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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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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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This carefully crafted ebook: "The Complete Works of Mark Twain" is formatted for your eReader with a functional and detailed table of contents. This is The Complete Works of America's favourite storyteller Mark Twain. The eBook contains over 60 novels and shorter texts (short stories, essays, letters, speeches). Twain began his career writing light, humorous verse, but evolved into a chronicler of the vanities, hypocrisies and murderous acts of mankind. At mid-career, with Huckleberry Finn, he combined rich humor, sturdy narrative and social criticism. Twain was a master at rendering colloquial speech and helped to create and popularize a distinctive American literature built on American themes and language. Samuel Langhorne Clemens (1835 – 1910), better known by his pen name Mark Twain, was an American author and humorist. He wrote The Adventures of Tom Sawyer (1876) and its sequel, Adventures of Huckleberry Finn (1885), the latter often called "the Great American Novel."
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The day was ending and the dark air 


took away the animals that are on earth 


from their labors, and I alone 


prepared myself to endure the struggle 


both of the journey and of pity,  


which will portray the mind that does not err.  


O Muse, O lofty genius, now help me,  


O mind that wrote what I saw,  


here your nobility will be revealed.  


HERE YOUR NOBILITY WILL BE REVEALED. 
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I want to assure you with all certainty that it is by no means out of a desire to put myself in the limelight that I am publishing these notes on the life of the immortal Adrian Leverkühn, this first and certainly very preliminary biography of the dear man, so terribly afflicted by fate, raised up and brought down, and of the brilliant musician. I am prompted to do so solely by the assumption that the reader—or rather, the future reader, for at the moment there is not the slightest prospect that my writing will ever see the light of day—unless, by some miracle, it should leave our besieged Fortress Europe and bring those outside a glimpse of the secrets of our solitude; – I beg to start again: it is only because I expect that people will wish to be casually informed about the who and what of the writer that I am prefacing these opening remarks with a few notes about myself – not without the expectation, of course, that this may cause the reader to doubt whether they are in the right hands, that is to say, whether my entire existence makes me the right man for a task to which I am drawn perhaps more by my heart than by any justifiable affinity. 


I reread the preceding lines and cannot help but notice a certain restlessness and heaviness of breath in them, which is only too characteristic of the state of mind in which I find myself today, May 27, 1943, three years after Leverkühn's death, that is to say, three years after he passed from deep night into the deepest night, in my small study in Freising an der Isar, where I have spent many years, to begin writing the biography of my friend who rests in God — oh, may it be so! resting in God, I say, for a state of mind in which a heart-pounding need to communicate and a deep shyness toward the unattainable mix in the most pressing way. I am a thoroughly moderate and, I may well say, healthy, humanly temperate nature, oriented toward harmony and reason, a scholar and conjuratus of the "Latin army," not without a connection to the fine arts (I play the viola d'amore), but a son of the Muses in the academic sense of the word, who likes to consider himself a descendant of the German humanists from the time of the "Letters of the Dark Men," of Reuchlin, Crotus von Dornheim, Mutianus, and Eoban Hesse. The demonic, as little as I presume to deny its influence on human life, I have always found decidedly alien to my nature, instinctively excluded it from my worldview, and never felt the slightest inclination to recklessly engage with the lower powers, to challenge them in my exuberance, or to offer them even the slightest assistance when they approached me of their own accord. I have made sacrifices for this conviction, both idealistic and in terms of my external well-being, by giving up my beloved teaching profession without hesitation when it became clear that it was incompatible with the spirit and demands of our historical developments. In this respect, I am satisfied with myself. But in my doubt as to whether I can actually feel called to the task I have undertaken here, this decisiveness or, if you will, the narrow-mindedness of my moral character can only strengthen me. 


I had barely put pen to paper when a word escaped me that already secretly caused me some embarrassment: the word "genius"; I was speaking of the musical genius of my immortal friend. Now, this word, "genius," though excessive, is certainly noble, harmonious, and humanly sound in tone and character, and people like me, as far as they are removed from the claim to participate in this lofty realm with their own being and to have ever been gifted with divinis influxibus ex alto, should see no reasonable reason to shy away from it, no reason not to speak and act with joyful reverence and respectful familiarity. So it seems. And yet it cannot be denied, and has never been denied, that the demonic and irrational have a disturbing share in this radiant sphere, that there is always a faintly terrifying connection between it and the lower realm, and that this is precisely why the reassuring epithets I have tried to attach to it, "noble," "humanly healthy," and "harmonious," do not quite fit it — even then — with a kind of painful determination, I establish this difference — even then, when it is a matter of pure and genuine genius, bestowed or imposed by God, and not an acquired and perishable one, the sinful and morbid brand of natural gifts, the execution of a hideous contract of sale... 


Here I break off, with the shameful feeling of artistic misconduct and lack of self-control. Adrian himself would hardly have allowed such a theme to appear so prematurely in a symphony, for example — at most, it would have been hinted at from afar in a subtly concealed and barely perceptible way. Incidentally, what slipped out of my mouth may strike the reader as nothing more than a dark, questionable hint, and only appear to me as indiscretion and clumsy bluntness. For someone like me, it is very difficult and seems almost frivolous to take the point of view of the composing artist on a subject that is a matter of life and death for him and is burning in his mind, and to deal with it with the playful prudence of such an artist. Hence my hasty acceptance of the difference between pure and impure genius, a difference whose existence I acknowledge, only to ask myself immediately afterwards whether it is justified. In fact, the experience forced me to think about this problem so intensely, so fervently, that it sometimes seemed to me, frighteningly, as if I were being driven beyond the level of thought that was actually intended and appropriate for me, and was myself experiencing an "unfair" increase in my natural gifts ... 


I break off again, remembering that I only mentioned genius and its  demonically influenced nature in order to explain my doubt as to whether I possess the necessary affinity for my task. May whatever I have to say against it now be asserted against my scruples of conscience. I was fortunate enough to spend many years of my life in the familiar proximity of a brilliant man, the hero of these pages, to have known him since childhood, to have witnessed his development and his fate, and to have participated in his work in a modest supporting role. The libretto adaptation of Shakespeare's comedy "Love's Labour's Lost," Leverkühn's wilful youthful work, is mine, and I was also able to influence the textual preparation of the grotesque opera suite "Gesta Romanorum" and the oratorio "Revelation of St. John the Theologian". That is one thing, or rather, it is already one thing and another. But I am also in possession of papers, invaluable records, which the deceased bequeathed to me and no one else in his right mind, or, if I may say so, in comparatively and legally sound mind, and on which I will base my account, indeed, from which I intend to include some selections directly in it. Lastly and foremost, however—and this justification was still the most valid, if not before men, then before God: I loved him—with horror and tenderness, with compassion and devoted admiration—and asked little whether he returned my feelings in the slightest. 


