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Thomas Mann (1875–1955) zählt zu den bedeutendsten Schriftstellern der deutschen und europäischen Literatur. Geboren in Lübeck als Sohn eines Kaufmanns, prägten ihn früh das großbürgerliche Milieu und der Gegensatz zwischen Kunst und Bürgertum, der später zu einem zentralen Thema seines Werks wurde. Bereits mit seinem Debütroman Buddenbrooks gelang ihm ein literarischer Welterfolg, der 1929 mit dem Nobelpreis für Literatur gewürdigt wurde. Mann lebte und wirkte in Deutschland, der Schweiz und später im Exil in den USA, nachdem er sich offen gegen den Nationalsozialismus positioniert hatte. Sein Werk verbindet psychologische Tiefe, gesellschaftliche Analyse, Ironie und philosophische Reflexion. Thomas Manns Einfluss reicht weit über seine Lebenszeit hinaus: Er steht bis heute für einen humanistischen Geist, intellektuelle Verantwortung und die Auseinandersetzung mit den großen Fragen von Kultur, Moral und Geschichte. Thomas Manns Werke kreisen um den Konflikt zwischen Individuum und Gesellschaft, Geist und Leben, Kunst und Macht; sie sind bis heute spannend und beliebt, weil sie zeitlose menschliche Fragen mit erzählerischer Eleganz und geistiger Tiefe verbinden. Ihre literarische und kulturelle Bedeutung wirkt bis in die Gegenwart fort. Diese Sammlung vereint die größten und einflussreichsten Texte Thomas Manns und bietet einen umfassenden Überblick über sein literarisches Schaffen. Sie versammelt Romane, Novellen, Erzählungen und Dramen, die zu den Klassikern der deutschen Literatur gehören und den Autor in seiner ganzen thematischen und stilistischen Vielfalt zeigen: Buddenbrooks – Verfall einer Familie schildert den Niedergang einer Lübecker Kaufmannsfamilie über mehrere Generationen und ist ein Meisterwerk des realistischen Gesellschaftsromans. Der Zauberberg gilt als philosophischer Bildungsroman, der Krankheit, Zeit und Ideologien am Vorabend des Ersten Weltkriegs reflektiert. Mit Joseph und seine Brüder – bestehend aus Die Geschichten Jaakobs, Der junge Joseph, Joseph in Ägypten und Joseph der Ernährer – schuf Mann eine monumentale Neuerzählung biblischer Stoffe, die Mythos, Geschichte und Moderne verbindet. Doktor Faustus thematisiert Schuld, Genie und den moralischen Zusammenbruch Deutschlands anhand des Schicksals eines Komponisten. Lotte in Weimar und Der Erwählte zeigen Manns spielerisch-ironischen Umgang mit deutscher Kulturgeschichte, während Bekenntnisse des Hochstaplers Felix Krull als humorvoller Künstler- und Schelmenroman begeistert. Die Novellen, darunter Tonio Kröger, Der Tod in Venedig und Mario und der Zauberer, zählen zu Manns bekanntesten Texten und verdichten zentrale Motive wie Künstlerexistenz, Verführung, Macht und Tod. Sie zeichnen sich durch psychologische Präzision und symbolische Tiefe aus. Auch weniger bekannte Erzählungen erweitern dieses thematische Spektrum eindrucksvoll. Das Drama Fiorenza rundet die Sammlung ab und zeigt Thomas Manns literarische Vielseitigkeit.
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A Hunger Artist by Franz Kafka is a mesmerizing exploration of the human condition, delving into themes of obsession, alienation, and the relentless pursuit of meaning. With Kafka's signature blend of surrealism and dark humor, this collection examines the complex interplay between individuality and societal expectations, art and sacrifice, and the yearning for recognition in a world that often misunderstands. The stories in this collection offer a profound and haunting glimpse into Kafka's unique imagination. In First Suffering, a trapeze artist's obsessive dedication to his craft isolates him from the world, highlighting the burdens of perfection and the cost of artistic devotion. A Small Woman portrays the enigmatic and strained relationship between the narrator and a peculiar woman, unraveling themes of miscommunication and the elusive nature of connection. The title story, A Hunger Artist, explores the life of a professional starvation artist who performs for public entertainment yet finds himself increasingly alienated from his audience. The poignant exploration of the artist's inner turmoil reflects the existential angst prevalent in the early 20th century, where traditional values are questioned and the individual's plight is magnified in a society driven by spectacle. In the final tale, Josefine, the Singer, a mouse-like community reveres its singer, sparking deep reflections on the purpose of art and the fragile nature of collective belief. Kafka's collection 'A Hunger Artist' is a timeless masterpiece, offering readers a deeply introspective journey into the struggles and triumphs of the human spirit. This translation has been assisted by artificial intelligence.
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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Complete Works of Fyodor Dostoyevsky: Novels, Short Stories and Autobiographical Writings" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Fyodor Dostoyevsky (1821-1881) was a Russian novelist, short story writer, essayist, journalist and philosopher. His literary works explore human psychology in the troubled political, social, and spiritual atmosphere of 19th-century Russia. Many of his works contain a strong emphasis on Christianity, and its message of absolute love, forgiveness and charity, explored within the realm of the individual, confronted with all of life's hardships and beauty. His major works include Crime and Punishment, The Idiot, Demons and The Brothers Karamazov. Many literary critics rate him as one of the greatest and most prominent psychologists in world literature. His novella Notes from Underground is considered to be one of the first works of existentialist literature. NOVELS: Netochka Nezvanova The Village of Stepanchikovo The House of the Dead Crime and Punishment The Idiot The Possessed (Demons) The Raw Youth (The Adolescent) The Brothers Karamazov The Insulted and the Injured NOVELLAS: Poor Folk The Double The Landlady Uncle's Dream Notes from Underground The Gambler The Permanent Husband SHORT STORIES: The Grand Inquisitor (Chapter from The Brothers Karamazov) Mr. Prohartchin A Novel in Nine Letters Another Man's Wife or, The Husband under the Bed A Faint Heart Polzunkov The Honest Thief The Christmas Tree and The Wedding White Nights A Little Hero An Unpleasant Predicament (A Nasty Story) The Crocodile Bobok The Heavenly Christmas Tree A Gentle Spirit The Peasant Marey The Dream of a Ridiculous Man LETTERS AND MEMOIRS: Letters of Fyodor Michailovitch Dostoyevsky to his Family and Friends Pages from the Journal of an Author, Fyodor Dostoevsky BIOGRAPHY: Fyodor Dostoyevsky, A Study by Aimée Dostoyevsky
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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Complete Works of Charles Dickens" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents: Novels Oliver Twist The Pickwick Papers Nicholas Nickleby The Old Curiosity Shop Barnaby Rudge Martin Chuzzlewit Dombey and Son David Copperfield Bleak House Hard Times Little Dorrit A Tale of Two Cities Great Expectations Our Mutual Friend The Mystery of Edwin Drood Christmas Novellas A Christmas Carol The Chimes The Cricket on the Hearth The Battle of Life The Haunted Man Short Story Collections Sketches by Boz Sketches of Young Gentlemen Sketches of Young Couples Master Humphrey' Clock Reprinted Pieces The Mudfog Papers Pearl-Fishing (First Series) Pearl-Fishing (Second Series) Christmas Stories Other Stories Children's Books Child's Dream of a Star Holiday Romance Stories About Children Every Child Can Read Dickens's Children Plays The Village Coquettes The Strange Gentleman The Lamplighter Is She His Wife Mr. Nightingale's Diary No Thoroughfare The Frozen Deep Poetry The Loving Ballad of Lord Bateman The Poems and Verses of Charles Dickens Travel Books American Notes Pictures From Italy The Lazy Tour of Two Idle Apprentices Other Works Sunday Under Three Heads A Child's History of England Memoirs of Joseph Grimaldi The Life of Our Lord The Uncommercial Traveller Contributions to "All The Year Round" Contributions to "The Examiner" Miscellaneous Papers Essays & Articles A Coal Miner's Evidence The Lost Arctic Voyagers Frauds on the Fairies Adelaide Anne Procter In Memoriam W. M. Thackeray Speeches of Charles Dickens: Literary and Social Letters of Charles Dickens Criticism CHARLES DICKENS by G. K. Chesterton DICKENS by Sir Adolphus William Ward THE LIFE OF CHARLES DICKENS by John Forster MY FATHER AS I RECALL HIM by Mamie D. Charles Dickens (1812-1870), an English writer and social critic, created some of the world's best-known fictional characters and is regarded as the greatest novelist of the Victorian era.
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This carefully crafted ebook: "Mrs. Dalloway" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. Mrs Dalloway, Virginia Woolf's fourth novel, offers the reader an impression of a single June day in London in 1923. Clarissa Dalloway, the wife of a Conservative member of parliament, is preparing to give an evening party, while the shell-shocked Septimus Warren Smith hears the birds in Regent's Park chattering in Greek. There seems to be nothing, except perhaps London, to link Clarissa and Septimus. She is middle-aged and prosperous, with a sheltered happy life behind her; Smith is young, poor, and driven to hatred of himself and the whole human race. Yet both share a terror of existence, and sense the pull of death. The world of Mrs Dalloway is evoked in Woolf's famous stream of consciousness style, in a lyrical and haunting language which has made this, from its publication in 1925, one of her most popular novels.
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  An unassuming young man traveled in midsummer from Hamburg, his hometown, to Davos Square in Graubünden, on a three weeks’ visit.




  It is a long journey from Hamburg to Davos Square, too long, in fact, for such a short stay. It takes you through several countries, uphill and downhill, from the South German plateau down to the shores of Lake Constance and across its bounding waves, across marshes that were once considered bottomless.




  From there on, the journey, which had been so generous and direct, becomes drawn-out and complicated. There are stops and formalities. At Rorschach, on Swiss territory, you entrust yourself to the railroad again, but for the time being you only get as far as Landquart, a small Alpine station where you are forced to change trains. It is a narrow-gauge railway that you board after a long wait in a windy and unattractive area, and the moment the small but apparently unusually powerful engine starts moving, the real adventure part of the journey begins, a sudden and tough climb that seems never-ending. For Landquart station is still at a relatively moderate altitude; but now the train is seriously heading into the high mountains on a wild, precipitous rocky road.




  Hans Castorp—that was the name of the young man—found himself alone with his crocodile-leather handbag, a gift from his uncle and foster father, Consul Tienappel, to mention that name here as well, his winter coat, which was swinging on a hook, and his plaid roll in a small gray upholstered compartment; he sat by the lowered window, and as the afternoon grew colder and colder, he, the family darling and tender-hearted boy, had turned up the collar of his fashionable, wide, silk summer coat. Next to him on the bench lay a paperback book called Ocean Steamships, which he had studied from time to time at the beginning of the journey; but now it lay neglected, its cover stained with coal particles from the heavy puffing of the locomotive.




  Two days of travel remove a person—and especially a young person, not yet firmly rooted in life—from their everyday world, from everything they call their duties, interests, worries, and prospects, much more than they could have imagined on the carriage ride to the station. The space that rolls between him and his place of origin, spinning and fleeing, unleashes forces that are usually thought to be reserved for time; hour by hour, it brings about inner changes that are very similar to those caused by time, but in a certain way surpass them. Like time, it induces forgetfulness; but it does so by detaching the person from their relationships and placing them in a free and original state—indeed, it even turns pedants and philistines into something like vagabonds in the blink of an eye. Time, they say, is Lethe; but the air of the countryside is also such a potion, and if it is less thorough in its effect, it is all the more rapid.




  Hans Castorp experienced something similar. He had not intended to take this journey particularly seriously, to engage with it inwardly. Rather, his opinion had been to get it over with quickly, because it had to be done, to return exactly as he had left, and to resume his life exactly where he had had to leave it for a moment. Only yesterday he had been completely caught up in his usual train of thought, preoccupied with the recent past, his exams, and the immediate future, his entry into practice at Tunder & Wilms (shipyard, machine factory, and boiler works), and he had looked ahead to the next three weeks with as much impatience as his disposition would allow. But now it seemed to him that circumstances demanded his full attention and that it was not appropriate to take them lightly. This elevation to regions where he had never breathed before and where, as he knew, completely unfamiliar, peculiarly thin and sparse living conditions prevailed, began to excite him and fill him with a certain anxiety. Home and order were not only far behind him, they were mainly fathoms below him, and he was still climbing beyond them. Hovering between them and the unknown, he wondered how he would fare up there. Perhaps it was unwise and unhealthy for him, born and accustomed to breathing only a few meters above sea level, to suddenly allow himself to be transported to these extreme regions without at least spending a few days in a place of moderate altitude? He wished he were at his destination, because once at the top, he thought, one would live as everywhere else and not be reminded, as now during the climb, of the inappropriate spheres in which one found oneself. He looked out: the train wound its way along a narrow pass; you could see the front cars, you could see the engine, which in its effort emitted brown, green, and black clouds of smoke that fluttered away. Water rushed below on the right; on the left, dark spruce trees rose between boulders against a stone-gray sky. Pitch-black tunnels appeared, and when daylight returned, vast abysses opened up with villages in the depths. They closed again, followed by new narrow passages with remnants of snow in their crevices and crevasses. There were stops at poor little station buildings, terminus stations, which the train left in the opposite direction, which was confusing because you no longer knew which way you were going and could no longer remember the regions of the sky. Magnificent distant views of the sacred, phantasmagorical peaks of the high mountains, toward which one was striving and climbing, opened up and were lost again to the reverent eye as the path curved around. Hans Castorp considered that he had left the zone of deciduous trees behind him, and probably that of songbirds too, if he was right, and this thought of cessation and impoverishment caused him, overcome by a slight dizziness and nausea, to cover his eyes with his hand for two seconds. That passed. He saw that the ascent had come to an end, that the pass had been crossed. The train now rolled more comfortably along the flat valley floor.




  It was around eight o'clock, and the day was still holding out. A lake appeared in the distance, its waters gray, and black spruce forests rose up the surrounding hillsides beside its shores, becoming sparse further up, disappearing and leaving behind misty, bare rock. The train stopped at a small station. It was Village Davos, as Hans Castorp heard someone outside exclaim, and he would soon be at his destination. And suddenly he heard Joachim Ziemßen's voice next to him, his cousin's leisurely Hamburg voice, saying, "Hey, you, get out now"; and when he looked out, Joachim himself was standing on the platform below his window, wearing a brown Ulster coat, no headgear, and looking healthier than ever before in his life. He laughed and said again,




  "Come on out, don't be shy!"




  "But I'm not there yet," said Hans Castorp, puzzled, still sitting.




  "Yes, you are. This is the village. It's closer to the sanatorium from here. I've got a car with me. Give me your things."




  And laughing, confused, in the excitement of arrival and reunion, Hans Castorp handed him his handbag and winter coat, the plaid roll with cane and umbrella, and finally also "Ocean Steamships." Then he ran down the narrow corridor and jumped onto the platform for the actual and, so to speak, now personal greeting with his cousin, which took place without exuberance, as between people of cool and reserved manners. It is strange to say, but they had always avoided calling each other by their first names, solely out of shyness about showing too much warmth. However, since they could not address each other by their last names, they limited themselves to using the familiar form of address. This was an ingrained habit between the cousins.




  A man in livery, wearing a braided cap, watched as they shook hands quickly and a little awkwardly—the young Ziemßen in a military posture—and then approached to ask Hans Castorp for his luggage ticket; for he was the concierge of the International Sanatorium "Berghof" and offered to fetch the guest's large suitcase from the "Square" station while the gentlemen drove directly to dinner in the car. The man limped noticeably, and so the first thing Hans Castorp asked Joachim Ziemßen was:




  "Is he a war veteran? Why does he limp?"




  "No fear" Joachim replied somewhat bitterly. "A war veteran! He has a problem with his knee—or rather, he did, because then he had his kneecap removed."




  Hans Castorp thought as quickly as he could. "Oh, I see!" he said, raising his head as he walked and glancing around briefly. "But you're not trying to tell me you still have something like that? You look as if you already have your sword and have just come back from maneuvers." And he looked at his cousin from the side.




  Joachim was taller and broader than he was, a picture of youthful vigor and as if made for the uniform. He was of the very tanned type that his blond homeland often produces, and his already dark complexion had become almost bronze-colored from sunburn. With his large black eyes and dark mustache above his full, well-shaped mouth, he would have been downright handsome if it weren't for his protruding ears. They had been his only sorrow and pain in life up to a certain point. Now he had other worries. Hans Castorp continued:




  "You're coming down with me, aren't you? I really don't see any obstacle."




  "Right away?" asked his cousin, turning his large eyes toward him, eyes that had always been gentle but had taken on a somewhat tired, even sad expression over the past five months. "When?"




  "Well, in three weeks."




  "Oh, I see, you're already thinking about going home again," replied Joachim. "Well, just wait, you've only just arrived. Three weeks is almost nothing for us up here, of course, but for you, who are visiting and are only staying for three weeks, it's a long time. First, acclimatize yourself; it's not that easy, you'll see. And then the climate isn't the only strange thing about us. You'll see many new things here, just wait and see. And what you say about me, it doesn't work that way with me, you know, 'home in three weeks'—those are ideas from down below. I may be tanned, but that's mainly from sunburn and doesn't mean much, as Behrens always says, and at the last general examination he said it will probably take another six months."




  "Half a year? Are you crazy?" cried Hans Castorp. They had just sat down in front of the station building, which was little more than a shed, in the yellow convertible that was waiting there on the stony square, and while the two brown ones were getting dressed, Hans Castorp threw himself indignantly onto the hard cushion. "Six months? You've already been here almost six months! You don't have that much time!"




  "Yes, time," said Joachim, nodding several times without paying any attention to his cousin's honest indignation. "They jump around with human time here, you wouldn't believe it. Three weeks are like a day to them. You'll see. You'll learn all that," he said, adding, "You change your concepts here."




  Hans Castorp looked at him intently from the side.




  "But you've recovered magnificently," he said, shaking his head.




  "Yes, do you think so?" replied Joachim. "Don't you think so too?" he said, sitting back higher in the pillow, but immediately assuming a more reclined position again. "I'm feeling better," he explained, "but I'm not healthy yet. At the top left, where there used to be rattling, it now just sounds rough, which isn't so bad, but at the bottom it's still very rough, and then there are also noises in the second intercostal space."




  "How learned you've become," said Hans Castorp.




