recent years with its appearance as a sole entity in French translation. Although republishing the older English xxiitranslation was justified, since it was the only existing translation available, the reader will see a notable difference between that text and this one, not only in terms of style, given seven decades have passed, but also content. I have made it my priority to eschew any summarizing technique or dilution of the original text and have retained the content as far as possible line by line, without slavishly reproducing the German structures. Although I have endeavoured to produce, indeed write, a readable and comprehensible ‘modern’ sounding English and avoided archaisms, I have also tried to stay true to Zweig’s distinctive period tone and richly ornamented, highly expressive flourishes. One of the most gratifying aspects of this task was to perform a kind of archaeological restoration on this text and bring up still preserved from the depths what treasures sank with Zweig himself during the war and can now I hope be looked on anew.

         
             

         

         – Will Stone
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