He did not, oh no. The bequest of his unfinished compositional sketches and diary entries expresses a friendly, matter-of-fact, almost, I might say, gracious and certainly honoring trust in my conscientiousness, piety, and correctness. But love? Who would this man have loved? Once, a woman—perhaps. A child, most recently—perhaps. A light-hearted, charming fellow and man for all seasons, whom he then, probably precisely because he was fond of him, sent away—to his death. To whom would he have opened his heart, whom would he ever have let into his life? That was not Adrian's way. He accepted human devotion—I would swear: often without even noticing it. His indifference was so great that he was hardly ever aware of what was going on around him, in what company he found himself, and the fact that he very rarely addressed a conversation partner by name leads me to suspect that he did not know their name, while the other person had every right to assume the opposite. I would compare his loneliness to an abyss in which the feelings people had for him sank silently and without a trace. There was coldness around him – and how I feel when I use this word, which he himself once wrote down in a monstrous context! Life and experience can give individual words an accent that completely alienates them from their everyday meaning and gives them a nimbus of horror that no one who has not experienced them in their most terrible meaning can understand. 
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My name is Dr. Serenus Zeitblom. I myself object to the strange delay in sending these cards, but, as it happens, the literary course of my communications has prevented me from doing so until now. I am 60 years old, for in A.D. 1883 I was born, the eldest of four siblings, in Kaisersaschen an der Saale, in the administrative district of Merseburg, the same town where Leverkühn spent his entire school days, which is why I can postpone its more detailed description until I come to it. Since my personal life story intersects with that of the master in many ways, it will be good to report on both in context, so as not to fall into the trap of jumping ahead, which one is always inclined to do when one's heart is full. 


Let it suffice to say here that I was born into the modest station of a semi-learned middle class, for my father, Wolgemut Zeitblom, was a pharmacist — indeed, the most distinguished in town: there was a second pharmaceutical establishment in Kaisersaschern, but it never enjoyed the same public trust as the Zeitblom pharmacy “To the Blessed Messengers” and always had a hard time competing with it. Our family belonged to the small Catholic community of the town, whose majority population naturally adhered to the Lutheran confession, and especially my mother was a devout daughter of the Church, who conscientiously fulfilled her religious duties, whereas my father, probably due to lack of time, was more lax in this regard, without ever denying, even in the slightest, the group solidarity with his fellow believers, which also had its political significance. It was noteworthy that, alongside our pastor, Ecclesiastical Councillor Zwilling, the town’s rabbi, by the name of Dr. Carlebach, also frequented our guest rooms located above the laboratory and the pharmacy—something that would hardly have been possible in Protestant households. The better appearance was on the side of the man of the Roman Church. But my impression, which may be based mainly on my father’s remarks, has remained that the small, long-bearded Talmudist, adorned with a skullcap, far surpassed his differently believing colleague in learning and religious acumen. It may be due in part to this youthful experience, but also to the perceptive openness of Jewish circles to Leverkühn’s work, that I have never been able to fully agree with our Leader and his paladins on the Jewish question and its treatment, which was not without influence on my resignation from the teaching profession. To be sure, specimens of that bloodline have also crossed my path — I need only think of the private scholar Breisacher in Munich — whose confusingly unsympathetic character I intend to shed some light on in due course.


As for my Catholic background, it has naturally shaped and influenced my inner self, but without this tone of life ever resulting in a contradiction to my humanistic worldview, my love of the "best arts and sciences," as they used to say. There has always been complete harmony between these two elements of my personality, which is easy to maintain when, like me, you grow up in an old town whose memories and architectural monuments date back to pre-Reformation times, to a Christian world of unity. It is true that Kaisersasch lies right in the heart of the Reformation, in the heart of the Luther region, which encompasses the towns of Eisleben, Wittenberg, Quedlinburg, Grimma, Wolfenbüttel, and Eisenach—which is again revealing for the inner life of Leverkühn, the Lutheran, and is connected with his original field of study, theology. But I would like to compare the Reformation to a bridge that not only leads from scholastic times to our world of free thought, but also back to the Middle Ages—and perhaps even further back than a Christian-Catholic tradition of cheerful love of learning that remained untouched by the schism. For my part, I feel quite at home in the golden sphere where the Holy Virgin was called "Iovis alma parens." 


To record the bare essentials of my vita, my parents allowed me to attend our high school, the same school where Adrian, two grades below me, also received his education, and which, founded in the second half of the 15th century, had until recently been known as the "School of the Brothers of the Common Life." Only out of a certain embarrassment at the supra-historical and, to modern ears, slightly comical sound of this name did it abandon it and rename itself after the neighboring church, Bonifatius-Gymnasium. When I left it at the beginning of the current century, I turned without hesitation to the study of classical languages, in which I had already distinguished myself to a certain degree as a student, and continued this study at the universities of Giessen, Jena, Leipzig, and, from 1903 to 1905, Halle, at the same time, and not coincidentally, as Leverkühn was also studying there. 


 Here, as so often, I cannot help but revel in passing in the inner and almost mysterious connection between an interest in classical philology and a lively, loving sense of the beauty and rational dignity of human beings, – a connection that is already evident in the fact that the study of ancient languages is referred to as the "humanities," but also in the fact that the spiritual harmony of linguistic and humanistic passion is crowned by the idea of education, and that the vocation of educating young people follows almost naturally from that of being a linguist. The man of natural science may well be a teacher, but he can never be an educator in the same sense and to the same degree as the disciple of bonae litterae. Even that other, perhaps more intimate but wondrously inarticulate language, that of sounds (if one may call music that), does not seem to me to be included in the pedagogical-human sphere, although I am well aware that it played a serving role in Greek education and in the public life of the polis in general. Rather, with all its logical and moral rigor, which it may well affect, it seems to me to belong to a spirit world whose unconditional reliability in matters of reason and human dignity I would not exactly stake my life on. The fact that I am nevertheless personally fond of it is one of those contradictions which, whether one regrets it or takes pleasure in it, are inseparable from human nature. 


This is outside the scope of the subject. And then again, it is not, since the question of whether a clear and secure boundary can be drawn between the noble pedagogical world of the mind and that spirit world, which one approaches only at one's peril, very much and only too much belongs to my subject. Which realm of humanity, even the purest and most benevolent, would be completely inaccessible to the influence of the lower powers, or, indeed, completely uninterested in fruitful contact with them? This thought, not unseemly even for those whose personal nature is entirely removed from anything demonic, has remained with me from certain moments during the almost year-and-a-half-long study trip to Italy and Greece that my good parents made possible for me after I passed my state examination: when I looked out from the Acropolis onto the Sacred Way, where the mystics, adorned with saffron bands and the name of Iacchus on their lips, were passing by, and then when I stood at the site of the initiation itself, in the district of Eubuleus, at the edge of the Plutonic crevice overhanging the rock. There I experienced a premonition of the fullness of life expressed in the initiatory devotion of Olympic Greeks to the deities of the deep, and I have often explained to my senior students from the lectern that culture is actually the pious and orderly, I might say, appeasing incorporation of the nocturnal and monstrous into the cult of the gods. 


Returning from that trip, the twenty-five-year-old found employment at the high school in his hometown, the same school where I had been educated, and where I now taught Latin and Greek, and also history for several years before I transferred to the Bavarian school system in the 12th year of the century and from then on enjoyed a satisfying career for more than two decades in Freising, the place that has remained my home, as a high school teacher, but also as a lecturer at the theological college in the aforementioned subjects. 