  "Yes, God knows it's a nice bit of learning. I'd like to have sweated it out of my system in service," replied Joachim. "But I still have sputum," he said with a casual yet violent shrug that did not suit him, and showed his cousin something he pulled halfway out of the side pocket of his Ulster facing him and immediately put away again: a flat, curved bottle made of blue glass with a metal cap. "Most of us up here have one," he said. "It even has a name among us, a nickname, quite cheerful. Are you looking at the area?"




  Hans Castorp did, and he exclaimed, "Magnificent!"




  "Do you think so?" asked Joachim.




  They had followed the irregularly built-up road running parallel to the railroad for a while in the direction of the valley axis, then crossed the narrow track to the left, crossed a stream, and were now trudging along a gently ascending road toward wooded slopes, where, on a low, protruding meadow plateau, facing southwest, an elongated building with a domed tower, which from a distance looked as porous and spongy as a sponge due to its numerous balcony boxes, had just lit up. It was getting dark quickly. A faint glow that had enlivened the uniformly overcast sky for a while had already faded, and that colorless, soulless, and sad transitional state prevailed in nature, immediately preceding the full onset of night. The populated valley, long and somewhat winding, was now illuminated everywhere, both at the bottom and here and there on the slopes on both sides – especially on the right, which sloped downwards and where buildings rose in terraces. On the left, paths ran up the meadow slopes and disappeared into the dull blackness of the coniferous forests. The more distant mountain backdrops, at the rear exit, towards which the valley narrowed, showed a sober slate blue. As a wind had picked up, the evening chill became noticeable.




  "No, to be honest, I don't find it that overwhelming," said Hans Castorp. "Where are the glaciers and the mighty mountain giants? These things aren't very high, it seems to me."




  "Yes, they are high," replied Joachim. "You can see the tree line almost everywhere, it stands out sharply, the fir trees stop, and with them everything stops, there is absolutely nothing but bare rock. Over there, to the right of the Schwarzhorn, that peak there, you even have a glacier, can you still see the blue? It's not big, but it's a glacier, as it should be, the Scaletta Glacier. Piz Michel and Tinzenhorn in the gap, you can't see them from here, are also always covered with snow, all year round."




  "Eternal snow," said Hans Castorp.




  "Yes, eternal, if you like. But it's all very high. But we ourselves are terribly high, you must remember. Sixteen hundred meters above sea level. The elevations don't come into their own there."




  "Yes, what a climb! I can tell you, I was scared and anxious. Sixteen hundred meters! That's almost five thousand feet, if I calculate it correctly. I've never been so high in my life." And Hans Castorp curiously took a deep, tentative breath of the unfamiliar air. It was fresh—and nothing more. It lacked scent, substance, moisture; it went down easily and said nothing to the soul.




  "Excellent!" he remarked politely.




  "Yes, it's famous air. Incidentally, the area doesn't look its best tonight. Sometimes it looks better, especially in the snow. But you get very tired of looking at it. All of us up here, believe me, are completely fed up with it," said Joachim, and his mouth twisted into an expression of disgust that seemed exaggerated and uncontrolled and did not suit him well.




  "You're talking strangely," said Hans Castorp.




  "Am I talking strangely?" asked Joachim with a certain concern, turning to his cousin...




  "No, no, forgive me, it just seemed that way for a moment!" Hans Castorp hastened to say. But he had been referring to the phrase "we up here," which Joachim had used for the third or fourth time and which somehow seemed oppressive and strange to him.




  "Our sanatorium is even higher than the town, as you can see," Joachim continued. "Fifty meters. The brochure says 'a hundred,' but it's only fifty. The highest is the Schatzalp Sanatorium over there, you can't see it. In winter they have to transport their corpses down by bobsled because the roads are impassable."




  "Their corpses? Oh, I see! Well, listen to that!" exclaimed Hans Castorp. And suddenly he burst out laughing, a violent, uncontrollable laugh that shook his chest and contorted his face, which was somewhat stiff from the cool wind, into a slightly painful grimace. "On a bobsled! And you tell me this so calmly? You've become quite cynical in these five months!"




  "Not cynical at all," replied Joachim with a shrug. "Why should I be? It doesn't matter to the corpses... Besides, it's quite possible that one becomes cynical here with us. Behrens himself is such an old cynic—a splendid fellow, by the way, an old fraternity student and brilliant surgeon, it seems; you'll like him. Then there's Krokowski, the assistant—a very shy fellow. The brochure makes special mention of his work. He engages in soul dissection with the patients."




  "What does he do? Dissect souls? That's disgusting!" exclaimed Hans Castorp, and now his cheerfulness got the better of him. He could no longer control it; after everything else, the dissection of souls had completely won him over, and he laughed so hard that tears ran down his face, which he covered with his hand as he leaned forward. Joachim also laughed heartily—it seemed to do him good—and so it came to pass that the young people stepped out of their carriage in high spirits, which had finally carried them at a walking pace up a steep, winding driveway to the portal of the International Sanatorium Berghof.
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  The concierge's lodge was located immediately to the right, between the front door and the vestibule, and from there a French-looking servant, who had been sitting at the telephone reading newspapers, came out to meet them in the gray livery of the limping man at the station and led them through the well-lit hall, on the left side of which were the reception rooms. As they passed, Hans Castorp glanced inside and found them empty. Where were the guests, he asked, and his cousin replied:




  "At the rest cure. I had the day off today because I wanted to pick you up. Otherwise, I lie on the balcony after dinner."




  Hans Castorp was once again overcome with laughter.




  "What, you still lie on the balcony at night?" he asked with a wavering voice...




  "Yes, that's the rule. From eight to ten. But come on now, take a look at your room and wash your hands."




  They got into the elevator, whose electric motor was operated by the Frenchman. As they glided upward, Hans Castorp dried his eyes.




  "I'm completely exhausted from laughing," he said, breathing through his mouth. "You told me so many great things... The part about the dissection of the soul was too much, that shouldn't have happened. Besides, I'm also a little tired from the trip. Do you also suffer from cold feet? At the same time, your face feels so hot, it's uncomfortable. Are we about to eat? I think I'm hungry. Do you eat well up here?"




  They walked silently along the coconut runner in the narrow corridor. Frosted glass bells cast a pale light from the ceiling. The walls shimmered white and hard, covered with a lacquer-like oil paint. A nurse appeared somewhere, wearing a white cap and pince-nez glasses, the cord of which she had tucked behind her ear. She was obviously Protestant, without any real devotion to her profession, curious and troubled and burdened by boredom. In two places in the corridor, on the floor in front of the white-painted numbered doors, stood certain balloons, large, bulbous vessels with short necks, the meaning of which Hans Castorp forgot to ask about for the time being.




  "Here you are," said Joachim. "Number thirty-four. I'm on the right, and on the left is a Russian couple—somewhat casual and loud, it must be said, but there was no other way. Well, what do you say?"




  The door was double, with coat hooks in the inner cavity. Joachim had turned on the ceiling light, and in its trembling clarity, the room appeared cheerful and peaceful, with its white, practical furniture, its equally white, strong, washable wallpaper, its clean linoleum flooring, and the linen curtains, which were embroidered in a simple and cheerful modern style. The balcony door was open; one could see the lights of the valley and hear distant dance music. Good old Joachim had placed some flowers in a small vase on the dresser—whatever he had found in the second grass, some yarrow and a few bluebells, picked by himself on the hillside.




  "How lovely of you," said Hans Castorp. "What a nice room! It would be nice to stay here for a few weeks."




  "An American woman died here the day before yesterday," said Joachim. "Behrens immediately said that she would be gone by the time you arrived and that you could have the room. Her fiancé was with her, an English naval officer, but he didn't exactly behave as one. Every few minutes he would come out into the corridor to cry, just like a little boy. And then he rubbed cold cream on his cheeks because he was clean-shaven and the tears stung him there. The night before last, the American woman had two more major hemorrhages, and that was the end of it. But she's been gone since yesterday morning, and then, of course, they thoroughly fumigated the place with formalin, you know, which is supposed to be so good for such purposes."




  Hans Castorp listened to this story with animated distraction. Standing with his sleeves rolled up in front of the spacious washbasin, whose nickel taps glistened in the electric light, he barely glanced at the white metal bed, neatly covered with sheets.




  "Fumigated, that's splendid," he said conversationally and somewhat incongruously, washing and drying his hands. "Yes, methyl aldehyde, even the strongest bacteria can't withstand that—H₂CO, but it stings the nose, doesn't it? Of course, strict cleanliness is a basic requirement..." He spoke with more of a Hamburg accent, while his cousin who had broken himself of it since his student days and continued with great fluency: "What I wanted to say... The naval officer had probably shaved with the safety razor, I would assume, because it's easier to cut yourself with those things than with a well-sharpened knife, at least in my experience; I use both alternately ... Well, and of course salt water hurts on irritated skin, so he was probably used to using cold cream from his service, I don't see anything wrong with that..." And he chatted on, saying that he had two hundred of Maria Mancini – his cigars – in his suitcase, that the inspection had been very pleasant, and he sent greetings from various people back home. "Isn't there any heating here?" he suddenly exclaimed and ran to the pipes to put his hands on them ...




  "No, we're kept pretty cool here," replied Joachim. "That has to change before the central heating is turned on in August."




  "August, August!" said Hans Castorp. "But I'm freezing! I'm freezing horribly, especially in my body, for my face burns shockingly - just feel it!"




  This imposition of having his face touched did not suit Hans Castorp's nature at all and embarrassed him. Joachim did not respond, but simply said:




  "It's the air, it doesn't mean anything. Behrens himself has blue cheeks all day long. Some people never get used to it. Come on, let's go, otherwise we won't get anything else to eat."




  Outside, the nurse reappeared, peering at them curiously, her eyesight poor. But on the first floor, Hans Castorp suddenly stopped, transfixed by a completely horrible noise that could be heard a short distance away behind a bend in the corridor, a noise that was not loud, but so distinctly abominable that Hans Castorp grimaced and looked at his cousin with wide eyes. It was coughing, obviously—a man's cough; but a cough unlike any other Hans Castorp had ever heard, so much so that compared to it, every other cough he knew had been a magnificent and healthy expression of life—a cough completely devoid of joy and love, which did not occur in proper bursts, but sounded only like a gruesome, powerless rummaging in the mush of organic decay.




  "Yes," said Joachim, "it looks bad. An Austrian aristocrat, you know, an elegant man and born to be a gentleman rider. And now this is how he is. But he still walks around."




  As they continued on their way, Hans Castorp spoke earnestly about the gentleman rider's cough. "You must remember," he said, "that I have never heard anything like it, that it is completely new to me, so naturally it makes an impression on me. There are so many different kinds of coughs, dry and loose, and the loose one is generally considered more advantageous and better than barking like that. When I was young and had croup, I barked like a wolf, and they were all happy when it loosened up, I can still remember it. But a cough like this one wasn't there yet, at least not for me—it's not a lively cough anymore. It's not dry, but you can't call it loose either; that's not the word for it. It's as if you could see inside the person and see what it looks like—all mud and sludge..."




  "Well," said Joachim, "I hear it every day, you don't need to describe it to me."




  But Hans Castorp couldn't calm down about the cough he had heard. He kept repeating that you could literally see inside the gentleman's chest, and when they entered the restaurant, his travel-weary eyes had an excited gleam.




  

    In the restaurant
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  The restaurant was bright, elegant, and cozy. It was located just to the right of the hall, opposite the conversation rooms, and, as Joachim explained, was mainly used by newly arrived guests dining outside of meal times and by those who had visitors. But birthdays and upcoming departures were also celebrated there, as were favorable results from general examinations. Sometimes things got lively in the restaurant, Joachim said; champagne was even served. Now there was no one sitting there except a single lady of about thirty who was reading a book, but humming to herself and tapping the tablecloth lightly with the middle finger of her left hand. When the young people had settled down, she changed seats to turn her back on them. She was shy, Joachim explained quietly, and always ate with a book in the restaurant. It was said that she had entered a sanatorium for lung patients when she was a very young girl and had not lived in the world since.




  "Well, then you're still a young beginner compared to her with your five months, and you'll still be one when you've got a year under your belt," Hans Castorp said to his cousin, whereupon Joachim reached for the menu with a shrug that had not been characteristic of him in the past.




  They had taken the raised table by the window, the prettiest spot. They sat opposite each other by the cream-colored curtain, their faces illuminated by the glow of the red-shaded electric table lamp. Hans Castorp folded his freshly washed hands and rubbed them together comfortably and expectantly, as he used to do when he sat down at the table—perhaps because his ancestors had prayed before soup. A friendly, vivacious girl in a black dress with a white apron and a large face of extremely healthy color served them, and to his great amusement, Hans Castorp learned that the waitresses here were called "hall daughters." They ordered a bottle of Gruaud Larose from her, which Hans Castorp sent back to be brought to a better temperature. The food was excellent. There was asparagus soup, stuffed tomatoes, roast meat with various accompaniments, a particularly well-prepared sweet dish, a cheese platter, and fruit. Hans Castorp ate heartily, although his appetite was not as lively as he had expected. But he was used to eating a lot, even when he wasn't hungry, out of self-respect.




  Joachim did not do the dishes much credit. He was fed up with the food, he said, as were all of them up here, and it was customary to complain about the food; because when you sit here forever and ever... On the other hand, he drank the wine with pleasure, even with a certain devotion, and, carefully avoiding overly emotional expressions, repeatedly expressed his satisfaction that there was someone with whom he could have a reasonable conversation.




  "Yes, it's brilliant that you came!" he said, and his leisurely voice was moved. "I can safely say that for me it's nothing short of an event. It's a change, at least – I mean, it's a break, a break in the eternal, boundless monotony..."




  "But time must pass quickly for you here," said Hans Castorp.




  "Quickly and slowly, as you wish," replied Joachim. "It doesn't pass at all, I tell you, it's not time at all, and it's not life either—no, it's not," he said, shaking his head and reaching for his glass again.




  Hans Castorp also drank, although his face was now burning like fire. But his body was still cold, and a special joyful yet somewhat agonizing restlessness was in his limbs. His words rushed out, he often misspoke and dismissed it with a dismissive wave of his hand. Joachim was also in a lively mood, and their conversation became all the more free and cheerful when the buzzing, throbbing lady suddenly got up and left. They gestured with their forks as they ate, made important faces with a bite in their cheeks, laughed, nodded, shrugged their shoulders, and had not yet swallowed properly when they continued talking. Joachim wanted to hear about Hamburg and had brought the conversation to the planned regulation of the Elbe.




  "Epochal!" said Hans Castorp. "Epochal for the development of our shipping industry—it cannot be overestimated. We are budgeting fifty million as an immediate one-time expenditure for this, and you can be sure that we know exactly what we are doing."




  Incidentally, despite all the importance he attached to the regulation of the Elbe, he immediately jumped off this topic and asked Joachim to tell him more about life "up here" and about the guests, which Joachim willingly did, as he was happy to be able to unburden himself and share his thoughts. He had to repeat the story about the corpses being sent down the bobsled track and reassure him once again that it was true. When Hans Castorp was seized by laughter again, he laughed too, which he seemed to enjoy heartily, and told other funny stories to fuel the merriment. A lady named Mrs. Stöhr, who was quite ill, by the way, and the wife of a musician from Cannstatt, was sitting at the table with him—she was the most uneducated person he had ever met. She said diseased for deceased, but in all seriousness. And she called the assistant Krokowski the "Fomulus." One had to swallow that without grimacing. Besides, she was a gossip, like most people up here, and she said that another lady, Mrs. Iltis, wore a "steriletto." "Steriletto" is what she calls it – that's priceless!" And half lying back against the backs of their chairs, they laughed so hard that their bodies shook and they almost simultaneously got the hiccups.




  In between, Joachim became sad and thought about his fate.




  "Yes, here we sit and laugh," he said with a pained expression, occasionally interrupted by the tremors of his diaphragm; "and there's no telling when I'll get out of here, because when Behrens says six more months, that's a tight estimate, and you have to be prepared for more. But it's hard, tell me yourself, isn't it sad for me? I had already been accepted, and next month I could take my officer's exam. And now I'm hanging around here with a thermometer in my mouth, counting the mistakes of this uneducated Mrs. Stöhr and wasting my time. A year plays such an important role at our age; it brings so many changes and advances in life down below. And I have to stagnate here like a waterhole—yes, just like a foul pond, it's not too harsh a comparison..."




  Strangely enough, Hans Castorp responded only by asking whether one could actually get porter here, and when his cousin looked at him somewhat astonished, he saw that the latter was falling asleep—in fact, he was already asleep.




  "But you're asleep!" said Joachim. "Come on, it's time to go to bed, for both of us."




  "It's not time at all," said Hans Castorp with a heavy tongue. But he went along anyway, somewhat stooped and stiff-legged, like a man who is literally being pulled to the ground by fatigue—but he pulled himself together when he heard Joachim say in the dimly lit hall:




  "There's Krokowski. I think I should introduce you to him quickly."




  Dr. Krokowski was sitting in the light, by the fireplace in one of the conversation rooms, right next to the open sliding door, reading a newspaper. He stood up when the young people approached him and Joachim said in a military tone:




  "May I introduce my cousin Castorp from Hamburg, Doctor. He has just arrived."




  Dr. Krokowski greeted the new housemate with a certain cheerful, robust, and encouraging heartiness, as if to suggest that, face to face with him, any self-consciousness was superfluous and only cheerful confidence was appropriate. He was about thirty-five years old, broad-shouldered, fat, considerably shorter than the two standing in front of him, so that he had to tilt his head back to see their faces, and extremely pale, with a translucent, even phosphorescent pallor that was accentuated by the dark glow of his eyes, the blackness of his eyebrows, and his rather long, full beard, which tapered to two points and already showed a few white strands. He wore a black, double-breasted, somewhat worn suit jacket, black, openwork, sandal-like low shoes with thick gray woolen socks, and a soft, flowing neck collar, the like of which Hans Castorp had only ever seen on a photographer in Danzig, and which indeed gave Dr. Krokowski's appearance a studio-like character. Smiling warmly, revealing his yellowish teeth through his beard, he shook the young man's hand and said in a baritone voice with a slightly foreign accent:




  "Welcome, Mr. Castorp! We hope you will quickly settle in and feel at home among us. You are coming to us as a patient, if I may ask?"