Early on, soon after my appointment in Kaisersaschern, I got married — a need for order and the desire for moral integration into human life guided me in this step. Helene, née Ölhafen, my wonderful wife, who still cares for me in my declining years, was the daughter of an older faculty colleague and colleague in Zwickau in the Kingdom of Saxony, and at the risk of eliciting a smile from the reader, I will confess that the first name of the newborn child, Helene, that dear sound, played no small part in my choice. Such a name signifies a consecration whose pure magic cannot be denied its effect, even if the bearer's appearance only fulfills its high demands to a modest bourgeois degree, and even then only temporarily, by virtue of the rapidly fading charms of youth. We also named our daughter Helene, who has long since married a good man, an assistant manager at the Regensburg branch of the Bavarian Securities Bank. In addition to her, my dear wife gave me two sons, so that I have experienced the joys and sorrows of fatherhood as befits a human being, albeit within sober limits. I must admit that none of my children ever had anything enchanting about them. They could not compete with a child's beauty like that of little Nepomuk Schneidewein, Adrian's nephew and his late delight to the eye – I myself am the last to claim this. Today, my two sons serve their leader, one in a civilian post, the other in the armed forces, and just as my estranged position from the powers that be in my homeland has created a certain emptiness around me, so too can the connection between these young men and their quiet parental home only be described as loose. 
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The Leverkühns were a family of skilled craftsmen and farmers who flourished partly in the Schmalkaldic League and partly in the province of Saxony, along the Saale River. Adrian's immediate family had lived for several generations on the Buchel farm, which belonged to the village community of Oberweiler, near Weißenfels. This location, which could be reached from Kaisersasch in three quarters of an hour by train, could only be accessed by a cart sent from the station. Buchel was a farm of such size that it conferred on its owner the rank of Vollspänner or Vollhöfner, with some fifty acres of fields and meadows, a cooperatively managed mixed forest, and a very stately dwelling house made of wood and half-timbering, but with a stone foundation. Together with the barns and cattle stables, it formed an open quadrangle, in the middle of which, unforgettable to me, stood a mighty old lime tree, covered with wonderfully fragrant blossoms in June and surrounded by a green bench. The beautiful tree may have been a little in the way of traffic on the farm, and I heard that the heir had always argued with his father for practical reasons in favor of its removal when he was young, only to defend it one day, as master of the farm, against the wishes of his own son. 


How often must the linden tree have shaded the early childhood naps and games of little Adrian, who was born in 1885, the second son of Jonathan and Elsbeth Leverkühn, in the upper floor of the Buchelhaus. His brother, Georg, now long the landlord up there, was five years his senior. A sister, Ursel, followed at the same interval. Since my parents were among the Leverkühns' friends and acquaintances in Kaisersasch, and there had always been a particularly warm relationship between our houses, we spent many a Sunday afternoon in the good season at the farmstead, where the townspeople enjoyed the hearty gifts of the land with which Mrs. Leverkühn regaled them: the hearty brown bread with sweet butter, the golden honeycomb, the delicious strawberries in cream, the milk thickened in blue satin and sprinkled with black bread and sugar. At the time of Adrian's, or Adri's, as he was called, early childhood, his grandparents still sat there in their retirement, while the farm was already entirely in the hands of the younger generation and the old man, who was listened to with respect, only interfered at the evening table, reasoning with them with his toothless mouth. I have little memory of these predecessors, who died almost simultaneously. All the clearer in my mind is the image of their children, Jonathan and Elsbeth Leverkühn, although it is a changing image and, in the course of my boyhood, school days, and student years, it slipped from youth into more weary phases with that effective imperceptibility that time is so adept at. 


Jonathan Leverkühn was a man of the best German stock, a type that is hardly to be found in our cities anymore and certainly not among those who today represent our humanity with often oppressive vehemence against the world — a physiognomy as if shaped by times past, preserved in a rural setting, as it were, and brought over from German days before the Thirty Years' War. That was my thought when I looked at him, growing up, with an eye already halfway trained to see. His unkempt ash-blond hair fell into a domed, strongly divided forehead with prominent temples, hung unfashionably long and thick on his neck, and merged at his well-formed, small ear into a curly beard that covered his cheeks, chin, and the hollow under his lip. The lower lip protruded quite strongly and rounded under the short, slightly downward-hanging moustache, with a smile that was extremely attractive and matched the somewhat strained but also half-smiling gaze of the blue eyes, deepened by a slight shyness. His nose was thin and finely curved, the beardless area of his cheeks below his cheekbones was shadowy and somewhat gaunt. He usually wore his sinewy neck uncovered and did not like ordinary city clothes, which did not suit his appearance, especially not his hands, those strong, tanned, dry, slightly freckled hands with which he gripped his walking stick when he went to the village council. 


A physician might have noted a certain veiled strain in his gaze, a certain sensitivity in his temples, perhaps a tendency toward migraines, which Jonathan did indeed suffer from, but only to a moderate degree, no more than once a month for a day and with almost no disruption to his work. He loved his pipe, a medium-length porcelain pipe with a lid, whose peculiar aroma, far more pleasant than the lingering smell of cigars and cigarettes, dominated the atmosphere of the lower rooms. He also loved a good mug of Merseburg beer as a nightcap. On winter evenings, when his inheritance and property lay snow-covered outside, he could be seen reading, primarily from a voluminous family Bible bound in pressed pigskin and fastened with leather clasps, which had been printed around 1700 with ducal exemption in Brunswick and included not only the "spirit-filled" prefaces and marginal glosses of Martin Luther, but also all kinds of summaries, locos parallelos, and historical-moral verses explaining each chapter by a Mr. David von Schweinitz. The book was said to have been, or rather it was reported with certainty, the property of the Princess of Brunswick-Wolfenbüttel, who had married the son of Peter the Great. However, she then faked her death, so that her funeral took place, while she fled to Martinique and married a Frenchman there. How often Adrian, who had a thirsty mind for the comical, later laughed with me about this story, which his father told with a gentle, deep gaze, lifting his head from his book, whereupon he, apparently undisturbed by the somewhat scandalous provenance of the sacred printed work, turned back to the verse commentaries of Herr von Schweinitz or the "Wisdom of Solomon to the Tyrants." 


In addition to the spiritual tendency of his reading, however, there was another, which at certain times would have been characterized as his desire to "speculate on the elements." That is to say, he pursued, on a modest scale and with modest means, scientific, biological, and even chemical-physical studies, in which my father occasionally assisted him with materials from his laboratory. I chose that lost and not entirely blameless term for such endeavors because there was a certain mystical element to them that would formerly have been suspected of being a penchant for sorcery. Incidentally, I would like to add that I have always fully understood this mistrust of a religious-spiritualist era towards the emerging passion for exploring the mysteries of nature. The fear of God had to see in this a libertine involvement with the forbidden, regardless of the contradiction that one might find in it, to regard God's creation, nature, and life as a morally disreputable area. Nature itself is too full of vexatious creations that play on the magical, ambiguous whims, half-veiled and strangely ambiguous allusions, that chaste, self-restrained piety should not have seen it as a daring transgression to engage with it. 