  It was touching to see how Hans Castorp worked to be polite and overcome his sleepiness. He was annoyed at being in such poor shape and, with the suspicious self-confidence of young people, saw signs of indulgent mockery in the assistant's smile and encouraging manner. He replied by talking about the three weeks, mentioning his exam and adding that, thank God, he was in perfect health.




  "Really?" asked Dr. Krokowski, tilting his head forward teasingly and intensifying his smile... "But then you are a most interesting case! I have never come across a completely healthy person before. What kind of exam did you take, if I may ask?"




  "I am an engineer, Doctor," replied Hans Castorp with modest dignity.




  "Ah, an engineer!" And Dr. Krokowski's smile seemed to retreat, losing some of its strength and warmth for a moment. "That's admirable. And so you won't be seeking any medical treatment here, either physical or psychological?"




  "No, thank you very much!" said Hans Castorp, almost taking a step back.




  Then Dr. Krokowski's smile broke out victoriously again, and shaking the young man's hand once more, he called out in a loud voice:




  "Well, sleep well, Mr. Castorp, in the full knowledge of your impeccable health! Sleep well and goodbye!" With that, he dismissed the young people and sat down again with his newspaper.




  The elevator was no longer in service, so they walked down the stairs, silent and somewhat confused by their encounter with Dr. Krokowski. Joachim accompanied Hans Castorp to room thirty-four, where the limping man had delivered the newcomer's luggage, and they chatted for another quarter of an hour while Hans Castorp unpacked his nightclothes and toiletries and smoked a thick, mild cigarette. He didn't smoke a cigar today, which seemed strange and extraordinary to him.




  "He looks very important," he said, puffing out the smoke he had inhaled as he spoke. "He is pale as a wax. And his footwear, it's awful. Gray woolen socks and then those sandals. Was he actually offended in the end?"




  "He's a bit sensitive," Joachim admitted. "You shouldn't have rejected the medical treatment so brusquely, at least not the psychological treatment. He doesn't like it when people withdraw from it. He's not particularly fond of me either, because I don't confide in him enough. But every now and then I tell him about a dream I've had so he has something to analyze."




  "Well, then I've offended him," said Hans Castorp morosely, because it made him unhappy with himself to have hurt someone, and so fatigue came over him with renewed strength.




  "Good night," he said. "I'm falling over."




  "I'll come get you for breakfast at eight," said Joachim and left.




  Hans Castorp only did a quick nighttime toilet. Sleep overcame him as soon as he had turned off the bedside lamp, but he startled awake once more when he remembered that someone had died in this bed the day before yesterday. "It won't be the first time," he said to himself, as if that might serve to reassure him. "It's just a deathbed, an ordinary deathbed." And he fell asleep.




  But as soon as he fell asleep, he began to dream, and dreamed almost incessantly until the next morning. Mainly he saw Joachim Ziemßen in a strangely contorted position on a bobsled racing down a sloping track. He was as phosphorescently pale as Dr. Krokowski, and in front sat the gentleman rider, who looked very vague, like someone you had only heard coughing, and steered. "That's none of our concern, up here," said the contorted Joachim, and then it was he, not the gentleman rider, who coughed so horribly and sloppily. Hans Castorp wept bitterly over this and realized that he had to run to the pharmacy to get some cold cream. But on the way, Mrs. Iltis sat with a pointed snout and held something in her hand that was obviously supposed to be her "sterilizer," but was nothing more than a safety razor. That made Hans Castorp laugh again, and so he was tossed back and forth between different emotions until morning dawned through his half-open balcony door and woke him up. 
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  Hans Castorp had only vague memories of his actual childhood home; he had hardly known his father and mother. They died within a short period between his fifth and seventh years, first his mother, completely unexpectedly and while expecting her child, from a vascular obstruction caused by nerve inflammation, an embolism, as Dr. Heidekind called it, which caused instant heart failure—she was laughing, sitting in bed, it looked as if she was falling over with laughter, and yet she only did so because she was dead. This was not easy for Hans Hermann Castorp, the father, to understand, and since he had been very attached to his wife and was not the strongest man himself, he did not know how to get over it. His mind had been disturbed and diminished ever since; in his dazed state, he made business mistakes, causing the Castorp & Son company to suffer significant losses; the following spring, he contracted pneumonia during a warehouse inspection at the windy harbor, and since his shattered heart could not withstand the high fever, he died within five days despite all the care Dr. Heidekind lavished on him, and was laid to rest in the Castorp family grave in St. Katharinen Cemetery, which was beautifully situated overlooking the Botanical Garden, with a large gathering of citizens in attendance.




  His father, the senator, survived him, albeit only by a short time, and the brief period until he too died—also of pneumonia, incidentally, and after much struggle and torment, for unlike his son, Hans Lorenz Castorp was a tough nut to crack, deeply rooted in life—this period, only a year and a half, was spent by the orphaned Hans Castorp in his grandfather's house, built at the beginning of the last century on a narrow plot of land in the style of Nordic classicism, painted in a dull weather color on the Esplanade, with half-columns on either side of the entrance door, in the middle of the ground floor with five steps, and two upper floors except for the bel étage, where the windows extended down to the floors and were fitted with cast iron grilles.




  This floor consisted exclusively of reception rooms, including the bright, stucco-decorated dining room, whose three wine-red draped windows looked out onto the rear garden, and where, for eighteen months, grandfather and grandson had lunch alone together every day at 4 o'clock, served by old Fiete with his earrings and silver buttons on his tailcoat, who wore a batiste necktie to match the tailcoat, just like the master of the house himself, and hid his shaved chin in it in a very similar way, and whom the grandfather addressed informally, speaking to him in Low German; not jokingly—he had no sense of humor—but in all seriousness and because that was how he treated people from the working class, warehouse workers, mail carriers, coachmen, and servants. Hans Castorp liked to hear this, and he also liked to hear how Fiete replied, also in Low German, bending over from behind his master on the left as he served him, in order to speak into his right ear, in which the senator could hear much better than in his left. The old man understood and nodded and continued eating, sitting very upright between the high mahogany back of the chair and the table, barely leaning over his plate, while his grandson, sitting opposite him, watched silently, with deep and unconscious attention, the concise, careful movements with which the beautiful, white, lean old hands with their curved, pointed nails and the green coat-of-arms ring on the right index finger arranged a bite of meat, vegetables, and potatoes on the tip of the fork and brought it to his mouth with a slight tilt of his head. Hans Castorp looked at his own, still clumsy hands and felt the possibility of one day holding and moving a knife and fork just like his grandfather.




  Another question was whether he would ever be able to tuck his chin into a bandage like the one that filled the spacious opening of his grandfather's strangely shaped neck , with its sharp points grazing his cheeks. For that, one had to be as old as his grandfather, and today, apart from him and his old Fiete, no one else far and wide wore such bandages and collars. That was a pity, because little Hans Castorp particularly liked the way his grandfather rested his chin on the high, snow-white bandage; even in his adult memory, he liked it very much: there was something about it that he approved of because of his nature.




  When they had finished eating and had folded their napkins, rolled them up, and placed them in the silver rings, a task that Hans Castorp found difficult at the time because the napkins were as large as small tablecloths, the senator would rise from his chair, which Fiete would pull out behind him, and shuffle over to the "cabinet" to fetch his cigar; and sometimes his grandson would follow him there.




  This "cabinet" had been created by making the dining room three-windowed and extending it across the entire width of the house, which is why, unlike in other houses of this type, there was not enough space for three salons, but only for two, one of which, located perpendicular to the dining room with only one window facing the street, would have been disproportionately deep. For this reason, about a quarter of its length had been separated from it, namely the "cabinet," a narrow room with a skylight, dimly lit and furnished with only a few objects: a shelf on which stood the senator's cigar cabinet, a game table whose drawer contained attractive items: whist cards, game tokens, small scoring boards with hinged teeth, a slate with chalk pencils, paper cigar tips, and other items; finally, a rococo glass cabinet made of rosewood in the corner, behind whose panes yellow silk curtains were stretched.




  "Grandpa," little Hans Castorp said in the cabinet, standing on tiptoe and reaching up to the old man's ear, "please show me the baptismal bowl!"




  And the grandfather, who had already pulled back the lap of his long, soft frock coat and taken his bunch of keys out of his pocket, used them to open the glass cabinet, from inside which a strangely pleasant and curious scent wafted toward the boy. All kinds of objects that were no longer in use and therefore all the more fascinating were stored inside: a pair of curved silver candlesticks, a broken barometer with figurative wood carvings, an album of daguerreotypes, a cedarwood liqueur cabinet, a small Turk, hard to the touch beneath his colorful silk suit, with a clockwork mechanism inside that had once enabled him to walk across the table, but which had long since stopped working, an antique model ship, and at the very bottom, even a rat trap. But the old man took a heavily tarnished round silver bowl from a middle compartment, which stood on a silver plate, and showed both pieces to the boy, taking them apart and turning them back and forth individually, as he had often done before.




  The bowl and plate did not originally belong together, as was plain to see, and as the little boy was taught once again; but, said the grandfather, they had been used together for about a hundred years, namely since the bowl was purchased. The bowl was beautiful, of simple, noble design, shaped by the austere taste of the early part of the last century. Smooth and solid, it rested on a round base and was gilded on the inside; but the gold had faded over time to a yellowish sheen. The only decoration was a raised wreath of roses and jagged leaves around its upper rim. As for the plate, its much greater age could be seen from the inside. "Sixteen hundred and fifty" was inscribed there in ornate numerals, and all kinds of curly engravings framed the number, executed in the "modern manner" of the time, pompous and arbitrary, coats of arms and arabesques that were half star and half flower. On the back, however, the names of the heads who had owned the piece over the course of time were dotted in varying fonts: there were already seven of them, marked with the year of inheritance, and the old man in the bandage pointed to each one with his ringed index finger. There was the name of his father, that of his grandfather himself, and that of his great-grandfather, and then the prefix "Ur" doubled, tripled, and quadrupled in the mouth of the explainer, and the boy listened with his head tilted to one side, his eyes fixed thoughtfully or even thoughtlessly and dreamily, and hisand sleepy mouth to the Ur-Ur-Ur-Ur, – this dark sound of the crypt and the passage of time, which nevertheless expressed a piously preserved connection between the present, his own life, and the deeply submerged, and had a very peculiar effect on him: namely, as it was expressed on his face. He thought he was breathing the musty, cool air of St. Catherine's Church or St. Michael's Crypt when he heard this sound, feeling the breath of places where, hat in hand, one falls into a certain reverent, swaying gait without using the heels of one's boots; he also thought he could hear the secluded, peaceful silence of such echoing places; spiritual feelings mingled with those of death and history at the sound of that dull syllable, and all this seemed somehow soothing to the boy; indeed, it may well be that it was for the sake of the sound, to hear it and repeat it, that he had asked to be allowed to look at the baptismal bowl once more.




  Then his grandfather placed the vessel back on the plate and let the little boy look into the smooth, slightly golden hollow, which shimmered in the light from the skylight above.




  "It has now been almost eight years," he said, "since we held you over it and the water with which you were baptized flowed into it... Sexton Lassen of St. Jacobi poured it into the hollow of our good Pastor Bugenhagen's hand, and from there it ran over your head into the bowl. But we had warmed it so that you would not be frightened and cry, and you did not, but on the contrary, you had cried before, so that Bugenhagen had not had an easy time with his speech, but when the water came, you became quiet, and that was out of respect for the holy sacrament, let us hope. And forty-four years ago, your blessed father was baptized, and the water flowed from his head into here. That was here in this house, his parents' house, over there in the hall, in front of the middle window, and it was the old Pastor Hesekiel who baptized him, the same man whom the French had almost shot as a young man because he had preached against their robberies and pillaging—he too has been with God for a long, long time now. But seventy-five years ago, it was me they baptized, also in the hall, and they held my head over the bowl here, as it stands on the plate, and the clergyman spoke the same words as with you and your father, and likewise the warm, clear water flowed from my hair (there wasn't much more then than I have now on my head) into the golden basin."




  The little boy looked up at his grandfather's narrow, aged head, which was once again bent over the bowl, as it had been at the long-ago hour he was describing, and a familiar feeling came over him, the strange, half-dreamlike, half-frightening sensation of being both drawn and held back, of changing while remaining the same, that was both a return and a dizzying sameness—a feeling he knew from earlier occasions, and which he had expected and desired to experience again: it was partly for this reason that he had been keen to see the standing, wandering heirloom.




  When the young man later examined himself, he found that the image of his grandfather had made a much deeper, clearer, and more significant impression on him than that of his parents: this was possibly due to sympathy and a special physical resemblance, for the grandson looked like his grandfather, insofar as a rosy milk beard can resemble a bleached and rigid septuagenarian. But mainly it was characteristic of the old man, who had undoubtedly been the real character, the picturesque personality in the family.




  In a public sense, the era of Hans Lorenz Castorp's nature and opinions had long since passed away before his demise. He had been a highly Christian gentleman, a member of the Reformed Church, strictly traditional in his views, stubbornly committed to the aristocratic restriction of the social circle in which one was capable of governing, as stubbornly as if he were living in the fourteenth century, when the craftsmen had begun to win seats and votes in the city council against the tenacious resistance of the old patriciate, and too resistant to embrace the new. His work had fallen in decades of violent upheaval and manifold revolutions, decades of progress in forced marches that had constantly placed such high demands on public sacrifice and daring. But God knew that it was not down to him, old Castorp, that the spirit of modern times had celebrated its widely known, brilliant victories. He had valued traditional customs and old institutions far more than breakneck port expansions and godless big-city pretensions, had slowed things down and appeased wherever he could, and if it had been up to him, the administration would still look as idyllic and old-fashioned today as it did in his own office back then.




  This is how the old man presented himself to the bourgeois eye during his lifetime and afterwards, and even though little Hans Castorp knew nothing about affairs of state, his quietly observing child's eye essentially made the same perceptions – wordless and therefore uncritical, but rather lively perceptions, which, incidentally, even later, as conscious memories, retained their wordless and unanalyzed, thoroughly affirmative character. As I said, there was sympathy at play, that kind of closeness and kinship that skips a link and is not uncommon. Children and grandchildren look on to admire, and they admire in order to learn and develop what is hereditarily preformed in them.




  Senator Castorp was gaunt and tall. The years had bent his back and neck, but he sought to compensate for the curvature with counterpressure, whereby his mouth, whose lips were no longer held by teeth but rested directly on empty gums (for he only put his dentures in to eat), pulled down in a dignified and laborious manner, and this, as well as a means of counteracting the onset of weakness in his head, resulted in the honorably upright posture and chin support that so appealed to little Hans Castorp.




  He loved the box—it was an oblong tortoiseshell box inlaid with gold, which he handled—and for this reason he used red handkerchiefs, the corners of which used to hang out of the back pocket of his frock coat. If this was a cheerful weakness in his appearance, it nevertheless had the effect of a license granted by age, a carelessness that old age either consciously and jovially allows itself or brings with it in venerable unconsciousness; and in any case, it remained the only thing that Hans Castorp's childlike keen eye ever noticed in his grandfather's appearance. For the seven-year-old, however, as well as later in the memory of the grown-up, the old man's everyday appearance was not his true and real one. In reality, he looked different, far more beautiful and correct than usual—namely, as he appeared in a painting, a life-size portrait that had previously hung in his parents' living room and then, together with little Hans Castorp, had moved to the Esplanade, where it had taken its place above the large red silk sofa in the reception room.




  It showed Hans Lorenz Castorp in his official attire as a city councilor — that serious, even pious bourgeois attire of a bygone century, which a community both solemn and daring had carried through the ages and preserved in pompous use, in order to ceremoniously make the past the present, the present the past, and to manifest the constant connection of things, the venerable certainty of their signature. Senator Castorp stood there in full figure, on reddish paved ground, in a pillar and pointed arch perspective. He stood with his chin lowered, his mouth turned down, his blue, thoughtful eyes with the bags underneath them directed into the distance, in a black, knee-length, gown-like overcoat, which was open at the front and had a wide fur trim at the edges and hem. Wider, puffed-up, and embroidered upper sleeves gave way to narrower lower sleeves of plain cloth, and lace cuffs covered his hands down to his knuckles. His slender old man's legs were clad in black silk stockings, his feet in shoes with silver buckles. Around his neck, however, was a wide, starched, and multi-pleated ruff, pressed down at the front and curved upward at the sides, under which a pleated batiste jabot hung down onto his vest. Under his arm he carried an antique hat with a wide brim, the crown of which tapered upward.




  It was an exquisite picture, created by the hand of a renowned artist, tastefully rendered in the old master style suggested by the subject matter, evoking all kinds of Spanish-Dutch late medieval ideas in the viewer. Little Hans Castorp had often looked at it, not with an understanding of art, of course, but with a certain more general and even penetrating understanding; and although he had only seen his grandfather in person once, as he was depicted on the canvas, at a solemn procession at the town hall, and even then only briefly, he could not help, as we said, feeling that this pictorial appearance was his true and real one, and seeing in his everyday grandfather, so to speak, an interim grandfather, a makeshift and only imperfectly adapted one. For the deviant and strange aspects of his everyday appearance were obviously based on such imperfect, perhaps somewhat clumsy adaptation; they were remnants and hints of his pure and true form that could not be completely erased. Thus, the patens, the high white bandage, were old-fashioned; but it was impossible to apply this description to the admirable garment of which they were only an interim hint, namely the Spanish ruff. And the same was true of the unusually curved top hat that his grandfather wore on the street, which in reality corresponded to the wide-brimmed felt hat in the painting; and of the long, wrinkled frock coat, whose archetype and true form appeared to little Hans Castorp to be the embroidered, fur-trimmed gown.




  So he agreed in his heart that his grandfather was resplendent in his correctness and perfection when one day it was time to say goodbye to him. It was in the hall, the same hall where they had so often sat opposite each other at the dining table; in the middle of which Hans Lorenz Castorp now lay on a bier surrounded and encircled by wreaths in a silver-plated coffin. He had fought through pneumonia, had fought tenaciously and long, even though, it seemed, he had only been at home in his current life by way of adaptation, and now lay there, one did not know whether victorious or defeated, in any case with a sternly peaceful expression and greatly changed and pointed-nosed from the struggle, on his parade bed, his lower body covered by a blanket on which lay a palm branch, his head propped up by a silk pillow so that his chin rested beautifully in the front indentation of the honorary ruff; and between his hands, half covered by lace cuffs, whose fingers, arranged in an artificially natural position, did not conceal their coldness and lifelessness, an ivory cross had been placed, which he seemed to gaze at intently with lowered eyelids.