When Adrian's father opened his colorfully illustrated books on exotic butterflies and sea creatures in the evening, we, his sons and I, and probably Mrs. Leverkühn as well, would often peer over the leather-covered, winged back of his chair, and he would point out the splendors and eccentricities depicted there: these in all the colors of the palette, nocturnal and radiant, swaying, patterned and shaped with the most exquisite artistic taste, papilios and morphos of the tropics — insects that live an ephemeral life in fantastically exaggerated beauty, some of which are considered by the natives to be evil spirits that bring malaria. The most magnificent color they display, a dreamlike azure blue, is, as Jonathan taught us, not a real color at all, but is produced by fine grooves and other surface structures on the scales of their wings, a microstructure that, through the most artificial refraction of light rays and elimination of most of them, ensures that only the brightest blue light reaches our eyes. 


"Well, well," I can still hear Mrs. Leverkühn say, "so it's an illusion?" 


"Do you call the blue of the sky an illusion?" replied her husband, looking back at her. "You can't tell me the colorant that causes it either." 


In fact, as I write, I feel as if I were still standing with Mrs. Elsbeth, Georg, and Adrian behind my father's chair, following his finger through these images. There were glasswing butterflies depicted, which have no scales on their wings, so that they appear delicately glassy and only crisscrossed by a network of darker veins. One such butterfly, loving the twilight shade of the leaves in its transparent nakedness, was called Hetaera esmeralda. Hetaera had only a dark patch of color in violet and pink on its wings, which, since nothing else can be seen of it, makes it resemble a petal carried by the wind when in flight. Then there was the leaf butterfly, whose wings, resplendent with a rich triad of colors on top, resembled a leaf on the underside with incredible accuracy, not only in shape and veining, but also in the meticulous reproduction of small imperfections, imitation water droplets, warty fungal formations, and the like. When this rubbed creature settled in the foliage with its wings folded up, it disappeared so completely into its surroundings that even the most voracious enemy could not make it out. 


Jonathan sought, not without success, to convey to us his amazement at this sophisticated protective imitation, which went into minute detail. "How did the animal do that?" he asked. "How does nature do it through the animal? For it is impossible to attribute the trick to its own observation and calculation. Yes, yes, nature knows its leaf precisely, not only in its perfection, but also with its small everyday flaws and imperfections, and out of mischievous kindness it repeats its outward appearance in another area, on the underside of the wings of this butterfly of its, to deceive other creatures. But why does this one in particular have this cunning advantage? And if it is indeed expedient for it to resemble a leaf when at rest, where is the expediency, from the point of view of its hungry pursuers, the lizards, birds, and spiders, for whom it is intended as food, but who, as soon as it wishes, cannot find it with all their keen eyesight? I ask you this so that you will not ask me about it." 


If this butterfly could make itself invisible for its own protection, one need only leaf through the book to encounter others that achieved the same purpose through their conspicuous, even intrusive, far-reaching visibility. They were not only particularly large, but also exceptionally colorful and patterned, and, as Father Leverkühn added, flew in this seemingly defiant attire with ostentatious leisureliness, which no one would call insolent, but which rather had a melancholy quality, going their way without ever hiding and without ever having an animal, neither monkey, nor bird, nor lizard, even look at them. Why? Because they were disgusting. And because their striking beauty and the slowness of their flight made this clear. Their juice had such a foul smell and taste that if a misunderstanding or mistake occurred, the one who thought to feast on one of them would spit out the bite with all signs of nausea. Their inedibility is known throughout nature, and they are safe—sadly safe. We, at least, behind Jonathan's chair, wondered whether this certainty was not rather something dishonorable than something cheerful. But what was the consequence? That other species of butterflies cunningly dressed themselves in the same warning plumage and thus also flew away melancholically and confidently in slow, untouchable flight, even though they were perfectly edible. 


Infected by Adrian's amusement at this news, a laughter that literally shook him and brought tears to his eyes, I too had to laugh heartily. But Father Leverkühn silenced us with a "Shh!", for he wanted all these things to be viewed with shy reverence – the same mysterious reverence with which he regarded the inaccessible writing on the shells of certain mussels, using his large square magnifying glass and making it available to us as well. Certainly, the sight of these creatures, the snails and shells of the sea, was also highly significant, at least when one looked at their illustrations under Jonathan's guidance. That all these threads and vaults, executed with magnificent certainty and a bold yet delicate sense of form, with their rosy entrances and the iridescent faience splendor of their multiform walls, were the work of their gelatinous inhabitants—at least if one held to the idea that nature makes itself, and did not call upon the Creator, who can be imagined as an imaginative craftsman and ambitious artist of glazed pottery, for he has his strange qualities, so that nowhere is the temptation greater than here to insert a masterful intermediate god, the Demiurge—I wanted to say: that these exquisite shells were the product of the soft creatures themselves, which protected them, was the most astonishing thought. 


"You," Jonathan said to us, "have, as you can easily determine by feeling your elbows and ribs, developed a solid framework, a skeleton, inside you, which supports your flesh and muscles, and which you carry around inside you, if it is not better to say: it carries you around. Here, it is the other way around. These creatures have turned their solidity outward, not as a framework, but as a house, and the fact that it is an exterior and not an interior must be the reason for their beauty." 


 We boys, Adrian and I, looked at each other with half-smiles and puzzled expressions at such remarks from our father, such as this one about the vanity of the visible. 


At times, this external aesthetic was treacherous; for certain cone snails, charmingly asymmetrical, bathed in a veined pale pink or white-speckled honey brown, were notorious for their poisonous bite — and in general, when one listened to the master of Buchel House, a certain disreputability or fantastical ambiguity could not be kept at bay from this whole whimsical section of life. A strange ambivalence of opinion had always been evident in the very diverse uses to which these magnificent shells were put. In the Middle Ages, they had been part of the standard inventory of witches' kitchens and alchemists' vaults and had been found to be suitable vessels for poisons and love potions. On the other hand, and at the same time, they had served as shell shrines for communion wafers and relics and even as communion cups during church services. How many things touched upon here—poison and beauty, poison and sorcery, but also sorcery and liturgy. If we did not think so, Jonathan Leverkühn's comments gave us a vague sense of it. 


As for the hieroglyphic writing that he could never quite make sense of, it was found on the shell of a New Caledonian shell of moderate size and was executed in a slightly reddish-brown color on a whitish background. The characters, as if drawn with a brush, merged into pure line ornamentation towards the edge, but on the larger part of the curved surface, their careful complexity gave them the distinct appearance of signs of communication. As I recall, they bore a strong resemblance to early Oriental scripts, such as the ancient Aramaic style, and in fact my father had to bring his friend archaeological books from the well-stocked city library in Kaisersaschern, which offered the possibility of research and comparison. Of course, these studies led to no results, or only to results so confusing and absurd that they amounted to nothing. Jonathan admitted this with a certain melancholy when he showed us the mysterious illustration. "It has proven impossible," he said, "to get to the bottom of the meaning of these symbols. Unfortunately, my friends, that is the case. They elude our understanding, and it will probably remain that way, painfully. But when I say they 'elude' us, that is just the opposite of 'revealing themselves,' and no one can convince me that nature painted these ciphers, for which we lack the key, on the shell of its creature merely for decoration. Decoration and meaning have always gone hand in hand; even ancient writings served both as decoration and as a means of communication. Let no one tell me that nothing is being communicated here! The fact that it is an inaccessible message, that one must immerse oneself in this contradiction, is also a pleasure." 