  Hans Castorp had seen his grandfather several times at the beginning of his final illness, but not towards the end. He had been completely spared the sight of the struggle, which had also taken place mainly at night, but he had been affected indirectly by the anxious atmosphere in the house, the red eyes of old Fiete, and the comings and goings of the doctors; but the result he found himself facing in the hall could be summed up as follows: his grandfather had now been solemnly relieved of his temporary adjustment and had finally returned to his true and appropriate form, — a commendable result, even if old Fiete wept and shook his head incessantly, and even if Hans Castorp himself wept, as he had wept at the sight of his mother, who had died suddenly, and his father, who soon after lay there silently and strangely.




  For it was now the third time in such a short period of time and at such a young age that death had affected the mind and senses—especially the senses—of little Hans Castorp; the sight and impression were no longer new to him, but already quite familiar, and just as he had behaved calmly and reliably the first two times, by no means weak-nerved, though naturally saddened, so too now, and to an even greater degree. Unaware of the practical significance of the events for his life, or perhaps childishly indifferent to it, trusting that the world would take care of him one way or another, he had displayed a certain childlike coolness and objective attention at the coffins, which on the third occasion took on a special, precocious shade through the feeling and expression of experienced connoisseurship, – not to mention the frequent tears of shock and contagion from others as a natural reaction. In the three or four months since his father had died, he had forgotten death; now he remembered, and all the impressions of that time returned precisely, simultaneously, and penetratingly in their incomparable peculiarity.




  Broken down and put into words, they would have looked something like this. Death had a pious, meaningful, and sadly beautiful, that is, spiritual significance, and at the same time a completely different, downright opposite, very physical, very material significance, which could neither be described as beautiful, nor meaningful, nor pious, nor even sad. The solemn spiritual aspect was expressed in the pompous laying out of the body, the splendor of flowers, and the palm fronds, which, as is well known, signified heavenly peace; and even more clearly in the cross between the dead fingers of the former grandfather, Thorwaldsen's blessing Savior, which stood at the head of the coffin, and in the candelabra towering on both sides, which had also taken on a religious character for this occasion. All these arrangements had their precise and good meaning, apparently in the thought that the grandfather had now entered his true and proper form for ever. But in addition, as little Hans Castorp well observed, though he did not admit it in words, all of them, but especially the abundance of flowers and, among them, the many tuberoses, had another meaning and a sober purpose, namely to gloss over, to consign to oblivion, or to prevent from coming to consciousness the other, neither beautiful nor really sad, but rather almost indecent, lowly physical aspect of death.




  This circumstance was connected with the fact that the dead grandfather appeared so strange, indeed not as the grandfather, but as a life-size wax doll that death had inserted in place of his person, and with which all this pious and honorable effort was now being expended. The one who lay there, or more correctly, what lay there, was therefore not the grandfather himself, but a shell—which, as Hans Castorp knew, was not made of wax, but of its own fabric; only fabric: that was what was indecent and hardly sad—as little sad as things are that have to do with the body and only with it. Little Hans Castorp looked at the wax-yellow, smooth, and cheesy-firm fabric that made up the life-size figure of death, the face and hands of his former grandfather. A fly had just settled on the motionless forehead and begun to move its proboscis up and down. Old Fiete carefully shooed it away, taking care not to touch the forehead, and with a dignified darkening of his expression, as if he could not and did not want to know anything about what he was doing – an expression of modesty that apparently referred to the fact that the grandfather was now only a body and nothing more; only after a wandering flight did the fly briefly alight again on his grandfather's fingers, near the ivory cross. But while this was happening, Hans Castorp perceived more clearly than before that familiar, quiet, yet strangely persistent odor that shamefully reminded him of a schoolmate afflicted with an annoying ailment and therefore shunned by everyone, and which the scent under his hand was intended to drown out, without being able to do so despite all its beautiful opulence and intensity.




  He stood by the corpse several times: once alone with old Fiete, the second time together with his great-uncle Tienappel, the wine merchant, and his two uncles James and Peter, and then a third time when a group of dockworkers dressed in their Sunday best stood for a few moments by the open coffin to say goodbye to the former head of the Castorp and Son company. Then came the funeral, at which the hall was full of people and Pastor Bugenhagen from St. Michael's Church, the same man who had baptized Hans Castorp, dressed in a Spanish ruff, and afterwards, in the cab, the first one behind the hearse, which was followed by a long, long line, chatted very amiably with little Hans Castorp – and then this phase of life was over, and Hans Castorp immediately changed his home and surroundings – for the second time in his young life.
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  It was not to his detriment, for he came to the house of Consul Tienappel, his appointed guardian, and had nothing to miss there: certainly not in regard to his person, and equally little in regard to the care of his further interests, of which he still knew nothing. For Consul Tienappel, an uncle of Hansen's late mother, administered the Castorp estate, put the real estate up for sale, took charge of the liquidation of the Castorp and Son Import and Export Company, and what he managed to get out of it was about four hundred thousand marks, Hans Castorp's inheritance, which Consul Tienappel invested in gilt-edged securities, deducting two percent commission from the interest due at the beginning of each quarter, without prejudice to his family ties.




  The Tienappel house was located at the back of a garden on Harvestehuder Weg and overlooked a lawn where not even the smallest weed was tolerated, public rose gardens, and then the river. Every morning, even though he owned a beautiful carriage, the consul walked to his business in the old town to get a little exercise, as he sometimes suffered from congestion in his head, and returned at five o'clock in the evening, at which time the Tienappels dined, with due and fitting ceremony. He was a weighty man, dressed in the finest English fabrics, with watery blue eyes behind golden glasses, a prominent nose, a gray goatee, and a fiery diamond on the stubby little finger of his left hand. His wife was long since dead. He had two sons, Peter and James, one of whom was in the navy and rarely at home, the other working in his father's wine business and designated heir to the company. For many years, the household had been run by Schalleen, a goldsmith's daughter from Altona with white starched ruffles around her cylindrical wrists. She made sure that the breakfast and dinner tables were lavishly set with cold dishes, with crab and salmon, eel, goose breast, and tomato ketchup to accompany the roast beef; she kept a watchful eye on the hired servants when Herrendiner was at Consul Tienappel's, and she was also the one who, as best she could, took the place of a mother to little Hans Castorp.




  Hans Castorp grew up in miserable weather, in wind and mist, grew up in a yellow rubber coat, if one may say so, and felt quite cheerful about it all. He was a little anemic from the beginning, as Dr. Heidekind said, and gave him a good glass of porter every day for his third breakfast after school—a rich drink, as we know, to which Dr. Heidekind attributed blood-forming properties, and in any case it soothed Hans Castorp's spirits in a way he appreciated, pleasantly encouraging his tendency to "doze," as his uncle Tienappel put it, namely to dream with a slack mouth and without a fixed thought. Otherwise, however, he was healthy and well-adjusted, a capable tennis player and rower, even if he preferred to sit on the terrace of the Uhlenhorster Fährhaus on summer evenings with music and a good drink, watching the illuminated boats glide by with swans swimming on the colorful, mirror-like water, rather than handling the oars himself. When you heard him speak: calm, sensible, a little hollow and monotonous, with a hint of Low German, yes, even when you just looked at him in his blond correctness, with his well-cut, somehow antiquated head, in which an inherited and unconscious conceit manifested itself in the form of a certain dry sleepiness, no one could doubt that this Hans Castorp was a genuine and upright product of the local soil and perfectly suited to his place—he himself, if he had only examined himself, would not have doubted it for a moment.




  The atmosphere of the great seaside city, this humid atmosphere of worldliness and good living, which had been his father's lifeblood, he breathed in with deep understanding, with self-evidence and great comfort. The vapors of water, coal, and tar, the pungent smells of piled-up colonial goods in his nose, he saw the enormous steam cranes on the harbor quays imitating the calm, intelligence, and enormous strength of working elephants as they unloaded tons of sacks, bales, boxes, barrels, and balloons from the bellies of resting sea-going ships into railroad cars and sheds. He saw the merchants in yellow rubber coats, like the one he himself wore, streaming to the stock exchange at noon, where, to his knowledge, things were going fast and someone could easily be prompted to send out invitations to a large dinner in a hurry in order to extend his credit. He saw (and this was to become his particular area of interest) the bustle of the shipyards, saw the mammoth hulls of docked ships bound for Asia and Africa, towering high, keels and propellers exposed, supported by tree-thick struts, monstrously awkward on dry land, covered with dwarf armies of scrubbing, hammering, whitewashing workers; saw the covered slipways, shrouded in smoky mist, with the skeleton frames of ships under construction towering above them and engineers, construction drawings and bilge tables at hand, giving instructions to the builders – all of this was familiar to Hans Castorp from his youth and awakened in him feelings of cozy, homely belonging, feelings that reached their peak in those moments when, on Sunday mornings, he would have breakfast with James Tienappel or his cousin Ziemßen—Joachim Ziemßen—in the Alster Pavilion, enjoying warm rolls with smoked meat and a glass of old port, and then leaning back in his chair, puffing devotedly on his cigar. For it was precisely in this that he was genuine, in that he liked to live well, yes, despite his thin-blooded, refined appearance, he was deeply and firmly attached to the coarse pleasures of life, like a revelling infant at its mother's breast.




  Comfortably and not without dignity, he carried on his shoulders the high civilization that the ruling upper class of the commercial city democracy bequeathed to their children. He was as well bathed as a baby and was dressed by the tailor who had the trust of the young people in his sphere. The small, carefully selected treasure trove of linen that his English wardrobe contained was looked after in the best possible way by Schalleen; even when Hans Castorp was studying away from home, he regularly sent it home for cleaning and mending (for his maxim was that no one in the empire knew how to iron except in Hamburg), and a rough spot on the cuff of one of his pretty colored shirts would have filled him with intense discomfort. His hands, although not particularly aristocratic in shape, were well-groomed and fresh-skinned, adorned with a platinum chain ring and his grandfather's signet ring, and his teeth, which were somewhat soft and had suffered damage on several occasions, were supplemented with gold.




  When standing and walking, he pushed his abdomen forward slightly, which did not make a particularly upright impression; but his posture at the table was excellent. He politely turned his upright upper body toward the neighbor with whom he was chatting (intelligently and somewhat flatly), and his elbows were slightly bent as he carved his piece of poultry or skillfully pulled the pink flesh from a lobster claw with the appropriate table utensil. His first need after finishing his meal was a finger bowl with perfumed water, the second was a Russian cigarette, which was duty-free, as he had a convenient way of getting them smuggled in. It preceded the cigar, a very tasty Bremen brand called Maria Mancini, which will be discussed later, and whose spicy toxins combined so satisfactorily with those of the coffee. Hans Castorp protected his tobacco supplies from the harmful effects of steam heating by storing them in the cellar, where he went down every morning to fill his case with the day's supply. He was reluctant to eat butter served in a piece instead of in little fluted balls.




  It is clear that we are trying to say everything that can be said in his favor, but we judge him without exaggeration and make him neither better nor worse than he was. Hans Castorp was neither a genius nor a fool, and if we avoid using the word "mediocre" to describe him, it is for reasons that have nothing to do with his intelligence and hardly anything to do with his simple personality, namely out of respect for his fate, to which we are inclined to attribute a certain transpersonal significance. His mind was sufficient to meet the requirements of the Secondary school without having to overexert itself—but he would certainly never have been inclined to do so under any circumstances or for any subject: less out of fear of hurting himself than because he saw absolutely no reason to do so, or, more precisely, no absolute reason; and perhaps that is why we cannot call him mediocre, because he felt the absence of such reasons in some way.




  Human beings live not only their personal lives as individuals, but also, consciously or unconsciously, those of their era and contemporaries, and even if they regard the general and impersonal foundations of their existence as unconditional and self-evident, and criticizing them as far removed as the good Hans Castorp really was, it is nevertheless quite possible that he feels his moral well-being vaguely impaired by their deficiencies. The individual human being may have various personal goals, purposes, hopes, and prospects in mind, from which he draws the impulse for greater effort and activity; but if the impersonal world around them, the time itself, despite all outward activity, is fundamentally devoid of hopes and prospects, if it secretly reveals itself to them as hopeless, futile, and perplexing, and if the question, consciously or unconsciously asked, but nevertheless somehow posed the question about a final, more than personal, unconditional meaning of all effort and activity is met with a hollow silence, then, especially in cases of more honest humanity, a certain paralyzing effect of such circumstances will be almost inevitable, which may extend via the spiritual and moral to the physical and organic part of the individual. To be called upon to perform significantly beyond what is strictly necessary, without time providing a satisfactory answer to the question "Why?", requires either a moral solitude and immediacy that is rare and heroic in nature, or a very robust vitality. Neither was the case with Hans Castorp, and so he was indeed mediocre, albeit in a quite honorable sense.




  We have spoken here not only of the young man's inner behavior during his school days, but also of the years that followed, when he had already chosen his bourgeois profession. As far as his progress through the classes was concerned, he even had to repeat one or two of them. On the whole, however, his background, his urbane manners, and finally also a handsome, if dispassionate, talent for mathematics helped him forward, and when he had his one-year certificate, he decided to go through with school—mainly, to tell the truth, because this prolonged a familiar, provisional, and undecided state and gave him time to consider what Hans Castorp wanted to become most of all, for he had not known this for a long time, did not know it even in the highest grade, and when he finally made up his mind (though to say that he had made up his mind would be almost too much), he felt that he could just as easily have decided otherwise.




  But one thing was certain: he had always taken great pleasure in ships. As a little boy, he had filled the pages of his notebooks with pencil drawings of fishing boats, vegetable barges, and five-masted ships, and when, at the age of fifteen, he had been allowed to watch from a privileged vantage point as the new twin-screw mail steamer "Hansa" was launched at Blohm & Voß, he had painted an accurate and detailed watercolor portrait of the slender ship, which Consul Tienappel had hung in his private office. The transparent glass green of the rolling sea was treated so lovingly and skillfully that someone had said to Consul Tienappel that this was talent and that he could become a good marine painter. — a remark that the consul could calmly repeat to his foster son, for Hans Castorp only laughed good-humouredly, and not for a moment considered letting himself in for a career of being eccentric and not getting enough to eat.




  "You don't have much," his uncle Tienappel sometimes said to him. "Most of my money goes to James and Peter, which means it stays in the business, and Peter receives his pension. What belongs to you is in good hands and provides you with security. But living off interest is no fun these days unless you have at least five times as much as you do, and if you want to make something of yourself here in the city and live as you are accustomed to, then you have to earn a decent income, you'd better remember that, my son."




  Hans Castorp took note and looked around for a profession with which he could prove himself to himself and to others. And once he had made his choice—it happened at the suggestion of old Wilms, at the Tunder & Wilms firm, who said to Consul Tienappel at the Saturday whist table Hans Castorp should study shipbuilding, that was a good idea, and join his company, then he would keep an eye on the boy—he thought very highly of his profession and found that, although it was a damn complicated and strenuous one, it was also an excellent, important, and magnificent profession and, for his peaceful nature, far preferable to that of his cousin Ziemßen, the son of his mother’s half-sister, who was determined to become an officer. Joachim Ziemßen wasn't even particularly well-built, but that was precisely why an outdoor profession, which hardly involved any serious mental work or strain, was probably the right choice for him, as Hans Castorp judged with slight contempt. For he had the utmost respect for work, even though it tired him easily.




  Here we return to our earlier suggestion, the idea that an unfavourable influence exerted upon a man’s personal life by the times in which he lives may extend to his physical organism. How could Hans Castorp not respect work? It would have been unnatural. As things stood, it had to be considered the most worthy of respect; there was basically nothing else worthy of respect except it; it was the principle by which one passed or failed, the absolute of time, it answered, so to speak, to itself. His respect for it was therefore religious and, as far as he knew, unquestionable. But whether he loved it was another question; for however much he respected it, he could not love it, for the simple reason that it did not suit him. Hard work strained his nerves, it soon exhausted him, and he openly admitted that he actually loved free time much more, the carefree time that was not weighed down by the leaden burdens of hardship, the time that lay openly before him, not divided by obstacles that he had to overcome with gritted teeth. Strictly speaking, this conflict in his relationship to work needed to be resolved. Was it possible that both his body and his mind—first his mind and through it his body—would have been more joyfully and sustainably willing to work if, in the depths of his soul, where he himself was unaware, he had been able to believe in work as an unconditional value and self-answering principle and thereby calm himself? This raises once again the question of his mediocrity or more-than-mediocrity, which we do not wish to answer conclusively. For we do not consider ourselves Hans Castorp's eulogists and leave room for the assumption that work in his life simply stood in the way of his unclouded enjoyment of Maria Mancini.




  For his part, he was not called up for military service. His inner nature resisted this and knew how to prevent it. It may also be that Dr. Eberding, the staff physician who frequented Harvestehuder Weg, had heard from Consul Tienappel in conversation that the young Castorp would see the compulsion to arm himself as a sensitive disruption of his studies, which he had just begun abroad.




  Working slowly and deliberately, especially since Hans Castorp maintained the soothing habit of porter breakfasts even away from home - he filled his brain with analytical geometry, differential calculus, mechanics, projection theory, and hydrostatic; he calculated full and empty displacement, stability, trim moment, and metacentre; and sometimes he got very sick of it. His technical drawings, the draughts and designs of frames, waterlines and longitudinal projections, were not quite so good as the picturesque depiction of the Hansa on the high seas; but when it came to supporting mental clarity with sensory clarity, applying ink to shadows and creating cross-sections in lively material colors, Hans Castorp did it with more skill than most.




  When he came home for the holidays, very clean, very well dressed, with a small red-blond mustache on his sleepy young patrician face and apparently on his way to a respectable position in life, the people who dealt with municipal affairs and were well informed about family and personal circumstances—and most people in a self-governing city-state are—looked at him critically, wondering what public role the young Castorp would one day grow into. He had a legacy, his name was old and good, and one day, almost inevitably, he would have to be reckoned with as a political factor. He would then sit in the city council or the citizens' committee and make laws, participate in the concerns of sovereignty in an honorary capacity, perhaps belong to an administrative department, the finance committee or the building committee, and his voice would be heard and counted. One could be curious to see which party the young Castorp would eventually join. Appearances might be deceiving, but he actually looked exactly like someone the Democrats could count on, and the resemblance to his grandfather was unmistakable. Perhaps he would follow in his footsteps, become a stumbling block, a conservative element? That was quite possible—and so was the opposite. After all, he was an engineer, a budding shipbuilder, a man of global transport and technology. It was possible that Hans Castorp would join the radicals, become a daredevil, a profane destroyer of old buildings and scenic beauty, unbound like a Jew and irreverent like an American, inclined to prefer a ruthless break with dignified traditions to a careful cultivation of natural living conditions, and to plunge the state into reckless experiments. – that was also conceivable. Would he have it in his blood that your wise men, represented by the double post at the town hall, knew everything best, or would he be inclined to support the opposition in the citizenry? In his blue eyes beneath his reddish-blond eyebrows, there was no answer to such questions of civic curiosity, and Hans Castorp, this blank slate, probably didn't know any either.




  When he embarked on the journey on which we met him, he was twenty-three years old. At that time, he had completed four semesters of study at the Danzig Polytechnic and four more at the technical universities of Braunschweig and Karlsruhe, and had recently passed his first main examination without fanfare or orchestral fanfare, but with good decorum, and was preparing to join Tunder & Wilms as an engineering trainee in order to receive practical training at the shipyard. At this point, his path took the following turn.




  He had had to work hard and persistently for the main examination and, when he came home, he looked even more subdued than was typical for him. Dr. Heidekind scolded him every time he saw him and demanded a change of scenery, that is, a thorough one. Norderney or Wyk auf Föhr, he said, would not suffice this time, and if you asked him, Hans Castorp belonged in the high mountains for a few weeks before going to the shipyard.




  That was all well and good, Consul Tienappel said to his nephew and foster son, but then their paths diverged that summer, because not even four horses could drag Consul Tienappel to the high mountains. It wasn't for him; he needed reasonable air pressure, otherwise he would have accidents. Hans Castorp should travel to the high mountains alone, he said. He should visit Joachim Ziemßen.




  That was a natural suggestion. Joachim Ziemßen was ill, not ill like Hans Castorp, but ill in a truly unfortunate way; it had even been a great shock. He had always been prone to catarrh and fever, and one day there had actually been red sputum, and Joachim had had to go to Davos in a hurry, much to his great sorrow and grief, because he had just reached the goal of his desires. For a few semesters, he had studied law at the behest of his family, but an irresistible urge had made him change course and enlist as a cadet, and he had already been accepted. And now he had been sitting in the International Sanatorium "Berghof" (head physician: Hofrat Dr. Behrens) for over five months and was bored to death, as he wrote on postcards. So if Hans Castorp wanted to do something small for himself before taking up his post at Tunder & Wilms, there was nothing more natural than for him to go up there to keep his poor cousin company—it was the most pleasant thing for both of them.




  It was the height of summer when he decided to make the trip. The last days of July were already upon them.




  He went for three weeks.
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  Hans Castorp had feared oversleeping, as he had been so extremely tired, but he was up earlier than necessary and had plenty of time to carry out his morning rituals in detail, highly civilized rituals in which a rubber tub and a wooden bowl with green lavender soap and the accompanying straw brush played a major role, and to combine the business of cleansing and personal hygiene with that of unpacking and putting things away. As he ran the silver-plated razor over his cheeks covered with perfumed foam, he remembered his confused dreams and shook his head indulgently, smiling with the superiority of a man shaving in the daylight of reason at so much nonsense. He didn't feel very rested, but he did feel fresh with the young day.




  As he dried his hands, he stepped out onto the balcony with powdered cheeks, wearing his plaid underwear and red suede slippers. The balcony ran the length of the room and was divided into individual areas only by opaque glass walls that did not quite reach the railing. The morning was cool and cloudy. Stretches of fog lay motionless in front of the hillsides, while thick clouds, white and gray, hung over the distant mountains. Patches and streaks of blue sky were visible here and there, and when a ray of sunshine fell, the village in the valley glimmered white against the dark spruce forests on the slopes. Somewhere there was morning music, probably in the same hotel where there had been a concert the night before. Choral chords sounded muffled in the distance, followed by a march after a pause, and Hans Castorp, who loved music from the bottom of his heart because it had a similar effect on him as his breakfast porter, namely deeply calming, numbing, and inducing drowsiness, listened with pleasure, his head tilted to one side, his mouth open and his eyes slightly reddened.




  Below, the path he had taken the previous evening wound its way up to the sanatorium. Short-stemmed, star-shaped gentians stood in the damp grass of the slope. Part of the platform was fenced in as a garden; there were gravel paths, flower beds, and an artificial rock grotto at the foot of a stately noble fir. A tin-roofed hall with deck chairs opened to the south, and next to it stood a flagpole painted reddish brown, from which a flag occasionally unfurled—a fantasy flag, green and white, with the emblem of medicine, a serpent staff, in the center.




  A woman was walking around the garden, an elderly lady with a gloomy, even tragic appearance. Dressed entirely in black and with a black veil wrapped around her tousled black-gray hair, she wandered restlessly and at a steady pace along the paths, her knees bent and her arms hanging stiffly forward, her forehead creased with wrinkles, her coal-black eyes staring straight ahead from beneath sagging bags of skin. Her aging, southern pale face with its large, haggard, one-sided downward-turned mouth reminded Hans Castorp of the image of a famous tragedienne he had once seen, and it was eerie to see how the black-pale woman, apparently without knowing it, matched her long, mournful steps to the beat of the marching music drifting over.




  Hans Castorp looked down at her thoughtfully and sympathetically, and it seemed to him that her sad appearance darkened the morning sun. At the same time, however, he picked up on something else, something audible, noises coming from the neighboring room on the left, the room of the Russian couple, according to Joachim, which likewise did not fit in with the cheerful, fresh morning, but seemed to contaminate it somehow. Hans Castorp remembered that he had heard something similar the previous evening, but his tiredness had prevented him from paying attention to it. It was a struggle, giggling and gasping, the offensive nature of which could not remain hidden from the young man for long, although at first, out of good nature, he tried to interpret it as harmless. This good nature could also have been given other names, for example, the somewhat bland one of purity of soul, or the serious and beautiful one of modesty, or the derogatory names of unwillingness to tell the truth and servility, or even that of mystical shyness and piety. – there was something of all of this in Hans Castorp's behavior toward the noises next door, and physiognomically it was expressed in an honorable darkening of his countenance, as if he should not and did not want to know anything about what he was hearing: an expression of modesty that was not entirely original, but which he tended to adopt on certain occasions.




  With this expression, he withdrew from the balcony into the room so as not to eavesdrop any longer on events that seemed serious, even shocking to him, even though they were accompanied by giggling. But in the room, the commotion on the other side of the wall was even more clearly audible. It seemed to be a chase around the furniture, a chair clattered over, people grabbed each other, there was clapping and kissing, and on top of that, there were now waltz sounds, the worn-out melodious phrases of a popular song, accompanying the invisible scene from outside and far away. Hans Castorp stood with the towel in his hands and listened against his better judgment. And suddenly he blushed under his powder, for what he had clearly seen coming had come, and the game had now undoubtedly turned into something animalistic. Good God, thunder and lightning! he thought, turning away to finish his toilet with deliberately noisy movements. Well, they're married, for God's sake, so far so good. But in the bright morning, that's a bit much. And I have a feeling they didn't keep the peace last night either. After all, they're sick, since they're here, or at least one of them is, so a little consideration would be in order. But the real scandal, of course, he thought angrily, is that the walls are so thin and you can hear everything so clearly. This is an untenable situation! Cheaply built, of course, shamefully cheaply built! Will I see these people later, or even be introduced to them? That would be extremely embarrassing. And here Hans Castorp was surprised, because he noticed that the redness that had risen to his freshly shaven cheeks earlier would not go away, or at least not the feeling of warmth that had accompanied it, but remained fixed there and was nothing other than the dry heat in his face that he had suffered from the previous evening, which he had gotten rid of in his sleep, and which had returned on this occasion. This did not make him any more friendly toward the neighboring couple; on the contrary, he muttered a very disparaging word about them with his lips protruding, and then made the mistake of cooling his face with water again, which made the problem considerably worse. So it happened that his voice wavered morosely when he answered his cousin, who had knocked on the wall to call him, and that when Joachim entered, he did not exactly give the impression of a refreshed and cheerful person.
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  "Good morning," said Joachim. "So, that was your first night up here. Are you satisfied?"




  He was ready to go out, dressed casually, wearing sturdy boots, and carrying his Ulster coat over his arm, with the flat bottle visible in its side pocket. He wasn't wearing a hat today either.




  "Thanks," replied Hans Castorp, "it's okay. I don't want to judge any further. I had some confusing dreams, and then the house has the disadvantage of being very noisy, which is a bit annoying. Who is that black woman out there in the garden?"




  Joachim knew immediately who was meant.




  "Oh, that's 'Tous-les-deux,'" he said. "That's what we all call her here, because that's the only thing you can hear from her. She's Mexican, you know, doesn't speak a word of German and hardly any French, just a few words. She's been here for five weeks with her eldest son, a completely hopeless case who will now die quite quickly—he's already got it everywhere, he's thoroughly poisoned, you could say, and in the end it will look something like typhoid, says Behrens—horrible for everyone involved, in any case. Two weeks ago, the second son came up because he wanted to see his brother – a very handsome fellow, by the way, like the other one – both are very handsome fellows, with such fiery eyes, the ladies were beside themselves. Well, the younger one had already been coughing a little downstairs, but otherwise he had been quite lively. And no sooner had he arrived here than, what do you think, he developed a temperature – 39.5, a high fever, you understand – and went to bed, and if he gets up again, says Behrens, he'll be luckier than he deserves. In any case, he says it was high time he came up... Yes, and since then, his mother has been walking around like this when she's not sitting with them, and when you talk to her, she just says 'Tous les deux!' because that's all she can say, and there's no one here at the moment who understands Spanish."




  "So that's how it is with her," said Hans Castorp. "I wonder if she'll say that to me too when I meet her? That would be strange—I mean, it would be funny and eerie at the same time," he said, and his eyes were like yesterday: they seemed hot and heavy, as if he had been crying for a long time, and they had that gleam again that the Herr Reiter's novel cough had kindled in them. In fact, it seemed to him that he had only now found the connection to yesterday, as if he were back in the picture, which had not really been the case when he first woke up. He was ready, he declared, sprinkling some lavender water on his handkerchief and dabbing his forehead and the area under his eyes with it. "If you like, we can go to breakfast tous les deux," he joked with a feeling of exuberant glee, whereupon Joachim looked at him gently and smiled strangely, melancholically and somewhat mockingly, it seemed—why, that was his business.




  After Hans Castorp had convinced himself that he had his cigarettes with him, he took his cane, coat, and hat, the latter defiantly, for he was too certain of his way of life and manners to conform so easily and for a mere three weeks to foreign and new customs— and so they went, down the stairs, and in the corridors Joachim pointed to this and that door and named the inhabitants, German names and others with all kinds of foreign sounds, adding brief comments about their character and the severity of their condition.




  They also encountered people returning from breakfast, and when Joachim said good morning to someone, Hans Castorp politely lifted his hat. He was excited and nervous like a young person who is about to introduce himself to many strangers and is plagued by the distinct feeling of having dull eyes and a red face, which, incidentally, was only partially true, for he was rather pale.




  "Before I forget!" he said suddenly with a certain blind zeal. "You're welcome to introduce me to the lady in the garden if it suits you, I don't mind. She should just say 'tous les deux' to me, that doesn't bother me at all, I'm prepared and I understand the meaning and will make the right face. But I don't want to be introduced to the Russian couple, do you hear? I expressly don't want that. They are extremely ill-mannered people, and even if I have to live next door to them for three weeks and there was no other arrangement possible, I still don't want to know them. It is my right to refuse this with all determination..."




  "Fine," said Joachim. "Have they bothered you that much? Yes, they are barbarians, uncivilized in a word, I told you so in advance. He always comes to dinner in a leather jacket, worn out, I tell you, I'm always surprised that Behrens doesn't do anything about it. And she's not the most presentable either, despite her feather hat... By the way, you can rest assured, they sit far away from us, at the bad Russian table, because there is a good Russian table where only the finer Russians sit – and there's hardly any chance of you meeting them, even if you wanted to. It's not easy to make acquaintances at all, simply because there are so many foreigners among the guests, and I myself have only met a few personally in all the time I've been here."




  "Which one of them is sick?" asked Hans Castorp. "Him or her?"




  "He, I think. Yes, only he," said Joachim, noticeably distracted, as they left their coats at the coat rack in front of the dining room. And then they entered the bright, flat-vaulted room, where voices buzzed, utensils clattered, and the waitresses hurried around with steaming pots.




  There were seven tables in the dining room, most of them arranged lengthwise, only two across. They were large tables, each seating ten people, although not all of the places were set. Just a few steps diagonally into the hall, and Hans Castorp was already at his place: it had been prepared for him at the narrow end of the table that stood in the middle at the front, between the two tables arranged across. Standing upright behind his chair, Hans Castorp bowed stiffly and amiably to his table companions, whom Joachim ceremoniously introduced to him and whom he could hardly see, let alone remember their names. He only noticed Mrs. Stöhr's person and name, and that she had a red face and greasy ash-blond hair. One could well believe her to be uneducated, so stubbornly ignorant was her facial expression. Then he sat down and noticed with approval that the first breakfast here was treated as a serious meal.




  There were pots of jam and honey, bowls of rice pudding and porridge, platters of scrambled eggs and cold meat; butter was generously provided, someone lifted the glass dome from a weeping Swiss cheese to cut a slice, and a bowl of fresh and dried fruit stood in the middle of the table. A hall maid in black and white asked Hans Castorp what he would like to drink: cocoa, coffee, or tea. She was small like a child, with an old, long face—a dwarf, he realized with horror. He looked at his cousin, but since the latter only shrugged his shoulders and raised his eyebrows indifferently, as if to say, "Yes, well, what next?" he resigned himself to the facts, asked for tea with particular politeness, since it was a dwarf who had asked him, and began to eat rice pudding with cinnamon and sugar, while his eyes wandered over the other dishes he wanted to taste and over the guests at the seven tables, Joachim's colleagues and companions in misfortune, all of whom were sick inside and chatted over breakfast.




  The hall was decorated in that modern style which knows how to give the most functional simplicity a certain fantastical touch. It was not very deep in relation to its length and was surrounded by a kind of gallery where the sideboards stood, opening in large arches onto the interior with the tables. The pillars, clad in sandalwood polish up to half their height, then smoothly whitewashed like the upper part of the walls and the ceiling, featured colorful bands, simple and cheerful stencils that continued along the wide straps of the flat vault. Several electric chandeliers made of polished brass adorned the hall, each consisting of three rings stacked on top of each other, connected by delicate wickerwork, with frosted glass bells circling around the bottom like little moons. There were four glass doors—two on the opposite broad side leading out to a front porch, a third at the front left leading straight into the front hall, and then the one through which Hans Castorp had entered from a hallway, as Joachim had led him down a different staircase than the night before.




  To his right sat an unattractive creature in black with a downy complexion and dull, flushed cheeks, whom he took to be a seamstress or house tailor, probably because she ate only coffee and buttered rolls for breakfast and because he had always associated the idea of a house tailor with that of coffee and buttered rolls. To his left sat an English lady, also of a certain age, very ugly, with thin, frostbitten fingers, who was reading roundish letters from home and drinking blood-colored tea. Next to her sat Joachim, followed by Mrs. Stöhr in a Scottish wool blouse. She held her left hand clenched near her cheek while she ate and visibly tried to make a refined expression when she spoke by pulling her upper lip back from her narrow, long rabbit teeth. A young man with a thin mustache and an expression as if he had something bad-tasting in his mouth sat down next to her and ate his breakfast in complete silence. He came in when Hans Castorp was already seated, bowed his chin to his chest in greeting as he walked by without looking at anyone, and took his seat, his behavior clearly indicating his refusal to be introduced to the new guest. Perhaps he was too ill to care about such formalities or to take any interest in his surroundings at all. For a moment, an extremely thin, light-blonde young girl sat opposite him, emptied a bottle of yogurt onto his plate, spooned up the dairy dish, and immediately left again.




  The conversation at the table was not lively. Joachim chatted formally with Mrs. Stöhr, inquiring about her well-being and expressing proper regret that it left something to be desired. She complained of "sluggishness." "I'm so lethargic!" she said slowly, affecting an uneducated manner. She also had a temperature of 37.3 when she got up, and who knew what it would be like in the afternoon. The house seamstress admitted to having the same body temperature, but explained that, on the contrary, she felt excited, tense and restless inside, as if something special and decisive were about to happen to her, which was not the case at all, but rather a physical excitement without any emotional causes. She was probably not a house seamstress, because she spoke very correctly and almost scholarly. Incidentally, Hans Castorp found this excitement, or at least the expression of it, somehow inappropriate, even offensive in such an inconspicuous and insignificant creature. He asked the seamstress and Mrs. Stöhr in turn how long they had been up here (the former had been living in the institution for five months, the latter for seven), then gathered his English to ask his neighbor on the right what kind of tea she was drinking (it was rosehip tea) and whether it tasted good, which she affirmed almost impetuously, and then looked into the hall, where people were coming and going: the first breakfast was not a strictly communal meal.




  He had been a little afraid of frightening impressions, but he found himself disappointed: the atmosphere in the hall was quite cheerful, and one did not have the feeling of being in a place of misery. Tanned young people of both sexes came in singing, talked to the hall girls, and tucked into their breakfast with a hearty appetite. There were also more mature people there, married couples, a whole family with children who spoke Russian, and adolescent boys. Almost all of the women wore tight-fitting jackets made of wool or silk, so-called sweaters, white or colored, with drop collars and side pockets, and it looked pretty when they stood and chatted with both hands buried in these side pockets. At several tables, photographs were being shown around, new ones, undoubtedly taken by the owners themselves; at another, people were exchanging stamps. They talked about the weather, how they had slept, and how much they had measured in their mouths in the morning. Most of them were cheerful, probably without any particular reason, but simply because they had no immediate worries and were together in large numbers. A few, of course, sat at the table with their heads in their hands, staring into space. They were left to stare and were ignored.