Did he consider that if this were really supposed to be a secret script, nature would have to have its own organized language, born of itself? For which of those invented by humans would it choose to express itself? Even then, as a boy, I understood very clearly that non-human nature is fundamentally illiterate, which in my eyes is precisely what makes it so uncanny. 


Yes, Father Leverkühn was a speculator and a thinker, and I have already said that his inclination toward research—if one can speak of research when it was actually only dreamy contemplation—always leaned in a certain direction, namely the mystical or a prescient semi-mystical one, toward which, it seems to me, human thought pursuing the natural is almost necessarily directed. That the very undertaking of experimenting with nature, of provoking it into phenomena, of "testing" it by exposing its workings through experiments—that all this had a great deal to do with witchcraft, indeed already fell within its domain and was itself a work of the "tempter"—was the conviction of earlier epochs: a respectable conviction, if you ask me. I would like to know how people at that time would have viewed the man from Wittenberg who, as we heard from Jonathan, had invented the experiment of visible music a hundred and some years ago, which we sometimes got to see. One of the few physical devices at Adrian's father's disposal was a round, free-floating glass plate, resting only in the middle on a pivot, on which this miracle took place. The plate was sprinkled with fine sand, and by means of an old cello bow, which he stroked from top to bottom along its edge, he set it into vibration, causing the excited sand to shift and arrange itself into astonishingly precise and varied figures and arabesques. This visual acoustics, in which clarity and mystery, the lawful and the miraculous came together in a sufficiently appealing way, pleased us boys very much; but not least to please the experimenter, we often asked him to demonstrate it to us. 


He found a similar pleasure in ice flowers, and on winter days, when these crystalline deposits covered the small farmhouse windows of the Buchelhaus, he could spend half an hour studying their structure with the naked eye and through his magnifying glass. I would like to say that everything would have been fine and we could have moved on to the order of the day if the products had remained, as they should have, symmetrical, figurative, strictly mathematical, and regular. But the fact that they imitated plants with a certain deceptive insolence, the most beautiful fern fronds, grasses that feigned cups and stars of flowers, that they dabbled in the organic with their icy means, that was what Jonathan could not get over, and about which his somewhat disapproving but also admiring shaking of the head knew no end. Did these phantasmagorias, he asked himself, represent the forms of vegetation, or did they imitate them? Neither, he answered himself; they were parallel formations. Creative, dreaming nature dreamed the same thing here and there, and if there was any question of imitation, it was certainly only mutual. Should the real children of the field be held up as models because they possessed organic, profound reality, while the ice flowers were mere appearances? But their appearance was the result of no less complex material interaction than that of plants. If I understood our host correctly, what preoccupied him was the unity of animate and so-called inanimate nature, it was the idea that we sin against this unity when we draw too sharp a line between the two realms, since in reality it is permeable and there is actually no elementary ability that is entirely reserved for living beings and that biologists cannot also study in inanimate models. 


The "eating drop," which Father Leverkühn administered to us more than once before our eyes, taught us how confusingly the realms intermingle. A drop, whatever it may consist of, paraffin, essential oil—I don't remember exactly what it was made of, I think it was chloroform—a drop, I say, is not an animal, not even the most primitive, not even an amoeba; one does not assume that it feels an appetite to seize food, to retain what is digestible, to reject what is indigestible. But that is precisely what our drop did. It hung separately in a glass of water, where Jonathan had placed it, presumably with a fine syringe. What he did next was this. He took a tiny glass rod, actually just a thread of glass, which he had coated with shellac, between the tips of a pair of tweezers and brought it close to the drop. That was all he did; the rest was done by the drop. It formed a small elevation on its surface, something like a mound, through which it took in the rod lengthwise. In doing so, it stretched itself out, took on a pear shape so that it could completely enclose its prey and prevent it from protruding beyond its ends, and began, I give everyone my word on this, by gradually rounding itself again, first taking on an egg shape, to consume the shellac coating on the glass rod and distribute it throughout its little body. Once this was accomplished, he returned to a spherical shape and transported the cleanly licked applicator across his periphery and back into the surrounding water. 


I cannot claim that I enjoyed watching this, but I admit that I was spellbound by it, and so was Adrian, although he was always tempted to laugh at such displays and suppressed it only out of consideration for his father's seriousness. At most, one could find the eating drop comical; but this was by no means the case, in my opinion, with certain incredible and ghostly products of nature that my father had succeeded in cultivating in the strangest way and which he also allowed us to observe. I will never forget the sight. The crystallization vessel in which it was presented was three-quarters full of slightly slimy water, namely diluted water glass, and from its sandy bottom rose a grotesque little landscape of differently colored plants, a confused vegetation of blue, green, and brown sprouts that resembled algae, mushrooms, attached polyps, even mosses, then shells, fruit cobs, small trees or branches of small trees, here and there even limbs – the strangest thing I had ever seen: strange, not so much because of its admittedly very bizarre and confusing appearance, but because of its deeply melancholic nature. For when Father Leverkühn asked us what we thought of them, and we timidly replied that they might be plants, "No," he replied, "they are not, they only pretend to be. But do not think less of them for that! Precisely because they pretend and do their best to do so, they are worthy of every respect." 


It turned out that these growths were entirely of inorganic origin, brought about with the help of substances obtained from the pharmacy “To the Blessed Messengers.” Jonathan had sprinkled the sand at the bottom of the vessel with various crystals—if I am not mistaken, they were potassium dichromate and copper sulfate—before pouring in the water glass solution, and from this seed, through a physical process known as “osmotic pressure,” had developed the pitiful cultivation for which its caretaker immediately sought to claim our sympathy all the more urgently. He showed us, in fact, that these wretched imitators of life were light-seeking, “heliotropic,” as the science of life calls it. He exposed the aquarium to sunlight for us, cleverly shading three of its sides from the light, and behold, toward the pane of the glass vessel through which the light entered, the entire dubious brood—mushrooms, phallic polyp stalks, little trees and algae grasses along with half-formed limbs—soon leaned, and with such a yearning urge for warmth and joy that they practically clung to the pane and stuck fast to it.


"And yet they are dead," said Jonathan, tears welling up in his eyes, while Adrian, as I could see, was shaken by suppressed laughter. 


For my part, I must leave it open whether such things are to be laughed at or cried over. I will say only this: ghostly apparitions such as these are exclusively a matter for nature, and especially for nature that has been wantonly tampered with by humans. In the dignified realm of the humanities, one is safe from such hauntings. 




IV


Table of Contents


Since the previous section has become excessively long, I would do well to start a new one in order to pay tribute, in a few words, to the image of the Buchel landlady, Adrian's dear mother. It may well be that the gratitude one feels for one's childhood, combined with the tasty snacks she served us, romanticizes this image, but I still say that I have never met a more attractive woman in my life than Elsbeth Leverkühn, and I speak of her simple, intellectually unassuming person with the reverence that instills in me the conviction that her son's genius owed much to his mother's vitality and creativity. 