  Suddenly Hans Castorp flinched, annoyed and offended. A door had slammed shut, the door on the left at the front that led directly into the hall—someone had slammed it shut or even locked it behind them, and that was a sound Hans Castorp couldn't stand, a sound he had always hated. Perhaps this hatred was based on his upbringing, perhaps on an innate idiosyncrasy—enough said, he detested slamming doors and could have beaten anyone who did it within earshot. In this case, the door was also filled with small panes of glass, which amplified the shock: there was a crash and a clatter. Ugh, thought Hans Castorp angrily, what kind of damn sloppiness is this! Incidentally, at that very moment, the seamstress addressed him, so he had no time to determine who the culprit was. But there were wrinkles between his blond eyebrows, and his face was painfully contorted as he answered the seamstress.




  Joachim asked if the doctors had already come through. Yes, they had been there for the first time, someone replied, but they had left the room almost at the moment when the cousins had arrived. Then they wanted to leave and not wait, Joachim said. There would be an opportunity to introduce themselves later in the day. But at the door, they almost collided with Court Councilor Behrens, who, followed by Dr. Krokowski, came in at a brisk pace.




  "Whoa, watch out, gentlemen!" said Behrens. "That could have easily ended badly for both parties' corns." He spoke with a strong Lower Saxon accent, broadly and chewing his words. "So this is you, "he said to Hans Castorp, whom Joachim presented with his heels drawn together; "well, I'm pleased to meet you." And he gave the young man his hand, which was as big as a shovel. He was a bony man, probably three heads taller than Dr. Krokowski, already completely white on top, with a protruding neck, large, bulging, bloodshot blue eyes filled with tears, an upturned nose, and a short-cropped moustache that was crooked as a result of a one-sided curling of the upper lip. What Joachim had said about his cheeks proved to be completely true; they were blue. And so his head looked quite colorful against the white surgeon's coat he wore, a smock reaching down to his knees, revealing his striped trousers and a pair of colossal feet in yellow and somewhat worn lace-up boots. Dr. Krokowski was also in his work clothes, but his coat was black, made of black lustre fabric, shirt-like, with elastic bands at the wrists, and it accentuated his paleness considerably. He behaved purely as an assistant and did not participate in the greeting in any way, but a critical tension in his mouth revealed that he found his subordinate position strange.




  "Cousins?" asked the court councilor, gesturing back and forth between the young people with his hand and looking up from below with his bloodshot blue eyes... "Well, does he want to swear on the calfskin too?" he said to Joachim, nodding toward Hans Castorp... "I, God forbid, – what? I saw right away," he said, now addressing Hans Castorp directly, "that you have something civilized about you, something comfortable—nothing as bellicose as that squad leader over there. You would be a better patient than him, I'd bet. I can tell right away whether someone will make a useful patient, because it takes talent, talent is needed for everything, and this Myrmidon here has no talent whatsoever. For drill, I don't know, but for being sick, absolutely not. Would you believe that he always wants to leave? He always wants to leave, he torments me and plagues me and can't wait to be worked to death down there. Such zeal! He doesn't want to give us half a year. And yet it's quite nice here with us—now tell me yourself, Ziemßen, isn't it quite nice here! Well, your cousin will know how to appreciate us better, he'll enjoy himself. There's no shortage of ladies either—we have the most lovely ladies here. At least some of them are quite picturesque on the outside. But you should get yourself some more color, listen, otherwise you'll fall behind with the ladies! Green may be the golden tree of life, but as a complexion, green is not quite right. Totally anemic, of course," he said, stepping up to Hans Castorp without further ado and pulling down his eyelid with his index and middle fingers. "Totally anemic, of course, as I said. You know what? It wasn't so stupid of you to leave your Hamburg to its own devices for a while. Hamburg is a most welcome institution, providing us with a nice contingent with its boozy meteorology. But if I may offer you some unsolicited advice on this occasion—quite sine pecunia, you know—then while you're here, do everything your cousin does. In your case, , there's nothing smarter to do than to live for a while as if you had mild tuberculosis pulmonum and put on a little protein. It's a curious thing here with us and protein metabolism... Although the general metabolism is increased, the body still builds up protein... Well, did you sleep well, Ziemßen? Fine, eh? So let's get on with the pleasure walk! But no more than half an hour! And afterwards, stick the mercury cigar in your face! Write it all down, Ziemßen! Officially! Conscientiously! I want to see the curve on Saturday! Your cousin should measure it too. Measuring can never hurt. Good morning, gentlemen! Have a good time! Good morning... Good morning..." And Dr. Krokowski joined him as he sailed on, swinging his arms, palms turned all the way back, asking everyone to his right and left if they had slept "well," which was generally affirmed.
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  "Very nice man," said Hans Castorp as they stepped out through the portal into the open air after a friendly greeting with the limping concierge, who was sorting letters in his lodge. The portal was located on the southeast flank of the whitewashed building, whose central section towered one story above the two wings and was crowned by a short clock tower covered with slate-colored sheet iron. When leaving the house here, one did not touch the fenced garden, but was immediately outdoors, facing sloping mountain meadows consisting of scattered, moderately tall spruce trees and crooked pines crouching on the ground. The path they took—actually the only one that could be considered, apart from the road sloping down to the valley—led them slightly uphill to the left, past the back of the sanatorium, the kitchen and utility side, where iron waste bins stood by the grates of the cellar stairs, continued for a good distance in the same direction, then made a sharp turn and led more steeply to the right up the sparsely wooded slope. It was a hard, reddish-colored, still somewhat damp path, with boulders lying here and there at its edge. The cousins were by no means alone on the promenade. Guests who had just finished their breakfast followed close behind them, and whole groups on their way back came towards them with the stomping footsteps of people descending.




  "Very nice man!" Hans Castorp repeated. "He has such a lively way of speaking, I enjoyed listening to him. 'Mercury cigar' for 'thermometer' is excellent, I understood it right away ... But now I'm going to light a real one," he said, stopping. "I can't stand it anymore! I haven't smoked anything decent since yesterday afternoon... Excuse me!" And he took a Maria Mancini from his automobile leather case decorated with a silver monogram, a beautiful specimen from the top layer, flattened on one side, as he particularly liked it, cut the tip with a small, angular cutting instrument that he carried on his watch chain, lit his pocket lighter, and set the rather long, blunt end of the cigar with a few devoted puffs. "There!" he said. "Now we can continue our stroll, as far as I'm concerned. Of course, you don't smoke because you're so eager to drink."




  "I never smoke," replied Joachim. "Why should I smoke here of all places?"




  "I don't understand that!" said Hans Castorp. "I don't understand how someone can't smoke—they're depriving themselves, so to speak, of the best part of life and, in any case, of a very eminent pleasure! When I wake up, I'm happy that I'll be able to smoke during the day, and when I eat, I look forward to it again. I can even say that I only eat so that I can smoke, although I'm exaggerating a little, of course. But a day without tobacco would be the height of dullness for me, a completely dreary and uninteresting day, and if I had to tell myself in the morning, "There's nothing to smoke today," I don't think I would have the courage to get up; I would just stay in bed. You see, if you have a cigar that burns well—of course, it mustn't have any air leaks or draw poorly, that's extremely annoying—I mean, if you have a good cigar, then you're actually safe, literally nothing can happen to you. It's just like when you're lying by the sea, you're just lying by the sea, aren't you, and you don't need anything else, neither work nor entertainment... Thank God people smoke all over the world, it's not unknown anywhere, as far as I know, wherever you might end up. Even polar explorers stock up on plenty of cigarettes for their hardships, and that always touched me when I read about it. Because you can feel very bad—let's say I was feeling miserable—but as long as I still had my cigar, I could endure it, I know that, it would get me through.




  "Still, it's a bit lame," said Joachim, "that you're so attached to it. Behrens is quite right: you're a civilian—he meant it more as a compliment, but you're a hopeless civilian, that's the thing. Besides, you're healthy and can do whatever you want," he said, and his eyes grew tired.




  "Yes, healthy except for the anemia," said Hans Castorp. "It was rather generous, actually, the way he told me I looked green. But it's true, I've noticed it myself—that compared to you all up here, I really do look green. I didn't notice it so much back home. And then it's also nice of him to give me advice just like that, quite sine pecunia, as he puts it. I'm quite willing to do as he says and follow your way of life entirely—what else should I do up here with you all? And it can't hurt, in God's name, if I start putting on some protein, even though it sounds a bit disgusting, you have to admit."




  Joachim coughed a few times as he walked—the incline seemed to be straining him. When he coughed for the third time, he stopped with a frown. "Go on ahead," he said. Hans Castorp hurried on and did not look back. Then he slowed his pace and finally almost stopped, as he felt he must have gained a significant lead over Joachim. But he did not look back.




  A group of guests of both sexes came toward him—he had seen them up halfway up the slope along the flat path, now they were trudging downhill, straight toward him, their different voices ringing out. There were six or seven people of mixed ages, some very young, a few a little older. He looked at them with his head tilted to one side, thinking of Joachim. They were bareheaded and tanned, the ladies in colorful sweaters, the gentlemen mostly without coats and even without sticks, like people who casually step out of their houses with their hands in their pockets. Since they were walking downhill, which required no serious effort, but only a playful braking and brace of the legs so as not to start running and stumbling, indeed nothing more than letting oneself fall, their gait had something lively and carefree about it, which was communicated to their expressions, their whole appearance, so that one could well wish to belong to them.




  Now they were with him, and Hans Castorp could see their faces clearly. They were not all tanned; two ladies stood out for their paleness: one thin as a stick and ivory-faced, the other smaller and fat, marred by liver spots. They all looked at him with a common, bold smile. A tall young girl in a green sweater, with badly styled hair and stupid, half-open eyes, brushed past Hans Castorp, almost touching him with her arm. And as she did so, she whistled... No, that was crazy! She whistled at him, but not with her mouth, which she did not purse at all; on the contrary, she kept it firmly closed. It whistled from her as she looked at him, stupidly and with half-closed eyes, — an extremely unpleasant whistle, rough, sharp, yet hollow, drawn out and falling in tone toward the end, so that it reminded him of the music of those rubber fairground pigs that let out their blown-in air with a whine and collapse, somehow and incomprehensibly emanating from her chest, and then she was gone with her companions.




  Hans Castorp stood rigidly and gazed into the distance. Then he turned hastily and understood at least enough that the abomination must have been a joke, a premeditated prank, for he saw laughter on the shoulders of those who were leaving, and a stocky young man with thick lips, who, with both hands in his trouser pockets, was holding up his jacket in a rather indecent manner, even turned his head openly toward him and laughed... Joachim had approached. He greeted the group by standing almost at attention, as was his chivalrous habit, and bowing with his heels together, then stepped over to his cousin with a gentle look.




  "What kind of face are you making?" he asked.




  "She whistled!" replied Hans Castorp. "She whistled from her belly as she passed me. Can you explain that to me?"




  "Oh," said Joachim, laughing dismissively. "Not from her stomach, nonsense. That was Kleefeld, Hermine Kleefeld, who whistles with her pneumothorax."




  "With what?" asked Hans Castorp. He was extremely agitated and didn't quite know in what sense. He wavered between laughter and tears as he added, "You can't expect me to understand your slang."




  "Come on, keep going!" said Joachim. "I can explain it to you as we walk. You're rooted to the spot! It's something to do with surgery, as you can imagine, an operation that's often performed up here. Behrens has a lot of practice in it... When one lung is very damaged, you see, but the other is healthy or comparatively healthy, the diseased one is temporarily relieved of its function in order to spare it... That means: they cut you open here, somewhere on the side—I don't know the exact location, but Behrens is great at it. And then gas is pumped in, nitrogen, you know, and the damaged lung is taken out of action. Of course, the gas doesn't last long, it has to be replaced every two weeks or so – you have to imagine it as being refilled, so to speak. And if this is done for a year or longer, and everything goes well, the lung can heal through rest. Not always, of course, it's actually quite a risky thing to do. But there have been some great successes with pneumothorax. Everyone you just saw has it. Mrs. Iltis was there too—the one with the liver spots—and Miss Levi, the skinny one, you remember—she's been in bed for so long. They got together because something like pneumothorax naturally brings people together, and they call themselves the "Half Lung Association"; that's the name they're known by. But the pride of the association is Hermine Kleefeld, because she can whistle with pneumothorax—it's a gift she has, not everyone can do it. How she manages it, I can't tell you, she herself can't describe it clearly. But when she walks quickly, she can whistle from within, and of course she uses this to frighten people, especially the newly arrived patients. Incidentally, I think she wastes nitrogen in the process, because she has to be refilled every eight days."




  Now Hans Castorp laughed; Joachim's words had turned his excitement into cheerfulness, and as he walked along, covering his eyes with his hand and bending forward, his shoulders were shaken by a quick and quiet giggle.




  "Are they registered?" he asked, and speaking was not easy for him; it sounded tearful and quietly whimpering with suppressed laughter. "Do they have statutes? It's a pity you're not a member, then they could admit me as a guest of honor or as a... Konkneipant... You should ask Behrens to partially suspend you from duty. Maybe you could whistle too, if you put your mind to it, it must be possible to learn... That's the funniest thing I've ever heard in my life!" he said with a deep sigh. "Yes, forgive me for talking like this, but you yourself are in the best of spirits, your pneumatic friends! The way they came along... And to think that it was the 'Half Lung Club'! 'Tiuu' whistles at me – what a great person! But that's just sheer exuberance! Why are they so exuberant, you, will you tell me?"




  Joachim searched for an answer. "God," he said, "they are so free... I mean, they are young people, and time is irrelevant to them, and then they may die. Why should they look serious? I sometimes think: illness and dying are not really serious, they are more like a kind of dawdling; strictly speaking, seriousness only exists in life down there. I think you'll understand that in time, once you've been up here longer."




  "Sure," said Hans Castorp. "I'm sure of it. I've already taken a great interest in you up here, and when you're interested, right, then understanding comes naturally... But how is it that—it doesn't taste good!" he said, looking at his cigar. "I've been wondering all this time what's wrong with me, and now I realize that it's Maria that I don't like. It tastes like papier-mâché, I assure you, it's just like when you have a completely upset stomach. It's incomprehensible! I did eat an unusually large breakfast, but that can't be the reason, because when you've eaten too much, it actually tastes especially good at first. Do you think it could be because I slept so restlessly? Maybe that's why I'm feeling out of sorts. No, I have to throw it away!" he said after another attempt. "Every puff is a disappointment; there's no point in forcing it." And after hesitating for a moment, he threw the cigar down the slope among the damp conifers. "Do you know what I think it's connected to?" he asked... "I'm convinced it's connected to this damn heat in my face, which I've been suffering from again since I got up. The devil knows, I always feel as if my face is flushed with shame... Did you feel the same way when you arrived?"




  "Yes," said Joachim. "I felt a little strange at first too. Don't worry about it! I told you that it's not so easy to settle in here. But you'll be fine. Look, there's a nice bench. Let's sit down for a while and then go home. I need to lie down."




  The path had become level. It now ran in the direction of Davos Square, about a third of the way up the slope, and between tall, narrow, crooked pine trees, it offered a view of the village, which lay whitish in the brighter light. The simply constructed bench on which they sat leaned against the steep mountain wall. Next to them, water gurgled and splashed down into the valley in an open wooden trough.




  Joachim wanted to tell his cousin the names of the cloud-covered Alpine peaks that seemed to close off the valley to the south, pointing at them with the tip of his walking stick. But Hans Castorp only glanced at them briefly, sitting bent forward, drawing figures in the sand with the ferrule of his city walking stick with silver fittings, and wanting to know other things.




  "What I wanted to ask you," he began... "So the case in my room had just arrived when I came. Have there been many deaths since you've been up here?"




  "Several, certainly," replied Joachim. "But they are treated discreetly, you understand, you don't hear about them, or only occasionally, later, it's done in the strictest secrecy when someone dies, out of consideration for the patients and especially for the ladies, who might otherwise get sick. If someone dies next to you, you don't even notice. And the coffin is brought in early in the morning while you're still asleep, and the deceased is only taken away at such times, for example during meals."




  "Hmm," said Hans Castorp and continued drawing. "So something like that goes on behind the scenes."




  "Yes, you could say that. But recently, it was, wait a minute, maybe eight weeks ago—"




  "Then you can't say 'recently,'" Hans Castorp remarked dryly and alertly.




  "What? So not recently. You're precise. I was just guessing the number. So some time ago, I happened to see behind the scenes, purely by chance, I remember it like it was yesterday. That was when they brought little Hujus, a Catholic, Barbara Hujus, the Viaticum, the last rites, you know, the last anointing. She was still up when I arrived here, and she could be exuberantly funny, so silly, just like a teenage girl. But then she went downhill rapidly, she couldn't get up anymore, she was three rooms away from mine, and her parents came, and then the priest came. He came while everyone was having tea in the afternoon, there was no one in the corridors. But imagine, I had overslept, I had fallen asleep during the main rest period and had missed the gong and was a quarter of an hour late. So I wasn't there at the decisive moment when everyone else was, but had ended up behind the scenes, as you say, and as I walk down the corridor, they come towards me, in lace shirts and with a cross in front, a golden cross with lanterns, one of them carrying it in front like the bell tree in front of the Janissary band."




  "That's no comparison," said Hans Castorp, not without severity.




  "It seemed that way to me. I was involuntarily reminded of it. But listen further. So they come toward me, marching, marching, at a brisk pace, three of them, if I'm not mistaken, led by the man with the cross, then the clergyman, glasses on his nose, and then another boy with a small censer. The clergyman held the viaticum to his chest, it was covered, and he held his head tilted quite humbly, for it is their most holy thing."




  "That's exactly why," said Hans Castorp. "That's exactly why I'm surprised that you want to talk about Schellenbaum."




  "Yes, yes. But wait, if you had been there, you wouldn't know what kind of face to make in your memory either. It was something you could dream about—"




  "In what way?"




  "Like this. So I'm wondering how I should behave under these circumstances. I wasn't wearing a hat to take off—"




  "You see!" Hans Castorp quickly interrupted him again. "You see that one should wear a hat! I noticed, of course, that you don't wear them up here. But one should wear one so that one can take it off on occasions when it is appropriate. But what now?"