While I enjoyed looking at her husband's handsome old German head, my eyes lingered no less willingly on her thoroughly pleasant, peculiarly determined, and clearly proportioned appearance. A native of the Apolda region, she was of the brunette type that is sometimes found in German lands, without any discernible genealogy to suggest Roman blood. The darkness of her complexion, the blackness of her hairline, and her quiet, friendly eyes could have led one to mistake her for a Welsch woman, had it not been for a certain Germanic coarseness in her facial features. Her face formed a rather short oval, with a rather pointed chin, a slightly irregular, slightly indented nose that was slightly raised at the front, and a calm mouth that was neither voluptuous nor sharp. The parting I mentioned, which covered half of her ears and slowly turned silver as I grew up, was very tight, so that it reflected light, and the dividing line above her forehead exposed the white scalp. Nevertheless, some loose hair hung down very gracefully in front of her ears, though not always and therefore probably not intentionally. The braid, which was still thick in our childhood days, was wrapped around the back of her head in the peasant style and was probably threaded with a colorful embroidered ribbon on festive days. 


Urban clothing was as little her thing as it was her husband's; ladylike attire did not suit her, but the rural, semi-costumed traditional dress in which we knew her was perfect for her: the sturdy, as we said, homemade skirt, a kind of embroidered bodice with an angular neckline that left her somewhat stocky neck and upper chest exposed, on which a simple, light gold necklace lay. Her brownish hands, accustomed to work but neither coarse nor overly manicured, with the wedding ring on her right hand, had, I would say: something so humanly right and reliable that it was a pleasure to look at them, as well as at her determined, not too large and not too small, righteous feet in comfortable shoes with flat heels and green or gray woolen stockings that encircled her well-formed ankles. All of this was pleasant. But the most beautiful thing about her was her voice, a warm mezzo-soprano in range and, in its pronunciation, with a slight Thuringian accent, extremely charming. I do not say "ingratiating" because that would imply something deliberate and conscious. This vocal charm came from an inner musicality that remained latent, however, since Elsbeth did not care about music, did not profess to like it, so to speak. It happened that she would casually strum a few chords on the old guitar that adorned the living room wall and hum one or two broken verses of a song to accompany them, but she never engaged in actual singing, although I would bet that this was where the most excellent material could have been developed. 


In any case, I have never heard anyone speak more sweetly, even though what she said was always the simplest and most matter-of-fact; and in my opinion, it means something that this natural and instinctively tasteful melodiousness touched Adrian's motherly ear from the very first moment. For me, this contributes to the explanation of the incredible sense of sound that manifests itself in his work, even if the objection is obvious that his brother Georg enjoyed the same privilege without it having any influence on the course of his life. Incidentally, he looked more like his father, while Adrian's physique was much more like his mother's – which again does not seem to be true, as it was Adrian who inherited his father's tendency to migraines, and not Georg. But the overall appearance of the dear departed, along with many details: the brunette complexion, the shape of the eyes, the mouth and chin, all came from his mother's side, especially noticeable as long as he was clean-shaven, that is, before he grew the strongly alienating goatee, which only happened in later years. The jet black of his mother's iris and the azure of his father's had blended in his eyes to a shadowy blue-gray-green, with small metallic flecks and a rust-colored ring around the pupils; and I was always certain that it was the contrast between his parents' eyes and the mixture of their colors in his own that made his judgment of beauty in this regard so indecisive and prevented him from ever deciding which eyes, black or blue, he preferred in others. But it was always the extreme, the tarry sheen between the eyelids or the light blue, that captivated him. 


Mrs. Elsbeth's influence on the Buchel farmhands, who were not particularly numerous in economically quiet seasons and were only augmented by the surrounding rural population at harvest time, was the very best and, if I saw correctly, her authority over these people was even greater than that of her husband. The image of some of them still floats before my eyes: the figure of the stable boy Thomas, for example, the same one who used to pick us up from the Weißenfels train station and take us back there, a one-eyed, exceptionally bony and tall man, but with a hump high up on his back, on which he often let little Adrian ride around: it was, as the master often assured me later, a very practical and comfortable seat. I also remember a stable maid named Hanne, a person with a sagging bosom and bare, perpetually muddy feet, with whom the boy Adrian also maintained a close friendship for reasons that will be explained later, and the manager of the dairy, Mrs. Luder, a widow who wore a bonnet, whose unusually dignified expression was partly due to the protection afforded by her name, but also to the fact that she was skilled in the production of recognized excellent caraway cheese. It was she, if not the housewife herself, who entertained us in the cowshed, that benevolent place where, under the strokes of the maid crouching on the milking stool, the lukewarm, foamy milk, smelling of the useful animal, flowed into our glasses. 


I would certainly not lose myself in individual memories of this rural childhood world, along with the surrounding simple scenery of fields and forests, ponds and hills, if it were not for Adrian's early environment up to the age of ten, his parents' house, his native landscape, which so often enclosed me together with him. It was the time when our "you" took root, and when he must have called me by my first name – I no longer hear it, but it is inconceivable that the six- and eight-year-olds should not have said "Serenus" or simply "Seren" to me, just as I said "Adri" to him. The exact time cannot be determined, but it must have been during our early school days when he stopped granting me this privilege and addressed me, if at all, only by my last name, while it would have seemed completely harsh and impossible for me to respond in kind. That's how it was—and the only thing missing was that it looked as if I wanted to complain. It just seemed worth mentioning that I called him "Adrian," while he, if he didn't avoid using names altogether, called me "Zeitblom." Let's leave this curious fact, to which I had become quite accustomed, and return to Buchel! 


His friend, and mine too, was the farm dog Suso—he strangely bore this name—a somewhat shabby hound who, when you brought him his meal, used to smile broadly across his whole face, but was by no means harmless to strangers and led the peculiar life of a chained dog confined to his hut and his bowls during the day, roaming freely around the yard only in the quiet of the night. Together we looked into the filthy crowd of the pigsty, well aware of old maids' tales that these unclean creatures with their cunning, blond-lashed blue eyes and human-colored bacon bellies occasionally devoured small children, forced our throats to imitate the subterranean nuck-nuck of their language, and watched the rosy wriggling of the piglets suckling at their mother's teats. Together we amused ourselves with the pedantic life and activities of the chicken population behind its wire mesh, accompanied by dignified, moderate sounds and only occasionally erupting into hysteria, and paid discreet visits to the bee hives behind the house, familiar with the not unbearable but buzzing pain it caused when one of these collectors strayed onto your nose and unwisely decided to sting you. 