  "I stood against the wall," said Joachim, "in a respectable posture, and bowed slightly when they were near me—it was right in front of little Hujus's room, number twenty-eight. I think the clergyman was pleased that I greeted him; he thanked me very politely and took off his cap. But at the same time they stopped, and the altar boy with the censer knocked, then opened the door and let his boss enter the room first. Now imagine my horror and my feelings! The moment the priest sets foot over the threshold, there is a terrible racket inside, a screeching you have never heard before, three or four times in a row, and then screaming without pause or interruption, apparently from a wide-open mouth, ahhh, there was such misery and horror and protest in it that it is impossible to describe, and in between there was such terrible begging, and then suddenly it becomes hollow and muffled, as if it had sunk into the earth and was coming from deep in the cellar."




  Hans Castorp had turned to his cousin with intensity. "Was that Hujus?" he asked, agitated. "And why 'from the cellar'?"




  "She had crawled under the ceiling!" said Joachim. "Imagine my feelings! The clergyman stood close to the threshold and said soothing words; I can still see him, he kept pushing his head forward and then pulling it back again. The cross-bearer and the altar boy were still standing between the door and the doorframe and couldn't enter. And I could see into the room between them. It's a room like yours and mine, with the bed on the left side of the door, and at the head of the bed stood people, the relatives of course, the parents, talking soothingly down to the bed. All you could see was a shapeless mass begging and protesting horribly and kicking its legs."




  "Are you saying she was kicking her legs?"




  "With all her might! But it was no use, she had to have the last rites. The pastor approached her, and the other two entered as well, and the door was closed. But before that, I saw the Hujus' head appear for a second, with tousled light blond hair, staring at the priest with wide-open eyes, eyes so pale, completely colorless, and then she went back under the sheet with an 'Ah' and a 'Huh.'"




  "And you're only telling me this now?" said Hans Castorp after a pause. "I don't understand why you didn't mention it last night. But, my God, she must have still had a lot of strength, the way she fought back. That takes strength. You shouldn't call the priest until someone is completely weak."




  "She was weak," replied Joachim. "... Oh, there's so much to tell; it's hard to know where to start ... She was weak, it was just fear that gave her so much strength. She was terribly afraid because she realized she was going to die. She was a young girl, after all, so you have to excuse her. But men sometimes behave like that too, which is of course an unforgivable weakness. Behrens knows how to deal with them, by the way; he strikes the right tone in such cases."




  "What tone?" asked Hans Castorp, frowning.




  "'Don't be so silly!' he says," replied Joachim. "At least that's what he said to one of them recently—we know this from the matron, who was there and helped hold the dying man down. It was one of those who made a terrible scene at the end and absolutely did not want to die. So Behrens snapped at him: 'Don't make such a fuss!' he said, and immediately the patient became quiet and died peacefully."




  Hans Castorp slapped his thigh and threw himself back against the back of the bench, looking up at the sky.




  "Well, listen, that's strong!" he exclaimed. "He drives at him and simply says to him, 'Don't make such a fuss!' To a dying man! That's strong! A dying man is, in a sense, venerable. You can't just treat him like that... A dying man is, so to speak, sacred, I would say!"




  "I won't deny that," said Joachim. "But if he's acting so weak..."




  "No!" insisted Hans Castorp with a vehemence that was out of all proportion to the resistance he was meeting. "I won't be persuaded that a dying man is any more distinguished than some lout who goes around laughing and earning money and stuffing his belly! That's not right—" and his voice wavered strangely. "It's not right that he should be treated like this, just like that—" and his words were stifled by the laughter that seized him and overwhelmed him, the laughter of yesterday, a deep, body-shaking, boundless laughter that closed his eyes and pressed tears between his eyelids.




  "Shh!" Joachim suddenly said. "Be quiet!" he whispered, secretly poking the uncontrollably laughing man in the side. Hans Castorp looked up in tears.




  A stranger approached from the left, a slight brunette gentleman with a beautifully curled black moustache and light-checkered trousers, who, upon arriving, exchanged a morning greeting with Joachim—his was precise and melodious—and remained standing in front of him with his feet crossed, leaning on his cane, in a graceful posture.
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  His age would have been difficult to estimate, but it must have been between thirty and forty, for although his overall appearance was youthful, his hair was already streaked with silver at the temples and noticeably thinned at the top: two bald patches flanked his narrow, sparse parting and accentuated his forehead. His suit, consisting of wide, light yellow checked trousers and a fluffy, overly long jacket with two rows of buttons and very large lapels, was far from elegant; his rounded stand-up collar was already somewhat roughened at the edges from frequent washing, his black tie was worn, and he clearly did not wear cuffs at all—Hans Castorp recognized this from the slack way the sleeves hung around his wrists. Nevertheless, he could see that he was in the presence of a gentleman; the stranger's cultured expression and his relaxed, even handsome bearing left no doubt about that. But this mixture of shabbiness and grace, combined with black eyes and a softly curved moustache, immediately reminded Hans Castorp of certain foreign musicians who played in the local courtyards at Christmas time and held out their slouch hats with their velvety eyes raised so that people would throw ten-pfennig coins at them from the windows. "A barrel organ player!" he thought. And so he was not surprised by the name he heard when Joachim rose from the bench and introduced himself with some embarrassment:




  "My cousin Castorp, Mr. Settembrini."




  Hans Castorp had also risen to greet him, the traces of his exuberance still visible on his face. But the Italian politely asked them both not to disturb their comfort and urged them back to their seats, while he himself remained standing before them in his pleasant pose. He smiled as he stood there and looked at the cousins, especially Hans Castorp, and this subtle, somewhat mocking deepening and curling of one corner of his mouth under his full mustache, where it curved upward in a beautiful arc, had a peculiar effect, encouraging mental clarity and alertness, and sobering up the drunken Hans Castorp in an instant, so that he felt ashamed. Settembrini said:




  "Gentlemen, you are in high spirits—and with good reason, with good reason. A magnificent morning! The sky is blue, the sun is shining—" and with a light and graceful swing of his arm, he raised his small, yellowish hand to the sky, while at the same time casting a slanted, cheerful glance up there as well. "One could indeed forget where one is."




  He spoke without a foreign accent; only the precision of his pronunciation might have given away his foreign origin. His lips formed the words with a certain relish. It was a pleasure to listen to him.




  "And did you have a pleasant journey here?" he asked Hans Castorp ... "Have you already received your verdict? I mean, has the grim ceremony of the initial examination already taken place?" Here he should have remained silent and waited if he wanted to hear the answer, for he had asked his question and Hans Castorp was about to reply. But the stranger immediately asked another question: "Did it go well? Judging by your laughter..." He paused for a moment, the corners of his mouth curling deeper, "uneven conclusions can be drawn. How many months did our Minos and Radamanth sentence you to?" – The word "sentence" sounded particularly funny coming from his mouth. – "Shall I guess? Six? Or nine? They're not stingy, after all..."




  Hans Castorp laughed in surprise, trying to remember who Minos and Radamanth were. He replied:




  "But why? No, you're mistaken, Mr. Septem—"




  "Settembrini," the Italian corrected him clearly and emphatically, bowing humorously.




  "Mr. Settembrini, I apologize. No, you are mistaken. I am not ill at all. I am only visiting my cousin Ziemßen for a few weeks and want to take this opportunity to recuperate a little—"




  "Good heavens, you are not one of us? You are healthy, you are only staying here, like Odysseus in the realm of shadows? What audacity, to descend into the depths where the dead dwell, futile and meaningless—"




  "Into the depths, Mr. Settembrini? I beg your pardon! I climbed about five thousand feet to get up here to you—"




  "It only seemed that way to you! On my word, it was an illusion," said the Italian with a decisive wave of his hand. "We are deeply fallen beings, aren't we, Lieutenant," he said, turning to Joachim, who was not a little pleased by this address, but tried to hide it and replied calmly:




  "We are indeed somewhat simple-minded. But one can pull oneself together again, after all."




  "Yes, I believe you can; you are a decent person," said Settembrini. "So, so, so," he said three times with a sharp S, turning back to Hans Castorp, and then clicked his tongue softly against his upper palate just as many times. "Well, well, well," he said, again three times with a sharp S sound, looking so intently at the newcomer that his eyes became fixed and blind, and then, reviving his gaze, he continued:




  "So you've come up here to us, the down-and-outs, entirely of your own free will, and want to grant us the pleasure of your company for a while. Well, that's nice. And how long do you plan to stay? I'm not asking to be polite. But I'm curious to hear how much time people allow themselves when they have to decide for themselves and it's not Radamanth who decides!"




  "Three weeks," said Hans Castorp with a touch of vain lightheartedness, realizing that he was being envied.




  "Oh dear, three weeks! Did you hear that, Lieutenant? Isn't it almost impertinent to say, 'I'm coming here for three weeks and then I'm leaving again'? We don't know the measure of weeks, sir, if I may enlighten you. Our smallest unit of time is the month. We calculate on a grand scale—that is a privilege of the shadows. We have others, and they are all of a similar quality. May I ask what profession you pursue down there in life—or rather, what you are preparing for? You see, we do not restrain our curiosity. We also count curiosity among our privileges."




  "Please, go ahead," said Hans Castorp. And he provided the information.




  "A shipbuilder! But that's wonderful!" exclaimed Settembrini. "Be assured that I find that wonderful, even though my own abilities lie in a different direction."




  "Mr. Settembrini is a man of letters," Joachim explained, somewhat embarrassed. "He wrote the obituary for Carducci for German newspapers—Carducci, you know." And he became even more embarrassed as his cousin looked at him in surprise and seemed to say: What do you know about Carducci? As little as I do, I should think.




  "That's right," said the Italian, nodding his head. "I had the honor of telling your compatriots about the life of this great poet and freethinker when it was over. I knew him, I can call myself his student. In Bologna, I sat at his feet. I owe him what I call my own education and cheerfulness. But we were talking about you. A shipbuilder! Do you know that you are growing in my estimation? You suddenly sit there as the representative of a whole world of work and practical genius!"




  "But Mr. Settembrini—I'm actually still a student and just starting out."




  "Certainly, and all beginnings are difficult. In fact, all work that deserves the name is difficult, isn't it?"




  "Yes, the devil knows!" said Hans Castorp, and it came from his heart.




  Settembrini quickly raised his eyebrows.




  "You even invoke the devil," he said, "to reinforce that? Satan himself? Do you also know that my great teacher addressed a hymn to him?"




  "Excuse me," said Hans Castorp, "to the devil?"




  "To him himself. It is sometimes sung in my homeland on festive occasions. O salute, o Satan, o Ribellione, o forza vindice della Ragione ... A wonderful song! But it was hardly this devil you had in mind, for he is on excellent terms with work. The one you meant, who detests work because he fears it, is probably that other one, of whom it is said that one should not offer him the little finger—"




  All this seemed rather strange to good Hans Castorp. He did not understand Italian, and the rest was no more comfortable for him. It tasted like a Sunday sermon, even though it was delivered in a light and joking tone. He looked at his cousin, who lowered his eyes, and then said:




  "Oh, Mr. Settembrini, you are taking my words too literally. The devil was just a figure of speech, I assure you!"




  "Someone has to have spirit," said Settembrini, looking melancholically into the air. But reviving himself, he continued in a cheerful and graceful tone:




  "In any case, I rightly conclude from your words that you have chosen a profession that is as demanding as it is honorable. My God, I am a humanist, a homo humanus, I understand nothing of ingenious things, however sincere my respect for you may be. But I can well imagine that the theory of your subject requires a clear and sharp mind and its practice a whole man—is that not so?"




  "Certainly, yes, I can definitely agree with you there," replied Hans Castorp, instinctively trying to speak a little more eloquently. "The demands are enormous these days; one mustn't allow oneself to realize just how sharp they are, otherwise one could truly lose heart. No, it's no fun. And even if you're not the strongest... I'm only here as a guest, but I'm not exactly the strongest either, and I'd be lying if I claimed that the work suited me so well. In fact, I have to say it takes quite a toll on me. I only feel really healthy when I'm not doing anything at all—"




  "For example, right now?"




  "Now? Oh, I'm still so new up here – a little confused, as you can imagine."




  "Ah, confused."




  "Yes, I didn't sleep very well, and then the first breakfast was really too substantial... I'm used to a decent breakfast, but today's was, it seems, too compact for me, too rich, as the English say. In short, I feel a little uneasy, and especially this morning I didn't enjoy my cigar – imagine that! That hardly ever happens to me, only when I'm seriously ill, and today it tasted like leather. I had to throw it away; there was no point in forcing myself to smoke it. Are you a smoker, if I may ask? No? Then you can't imagine what a nuisance and disappointment this is for someone who has enjoyed smoking as much as I have since my youth..."




  "I have no experience in this area," replied Settembrini, "and, incidentally, I am in good company with this inexperience. A number of noble and sober minds have detested smoking tobacco. Carducci did not like it either. But you will find understanding in our Radamanth. He is a follower of your vice."




  "Well, vice, Mr. Settembrini..."




  "Why not? One must describe things with truth and force. That strengthens and elevates life. I, too, have vices."




  "And Privy Councilor Behrens is a cigar connoisseur? A charming man."




  "You think so? Ah, so you've already made his acquaintance?"




  "Yes, earlier, when we left. It was almost like a consultation, but sine pecunia, you know. He saw right away that I'm quite anemic. And then he advised me to live here just like my cousin, to lie on the balcony a lot, and to measure myself right away, he said."




  "Really?" exclaimed Settembrini... "Excellent!" he cried, leaning back and laughing. "How does your master's opera put it? 'I am the bird catcher, always cheerful!' In short, that's very amusing. Will you follow his advice? Without a doubt. How could you not? A devil of a fellow, this Radamanth! And truly 'always cheerful,' even if a little forced at times. He tends toward melancholy. His vice does not suit him—otherwise it would not be a vice, by the way—smoking tobacco makes him melancholic, which is why our venerable Mother Superior has taken the supplies into custody and only gives him small daily rations. It is said that he sometimes succumbs to the temptation to steal from her, and then he falls into melancholy. In a word: a confused soul. You already know our Mother Superior? No? But that is a mistake! You are wrong not to seek her acquaintance. She is of the Mylendonk family, sir! She differs from the Medici Venus in that she wears a cross where the goddess has her breasts..."




  "Ha, ha, excellent!" laughed Hans Castorp.




  "Her first name is Adriatica."




  "That too?" exclaimed Hans Castorp... "Listen, that's strange! Von Mylendonk and then Adriatica. It sounds as if she must have died long ago. It seems downright medieval."




  "My dear sir," replied Settembrini, "there are many things here that 'sound medieval,' as you put it. I, for one, am convinced that our Radamanth made this fossil the chief overseer of his palace of terror solely out of artistic sensibility. He is an artist, you know? He paints in oils. What do you want, that's not forbidden, is it? Everyone is free to do so... Mrs. Adriatica tells anyone who wants to hear it, and the others too, that a Mylendonk was abbess of a convent in Bonn on the Rhine in the middle of the thirteenth century. She herself cannot have been born long after that time..."




  "Ha, ha, ha! I find you rather mocking, Mr. Settembrini."




  "Mocking? You mean malicious. Yes, I am a little malicious," said Settembrini. "My sorrow is that I am condemned to waste my malice on such miserable objects. I hope you have nothing against malice, engineer? In my eyes, it is the most brilliant weapon of reason against the powers of darkness and ugliness. Malice, sir, is the spirit of criticism, and criticism is the origin of progress and enlightenment." And in an instant he began to talk about Petrarch, whom he called the "father of modern times."




  "But now we must get some rest," said Joachim calmly.




  The man of letters had accompanied his words with graceful hand movements. Now he rounded off this gesture with a gesture pointing to Joachim and said:




  "Our lieutenant is calling us to duty. So let's go. We have the same way to go – 'to the right, which leads to the walls of Dis, the mighty one'. Ah, Virgil, Virgil! Gentlemen, he is unsurpassed. I believe in progress, certainly. But Virgil has epithets that no modern writer has..." And as they made their way home, he began to recite Latin verses in Italian pronunciation, but interrupted himself when a young girl, a daughter of the town, it seemed, and not particularly pretty, came towards them, and resorted to a flirtatious smile and warbling. "T, t, t," he clicked his tongue. "Ei, ei, ei! La, la, la! You sweet little bug, will you be mine? Look, 'her eyes sparkle in the slippery light,'" he quoted—God knew what it was—and blew a kiss toward the girl's embarrassed back.




  He's a real windbag, thought Hans Castorp, and he remained so even when Settembrini, after his gallant outburst, began to talk about medicine again. He mainly targeted Court Councilor Behrens, taunting him about the size of his feet and dwelling on the title he had received from a prince suffering from cerebral tuberculosis. The whole region still talks about the scandalous lifestyle of this prince, but Radamanth turned a blind eye, both eyes, every inch a court councilor. Did the gentlemen know, by the way, that he was the inventor of the summer season? Yes, he and no other. The credit for this goes to him. In the past, only the most loyal of the loyal would have stayed in this valley in the summer. Then "our humorist" recognized with incorruptible insight that this grievance was nothing but the fruit of prejudice. He established the doctrine that, at least as far as his institute was concerned, summer cures were not only no less recommendable, but even particularly effective and downright indispensable. And he knew how to get this theorem out to the people, writing popular articles about it and launching them in the press. Since then, business in summer has been as brisk as in winter. "Genius!" said Settembrini. "Intuition!" he said. And then he rattled off the names of the other sanatoriums in the area and praised the commercial acumen of their owners in a biting manner. There was Professor Kafka... Every year, at the critical time of the snow-melt, when many patients demanded to leave, Professor Kafka found himself forced to quickly go away for eight days, promising to discharge them upon his return. But then he stayed away for six weeks, and the poor people waited, their bills growing, incidentally. Kafka was allowed to come to Fiume, but he did not travel until five thousand good Swiss francs had been secured, which took fourteen days. One day after the arrival of the celebrissimo, the patient died. As for Doctor Salzmann, he accused Professor Kafka of not keeping his syringes clean enough and infecting the patients with mixed infections. He drives on rubber, said Salzmann, so that his dead cannot hear him, whereas Kafka claimed that Salzmann forced his patients to consume such quantities of "the vine's exhilarating gift" – also for the purpose of rounding up their bills – that people died like flies, not of consumption, but of alcoholic liver disease ...




  And so it went on, and Hans Castorp laughed heartily and good-naturedly at this torrent of eloquent blasphemy. The Italian's tirade was strangely pleasant in its unconditional purity and correctness, free of any dialect. The words came plump, nice, and as if newly created from his mobile lips; he enjoyed the educated, bitingly agile turns of phrase and forms he used, even the grammatical inflection and variation of words, with an obvious, communicative, and cheerful pleasure, and seemed far too clear and present-minded to ever slip up even once.