I remember the currants in the kitchen garden, whose fruit stems we pulled through our lips, the sorrel in the meadow that we tasted, certain flowers from whose throats we knew how to suck a trace of fine nectar, the acorns that we chewed in the forest, lying on our backs, the purple, sun-warmed blackberries that we picked from the bushes along the way, and whose tart juice quenched our childhood thirst. We were children—not out of our own sensitivity, but for his sake, when I think of his fate, of his destined ascent from the valley of innocence to inhospitable, even gruesome heights, I am moved by the memory. It was an artist's life; and because I, a simple man, was destined to see it from such close quarters, all the feelings of my soul for human life and fate have gathered on this special form of human existence. Thanks to my friendship with Adrian, I consider it the paradigm of all fate-shaping, the classic cause for emotion about what we call becoming, development, destiny—and that may well be true. For although the artist may remain closer to his childhood throughout his life, not to say more faithful to it, than the man who specializes in the practical and real; although it can be said that, unlike the latter, he remains permanently in the dreamy, purely human, and playful state of childhood, his path from untouched early childhood to the late, unimagined stages of his becoming is infinitely longer, more adventurous, more shocking to the observer than that of the bourgeois man, and not half as tearful is the thought that he too was once a child. 


Incidentally, I urgently ask the reader to attribute what I have said with feeling entirely to me, the writer, and not to believe that it was spoken in Leverkühn's spirit. I am an old-fashioned person, stuck in certain romantic views that are dear to me, including the dramatic contrast between artistry and bourgeoisie. Adrian would have coolly contradicted a statement like the one above—if he had found it worth the effort to contradict it at all. For he had extremely sober, even reactionary, cutting opinions about art and artistry and was so averse to the "romantic fuss" that the world had been fond of making about it for a while that he did not even like to hear the words "art" and "artist," as could be clearly seen on his face when they were uttered. The same was true of the word "inspiration," which was to be avoided at all costs in his company and replaced with "idea" at best. He hated and mocked that word—and I cannot help but raise my hand from the blotter in front of my writing and cover my eyes with it as I remember this hatred and mockery. Alas, they were too tormented to be merely the impersonal result of intellectual and temporal changes. These, however, were effective, and I remember that even as a student he once said to me that the nineteenth century must have been an extremely comfortable age, since never before had it been more difficult for humanity to break away from the views and habits of the previous epoch than it is for the generation now living. 


I already mentioned briefly the pond, surrounded by willows, which was only ten minutes' walk from the Buchel house. It was called the "cow hollow," probably because of its oblong shape and because cows liked to walk to its shore to drink, and, for some reason, it had remarkably cold water, so that we were only allowed to bathe in it in the afternoon hours when the sun had been shining on it for a long time. Climbing the hill, it was already a half-hour walk to get there, which we enjoyed doing. The hill was called, certainly since very ancient times, but quite inappropriately, "Zionsberg" (Mount Zion) and was good for sledding in the winter, although I rarely went there then. In summer, with its circle of shady maple trees at its "summit" and the bench erected there at the community's expense, it offered a breezy, open space where I often enjoyed myself on Sunday afternoons before dinner with the Leverkühn family. 


Now, however, I am compelled to note the following. The scenic and domestic setting in which Adrian later, as a mature man, placed his life, namely when he took up permanent residence in the house of the Schweigestills in Pfeiffering near Waldshut in Upper Bavaria, bore a strange resemblance and repetition to that of his childhood. In other words: the setting of his later days was a curious imitation of that of his early days. Not only did the area around Pfeiffering (or Pfeffering, the spelling was not entirely certain) feature a hill adorned with a community bench, which was not called "Zionsberg" but "der Rohmbühel"; not only that there was also a pond, at about the same distance from the inn as the "Kuhmulde," called the "Klammerweiher" and also with very cold water. No, the house, farm, and family circumstances also corresponded strikingly with those of Buchel. A tree grew on the farm, also somewhat obstructive and also preserved for sentimental reasons—it was not a linden tree, it was an elm. Admittedly, there were characteristic differences between the design of the Schweigestill house and that of Adrian's parents' house, as the former was an old monastery building with thick walls, deep, arched window niches, and somewhat musty corridors. But the smell of the landlord's pipe permeated the atmosphere of the lower rooms in both places, and this landlord and his landlady, Mrs. Schweigestill, were "parents," that is to say, they were a long-faced, rather taciturn, thoughtful and calm farmer and his wife, who was also getting on in years, somewhat stout but well-proportioned, alert, energetic, with a tightly combed parting and well-formed hands and feet – who, incidentally, had an adult heir, named Gereon (not Georg), a young man who was very progressive in economic matters and keen on new machinery, and a younger daughter named Clementine. The farm dog in Pfeiffering could also laugh, even though his name was not Suso but Kaschperl, at least originally. The tenant of the house had his own views on this "originally," and I witnessed the process by which, under his influence, the name Kaschperl gradually became a mere memory and the dog himself eventually preferred to be called "Suso." There was no second son, but this only reinforced the repetition rather than weakening it, for who could this second son have been? 


I never spoke to Adrian about this whole, obvious parallelism; I didn't do it early on and didn't want to do it later, but I never liked the phenomenon. Such a choice of residence, restoring the earliest days, this sheltering in the oldest and most worn-out aspects of childhood, or at least its external circumstances, may testify to attachment, but it also says something disturbing about a man's inner life. In Leverkühn's case, it was all the more strange because I never observed that his relationship with his parents' home was particularly close and emotional, and he detached himself from it early on without any apparent pain. Was this artificial "return" merely a game? I cannot believe it. It reminds me more of a man I know who, although outwardly robust and bearded, was so sensitive that when he fell ill—and he was prone to illness—he would only allow himself to be treated by a pediatrician. In addition, the doctor he entrusted himself to was so small in stature that, quite literally, a practice for adults would not have been appropriate for him, and he could only have become a pediatrician. 


It seems advisable to note that this anecdote about the man with the pediatrician is a digression insofar as neither of them will ever appear again in these notes. If this is a mistake, and if it was undoubtedly a mistake that I, succumbing to the temptation to anticipate, already mentioned Pfeiffering and the Schweigestills here, I ask the reader to attribute such irregularities to the excitement that has dominated me since the beginning of this biographical undertaking—and not only during the hours of writing. I have now been working on these pages for a number of days, but the fact that I am trying to keep my sentences balanced and find a fitting expression for my thoughts should not deceive the reader into thinking that I am not in a state of constant excitement, which is even reflected in the trembling of my usually steady handwriting. Incidentally, I believe not only that those who read me will understand this emotional turmoil in time, but also that it will not remain foreign to them in the long run. 


I forgot to mention that on the farm of the Schweigestills, Adrian's later place of residence, there was, unsurprisingly, also a stable maid with a heaving bosom and busy, muddy bare feet, who looked so much like Hanne von Buchel, just as one stable maid looks like another, and who, in this case, was called Waltpurgis. I am not talking about her here, but about her archetype Hanne, with whom little Adrian was on friendly terms because she loved to sing and used to organize little singing exercises with us children. Strangely enough, what the beautiful-voiced Elsbeth Leverkühn refrained from out of a kind of modesty, this animal-smelling creature did with the utmost freedom, singing to us, albeit with a shrill voice but good hearing, in the evenings on the bench under the linden tree, mostly sentimental or gruesome in character, whose words and melodies we soon made our own. When we sang along, she would fall into the third, from which she would jump, as it happened, into the lower fifth and lower sixth, leaving us the upper voice while she very ostentatiously and audibly asserted the second. In doing so, probably to encourage us to appreciate the harmonic pleasure, she used to spread her face into a smile very similar to that of Suso when he was served his food. 