  "You speak so daintily, Mr. Settembrini," said Hans Castorp, "so vividly—I don't know what to call it."




  "Vivid, is it?" replied the Italian, fanning himself with his handkerchief, even though it was rather cool. "That must be the word you're looking for. You mean to say that I have a vivid way of speaking. But wait!" he cried. "What do I see! There walk our judges of hell! What a sight!"




  The walkers had already passed the bend in the road again. Was it thanks to Settembrini's words, the slope of the road, or had they in fact strayed less far from the sanatorium than Hans Castorp had believed – for a path we walk for the first time is considerably longer than the same path when we already know it –: in any case, the return march had been surprisingly quick. Settembrini was right, it was the two doctors walking down there in the open space along the back of the sanatorium, led by the court councilor in his white coat, his neck protruding and his hands moving like oars, followed by Dr. Krokowski in a black shirt, looking around with more confidence than clinical custom required him to keep behind his boss on official business.




  "Ah, Krokowski!" called Settembrini. "There he goes, knowing all the secrets of our ladies. Please note the subtle symbolism of his clothing. He wears black to indicate that his own field of study is the night. This man has only one thought in his head, and it is a dirty one. Engineer, how is it that we have not yet spoken of him! Have you made his acquaintance?"




  Hans Castorp answered in the affirmative.




  "Well, and? I'm beginning to suspect that you liked him too."




  "I really don't know, Mr. Settembrini. I only met him briefly. And then I'm not very quick to judge. I look at people and think: So that's how you are? All right."




  "That's dull-wittedness!" replied the Italian. "Judge! Nature has given you eyes and a mind for that purpose. You thought I was speaking maliciously, but if I did, it was perhaps not without pedagogical intent. We humanists all have a pedagogical streak... Gentlemen, the historical connection between humanism and pedagogy proves their psychological connection. The humanist should not be deprived of the office of education—he cannot be deprived of it, for only he possesses the tradition of human dignity and beauty. They once replaced the priests, who in dark and misanthropic times were allowed to assume leadership of the youth. Since then, gentlemen, no new type of educator has emerged. The humanistic high school—call me backward, engineer, but fundamentally, in abstracto, please understand me well, I remain its supporter..."




  He continued this line of thought in the elevator and only fell silent when his cousins left the elevator on the second floor. He himself continued on to the third floor, where, as Joachim said, he lived in a small room at the back.




  "He probably doesn't have any money?" asked Hans Castorp, who was accompanying Joachim. Joachim's situation was exactly the same as his own.




  "No," said Joachim, "he probably doesn't. Or only just enough to pay for his stay here. His father was also a writer, you know, and I think his grandfather was too."




  "Well then," said Hans Castorp. "Is he seriously ill?"




  "It's not dangerous, as far as I know, but it's persistent and keeps coming back. He's had it for years and was away for a while, but he had to come back soon."




  "Poor fellow! Especially since he seems so enthusiastic about work. He's very talkative, jumping from one topic to another with ease. He was a little cheeky with the girl, which embarrassed me at the time. But what he said afterwards about human dignity sounded splendid, just like at a ceremony. Do you spend a lot of time with him?"




  

    Sharpness of thought




    

      Table of contents

    


  




  But Joachim could only respond in a slurred and indistinct manner. He had taken a small thermometer from a red leather case lined with velvet that was lying on his table and put the lower end, filled with mercury, into his mouth. He held it under his tongue on the left side so that the glass instrument protruded diagonally upward from his mouth. Then he freshened up, put on shoes and jacket, took a printed table and pencil from the table, as well as a book, a Russian grammar book – because he was studying Russian, as he said, in the hope that it would be of professional benefit to him – and thus equipped, he took a seat outside on the balcony in a deck chair, throwing a camel hair blanket lightly over his feet.




  It was hardly necessary: during the last quarter of an hour, the cloud cover had become thinner and thinner, and the sun broke through, so summery warm and dazzling that Joachim protected his head with a white linen umbrella, which could be attached to the armrest of the chair by means of a small, ingenious device and adjusted according to the position of the sun. Hans Castorp praised this invention. He wanted to wait for the results of the measurement and in the meantime watched how everything was done, also looking at the fur bag leaning in a corner of the loggia (Joachim used it on cold days) and, with his elbows on the railing, looked down into the garden, where the general lounge was now populated by patients stretched out reading, writing, and chatting. Incidentally, only part of the interior was visible, about five chairs.




  "But how long will it take?" asked Hans Castorp, turning around.




  Joachim held up seven fingers.




  "It must be about—seven minutes!"




  Joachim shook his head. A little later, he took the thermometer out of his mouth, looked at it, and said:




  "Yes, if you pay attention to time, it passes very slowly. I really like taking my temperature four times a day, because it makes you realize what a minute or even seven minutes actually is – when you spend the seven days of the week here in such a dreadful way."




  "You say 'actually'. You can't say 'actually'," replied Hans Castorp. He sat with one thigh on the railing, the whites of his eyes veined with red. "Time isn't 'actually' at all. If it seems long to you, it's long, and if it seems short to you, it's short, but no one knows how long or short it really is." He was not at all accustomed to philosophizing, yet he felt the urge to do so.




  Joachim disagreed.




  "Why not? No. We measure it. We have clocks and calendars, and when a month is over, it's over for you and me and all of us."




  "Then listen," said Hans Castorp, holding his index finger next to his cloudy eyes. "So a minute is as long as it seems to you when you measure it?"




  "A minute is as long as... it lasts as long as it takes the second hand to complete its circle."




  "But it takes different amounts of time—according to our perception! And in fact... I say: in fact," repeated Hans Castorp, pressing his index finger so hard against his nose that it bent the tip completely, "it's a movement, a spatial movement, isn't it? Wait, wait! So we measure time with space. But that's just like measuring space with time, which only completely unscientific people do. It takes twenty hours to get from Hamburg to Davos—yes, by train. But on foot, how long does it take? And in your mind? Not even a second!"




  "Listen," said Joachim, "what's the matter with you? I think it's getting to you here with us?"




  "Be quiet! I'm very sharp-minded today. What is time?" asked Hans Castorp, turning the tip of his nose so violently to one side that it turned white and bloodless. "Will you tell me that? We perceive space with our organs, with our sense of sight and our sense of touch. Fine. But what is our organ of time? Can you tell me that? You see, there you are stuck. But how can we measure something about which, strictly speaking, we know absolutely nothing, not a single characteristic! We say: time is running out. Fine, so let it run out. But in order to measure it... wait! To be measurable, it would have to run out evenly, and where is it written that it does? For our consciousness, it doesn't; we only assume it does for the sake of order, and our measurements are merely convention, if I may..."




  "Fine," said Joachim, "then it's probably also just convention that I have four lines too many on my thermometer! But because of these five lines, I have to lounge around here and can't do my job, which is a disgusting fact!"




  "Do you have 37.5?"




  "It's going down again." And Joachim made the entry in his table. "Last night it was almost 38, that was because of your arrival. Everyone who gets visitors has a rise in temperature. But it's a blessing."




  "I'm leaving now," said Hans Castorp. "I still have a lot of thoughts about time in my head—it's quite a complex issue, I can say. But I don't want to upset you with it now, since you have too many lines anyway. I'll keep it all to myself, and we can come back to it later, maybe after breakfast. When it's breakfast time, you'll call me, won't you? I'm going to take a rest now, thank God it doesn't hurt." And with that, he walked past the glass partition to his own lodge, where a deck chair and small table had also been set up, fetched Ocean Steamships and his beautiful, soft, dark red and green plaid blanket from the neatly tidy room, and settled down.




  He, too, had to open his umbrella very soon; as soon as you lay down, the sunburn became unbearable. But it was unusually comfortable to lie there, as Hans Castorp immediately noted with pleasure—he couldn't remember ever having encountered such a comfortable deck chair. The frame, a little old-fashioned in shape—but that was just a matter of taste, because the chair was obviously new—was made of reddish-brown polished wood, and a mattress with a soft, calico-like cover, actually composed of three high cushions, extended from the foot end to above the backrest. In addition, a neck roll with an embroidered linen cover, which was neither too firm nor too soft, was attached to it by means of a cord and had a particularly soothing effect. Hans Castorp rested one arm on the wide, smooth surface of the side rest, blinked, and rested without resorting to Ocean Steamships for entertainment. Seen through the arches of the loggia, the harsh and barren but brightly sunlit landscape outside looked like a painting, as if framed. Hans Castorp looked at it thoughtfully. Suddenly something occurred to him, and he said aloud in the silence:




  "It was a dwarf who served us at our first breakfast."




  "Shh," said Joachim. "Be quiet. Yes, a dwarf. So?"




  "Nothing. We hadn't even discussed it yet."




  And then he continued dreaming. It was already ten o'clock when he lay down. An hour passed. It was an ordinary hour, neither long nor short. When it was over, a gong sounded through the house and garden, first distant, then closer, then distant again.




  "Breakfast," said Joachim, and you could hear him getting up.




  Hans Castorp also ended his reclining cure for the time being and went into the room to get ready. The cousins met in the corridor and went downstairs. Hans Castorp said:




  "Well, it was excellent lying down. What kind of chairs are those? If you can buy them here, I'll take one back to Hamburg with me; lying on them is like lying in heaven. Or do you think Behrens had them made especially to his specifications?"




  Joachim didn't know. They took off their coats and entered the dining room for the second time, where the meal was already in full swing.




  The room glowed white with milk: at each place setting stood a large glass, probably half a liter full.




  "No," said Hans Castorp, when he had taken his place at the end of the table between the seamstress and the Englishwoman and obediently unfolded his napkin, even though he was still feeling heavy from his first breakfast. "No," he said, "God help me, I can't drink milk at all, and least of all now. Is there any porter?" And he first addressed the dwarf politely and delicately with this question. Unfortunately, there wasn't any. But she promised to bring Kulmbacher beer and did so. It was thick, black, brown-foamed, and replaced the porter perfectly. Hans Castorp drank thirstily from a tall half-liter glass. He ate cold cuts on toast with it. Again, there was porridge and again, lots of butter and fruit. He at least let his eyes rest on it, since he was unable to eat it. He also looked at the guests—the masses began to divide for him; individuals stood out.




  His own table was complete, except for the upper seat opposite him, which, as he was told, was the doctor's seat. For the doctors, if their time allowed, took part in the communal meals and changed tables: at each table, such a doctor's seat was kept free at the top. Now neither of them was present; they were said to be performing an operation. The young man with the moustache came in again, lowered his chin to his chest once, and sat down with a worried, closed expression. The pale-blonde, thin woman was sitting in her place again, spooning yogurt as if it were her only food. Next to her this time sat a small, lively old lady who was talking in Russian to the quiet young man, who looked at her with concern and responded only with a nod of his head, making a face as if he had something bad-tasting in his mouth. Opposite him, on the other side of the old lady, sat another young girl—she was pretty, with a rosy complexion and high breasts, chestnut-brown hair that was pleasantly wavy, round, brown, childlike eyes, and a small ruby on her beautiful hand. She laughed a lot and also spoke Russian, only Russian. Her name was Marusja, as Hans Castorp heard. He also noticed in passing that Joachim lowered his eyes with a stern expression when she laughed and spoke.




  Settembrini appeared through the side entrance and, twirling his mustache, strode to his place at the end of the table, which was diagonally opposite Hans Castorp's. His table companions burst into loud laughter when he sat down; he had probably said something mischievous. Hans Castorp also recognized the members of the "Half-Lung Club." Hermine Kleefeld, with a vacant look in her eyes, moved to her table over there in front of one of the veranda doors and greeted the young man with the thick lips who had so improperly lifted his jacket earlier. The ivory-colored Levi sat next to the fat and liver-spotted Iltis among strangers at the table across from Hans Castorp on the right.




  "There are your neighbors," Joachim said quietly to his cousin, leaning forward... The couple walked close past Hans Castorp to the last table on the right, the "bad Russian table," where a family with an ugly boy was already devouring large piles of porridge. The man was thin and had gray, hollow cheeks. He wore a brown leather jacket and clumsy felt boots with buckle fastenings on his feet. His wife, also small and petite, wearing a bobbing feather hat, tripped along in tiny, high-heeled leather boots; a dirty boa made of bird feathers lay around her neck. Hans Castorp regarded the two with a ruthlessness that was otherwise foreign to him and which he himself found brutal; but it was precisely this brutality that suddenly gave him a certain pleasure. His eyes were both dull and intrusive. When, at that very moment, the glass door on the left slammed shut, clattering and clinking, as it had at breakfast, he did not flinch as he had done that morning, but merely made a lazy grimace; and when he tried to turn his head in that direction, he found that it was too difficult and not worth the effort. So it happened that this time, too, he did not manage to determine who was treating the door so carelessly.




  The fact was that the breakfast beer, which usually had only a moderately intoxicating effect on his nature, completely numbed and paralyzed the young man today—it had the same effect as if he had been struck on the forehead. His eyelids were as heavy as lead, his tongue did not obey his simple thoughts when he tried to chat with the Englishwoman out of politeness; even changing the direction of his gaze required great self-control, and on top of that, the abominable burning sensation in his face had now fully returned to yesterday's level: his cheeks seemed swollen with heat, he was breathing heavily, his heart was pounding like a hammer wrapped in cloth, and if he did not suffer particularly from all this, it was because his head was in a state as if he had taken two or three breaths of chloroform. He only noticed in a dreamlike state that Dr. Krokowski had appeared at breakfast after all and taken his place at the table opposite him , he only noticed it in a dreamlike state, although the doctor repeatedly looked him sharply in the eye while conversing in Russian with the ladies on his right—whereupon the young girls, namely the blossoming Marusja as well as the thin yogurt eater, submissively and bashfully lowered their eyes before him. Incidentally, Hans Castorp behaved himself, as is only natural, remaining silent, since his tongue proved uncooperative, and even handling his knife and fork with particular decorum. When his cousin nodded to him and rose, he also stood up, bowed blindly to his table companions, and followed Joachim out with determined steps.




  "When is the next rest cure?" he asked as they left the house. "That's the best thing here, as far as I can see. I wish I were already back in my excellent chair. Shall we go for a long walk?"
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  "No," said Joachim, "I'm not allowed to go far. At this time of day, I always walk down through the village and to the square, if I have time. You see shops and people and buy what you need. You lie down for an hour before dinner, and then you lie down again until four o'clock, don't worry."




  They walked down the driveway in the sunshine, crossed the stream and the narrow railway track, with the mountain shapes of the right side of the valley before their eyes: the “Little Schiahorn,” the “Green Towers,” and the “Village Mountain,” which Joachim named. Over there, at some elevation, lay the walled cemetery of Village Davos—Joachim pointed to it as well with his cane. And they reached the main road, which, raised about one story above the valley floor, ran along the terraced slope.




  Incidentally, it could hardly be called a village; in any case, nothing remained of it but the name. The spa resort had consumed it by constantly expanding towards the entrance to the valley, and the part of the entire settlement called "Village" merged imperceptibly and without distinction into the part known as "Davos Square" Hotels and guesthouses, all with covered verandas, balconies, and sun lounges, as well as small private houses with rooms to let, lined both sides of the street; here and there were new buildings; sometimes the development stopped, and the street offered a view of the open meadows of the valley...




  Hans Castorp, in his desire for the familiar, beloved stimulus of life, had lit another cigar, and probably thanks to the beer he had drunk earlier, he was able to sense here and there, to his inexpressible satisfaction, something of the aroma he longed for: only rarely and faintly, of course, —it took a certain nervous effort to get a hint of pleasure, and the awful leather taste prevailed by far. Unable to accept his powerlessness, he struggled for a while to enjoy the pleasure that either eluded him or only mockingly revealed itself from afar, and finally threw away the cigar, tired and disgusted. Despite his drowsiness, he felt obliged to make conversation and tried to remember the excellent things he had said earlier about "time." However, it turned out that he had completely forgotten the whole "complex" and no longer had the slightest thought about time in his head. Instead, he began to talk about physical matters, and in a somewhat strange way.




  "When are you going to measure yourself again?" he asked. "After lunch? Yes, that's good. That's when the organism is in full activity, so it should show. Behrens's request that I measure myself too was just a joke, listen – Settembrini laughed heartily about it, saying it made absolutely no sense. I don't even have a thermometer."




  "Well," said Joachim, "that's the least of it. You just need to buy one. You can get thermometers everywhere here, in almost every store."




  "But what for? No, I'll put up with the rest cure, I'm willing to go along with that, but taking measurements would be too much for a visiting student, I'd rather leave that to you guys up here. If only I knew," Hans Castorp continued, placing both hands on his heart like a lover, "why my heart has been pounding all this time—it's so unsettling, I've been thinking about it for a while now. You see, you have palpitations when you are about to experience a very special joy or when you are afraid, in short, when you are emotionally moved, don't you? But when your heart beats all by itself, for no reason and senselessly, and, so to speak, on its own, I find that downright eerie, understand me right, it's as if the body were going its own way and no longer had any connection with the soul, like a dead body, for example, which isn't really dead—that doesn't exist—but actually leads a very lively life, on its own: its hair and nails still grow, and in other respects too, physically and chemically, as I have been told, there is said to be an extremely lively activity going on inside it..."




  "What kind of expressions are those?" said Joachim, reproachfully. "A lively activity!" And perhaps he was taking a little revenge for the rebuke he had received earlier that morning because of the "bell tree."




  "But it's true! It's very lively activity! Why are you taking offense at that?" asked Hans Castorp. "By the way, I only mentioned it in passing. I didn't mean to say anything more than that it's eerie and agonizing when the body lives on its own, disconnected from the soul, and makes itself important, as in the case of such unmotivated heart palpitations. You literally search for a meaning for it, an emotion that goes with it, a feeling of joy or fear that would justify it, so to speak—at least that's how it is for me, I can only speak for myself."




  "Yes, yes," said Joachim with a sigh, "it's probably similar to when you have a fever—there's also a particularly 'lively activity' in the body, to use your expression, and it may well be that you involuntarily look for an emotional response, as you say, which gives the activity a halfway reasonable meaning ... But we're talking about such unpleasant things," he said with a trembling voice and broke off; whereupon Hans Castorp just shrugged his shoulders, just as he had seen Joachim do for the first time yesterday evening.
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