By “we” I mean Adrian, myself, and Georg, who was already thirteen when his brother and I were eight and ten. Little sister Ursel was always too young to take part in these exercises, but even among us four singers, one was, in a sense, superfluous for the kind of vocal music into which Stable-Hanne knew how to elevate our spontaneous singing together. She taught us canons—naturally the most child-appropriate ones: “Oh, how content I am in the evening,” “The songs are ringing out,” and the one about the cuckoo and the donkey. The twilight hours in which we delighted in these have remained vividly in my memory — or rather, the memory of them later took on heightened significance, because it was these moments that, as far as my testimony goes, first brought my friend into contact with a kind of “music” that had a more artificial organization of movement than the mere unison singing of songs. 



Here there was a temporal interweaving, an imitative entry, to which one was prompted at the given moment by a nudge in the ribs from Stable-Hanne, when the singing was already underway, the melody had already played out to a certain point, but before it had ended. There was a differently layered presence of melodic elements, which, however, did not result in confusion, but rather in which the echoing of the first phrase by a second singer blended very pleasantly, point by point, with the continuation sung by the first. 



But if this first forerunner—let us suppose the piece was “Oh, how content I am in the evening”—had reached the repeated “bells are ringing,” and began the illustrative “Bim-bam-bum,” this formed not only the bass movement to the “when to rest,” where the second singer happened to be, but also to the beginning “Oh, how content,” with which, due to a new nudge, the third singer entered into musical time, to be replaced therein, once he reached the second stage of the melody, by the freshly beginning first, who had passed on the fundamental, tone-painting “Bim-bam-bum” to the second—and so on. 



The part of the fourth among us necessarily coincided with that of another, but he tried to enliven the duplication by humming in the octave; or he began even before the first, so to speak before dawn, with the grounding chime and carried this on—or the lilting la-la-la that playfully circled the earlier stages of the melody—tirelessly throughout the entire duration of the song.


But in this way we were always out of sync, even though the melodic presence of each of us was pleasantly related to that of the others and what we produced formed a graceful fabric, a body of sound, which the "simultaneous" singing did not; a structure whose harmony we enjoyed without further inquiring into its nature and cause. Even eight- or nine-year-old Adrian probably did not. Or did the brief, more mocking than astonished laugh he let out when the last bim-bam had faded into the evening air, and which I later knew so well from him, – did it mean that he understood the structure of these little songs, which is very simple, consisting of the beginning of their melody forming the second voice of the sequence and the third part serving as the bass for both? None of us realized that, guided by a stable maid, we were operating at a comparatively high level of musical culture, in a realm of imitative polyphony that the 15th century had had to discover in order to give us our pleasure. But when I think back to Adrian's laughter, I realize in retrospect that it had something of knowledge and mocking initiation about it. It always remained with him, and I often heard it from him later when I sat beside him at a concert or in the theater and some artistic trick, some witty process within the musical structure that the crowd did not grasp, some subtle emotional allusion in the dialogue of the drama struck him. At that time, it did not suit his age at all, but it was already quite the same as in adults. It was a quiet exhalation of air through his mouth and nose while throwing his head back, brief, cool, even contemptuous, or at most as if he wanted to say: "Good, funny, curious, amusing!" But his eyes noticed something peculiar, searching in the distance, and their metallic speckled twilight deepened. 
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Even the section I have just finished is far too bloated for my taste, and it seems only advisable to ask myself about the reader's enduring patience. Every word I write here is of burning interest to me, but how careful I must be not to regard this as a guarantee of the interest of uninvolved parties! However, I should also not forget that I am not writing for the moment and not for readers who know nothing about Leverkühn and therefore cannot desire to learn more about him; but that I am preparing these communications for a time when the conditions for public attention will be quite different—certainly much more favorable, one can say—and the demand for the details of this harrowing life, however skillfully or clumsily they may be presented, will be of unselective urgency. 


That time will come when our spacious yet confined prison, filled with stifling, stale air, opens up, that is, when the war that is currently raging has come to an end, one way or another—and how horrified I am at this "one way or another," at myself and at the dreadful predicament into which fate has forced the German spirit! For I have only one of the two "either ways" in mind; only this one do I reckon with and build on, contrary to my civic conscience. The never-resting public instruction has deeply ingrained in all of us the crushing, in their horror final consequences of a German defeat, so that we cannot help but fear them more than anything else in the world. Nevertheless, there is something that some of us, in moments that seem criminal even to ourselves, but to others seem frank and permanent, fear more than German defeat, and that is German victory. I hardly dare to ask myself which of these two categories I belong to. Perhaps to a third, in which one longs for defeat with constant and clear awareness, but also with constant pangs of conscience. My desires and hopes are forced to oppose the victory of German arms, because under it the work of my friend would be buried, the ban of prohibition and oblivion would perhaps cover it for a hundred years, so that it would miss its own time and only receive historical honor at a later date. That is the particular motive for my criminality, and I share this motive with a scattered number of people who can easily be counted on the fingers of both hands. But my state of mind is only a special variation of that which, except for cases of excessive stupidity and base self-interest, has become the fate of our entire people, and I am not free from the inclination to claim a special, unprecedented tragedy for this fate, although I know that it has also been imposed on other nations to desire the defeat of their state for the sake of their own and the general future. But given the honesty, faithfulness, and need for loyalty and devotion of the German character, I would like to acknowledge that the dilemma in our case has reached a unique climax, and I cannot help feeling deep anger toward those who have brought such a good people into a mental state that, in my opinion, is more difficult for them than for anyone else, and hopelessly alienated from itself. I need only imagine that, by some unfortunate coincidence, my sons were to become acquainted with these notes of mine and thus be compelled to report me to the Secret State Police in Spartan denial of any soft consideration, in order to gauge, with a kind of patriotic pride, the abysmal nature of the conflict in which we find ourselves. 


I am fully aware that with the above I have already seriously prejudiced this new section, which I had intended to keep shorter, and I cannot suppress the psychological suspicion that I am deliberately seeking delays and digressions, or at least seizing the opportunity to do so with secret willingness, because I fear what is to come. I offer the reader proof of my honesty by allowing room for the assumption that I am making excuses because I secretly shy away from the task that I have undertaken, driven by duty and love. But nothing, not even my own weakness, shall prevent me from continuing to fulfill it—and so I return to the remark that it was our singing of the canon with Stall-Hanne that, to my knowledge, first brought Adrian into contact with the sphere of music. Of course, I am aware that as a growing boy he also attended Sunday services with his parents at the village church in Oberweiler, to which a young music student from Weißenfels used to come over to prelude the congregational singing on the small organ, accompany it, and also accompany the congregation's exit from the church with tentative improvisations. But I was almost never present at these services, as we usually arrived at Buchel only after the service had ended, and I can only say that I never heard a word from Adrian that would have suggested that his young mind had been touched in any way by the performances of that adept, or, if that was not possible, that the phenomenon of music itself, as such, had struck him at all. As far as I can see, he denied it any attention at that time, and for years to come, and kept it hidden from himself that he had anything to do with the world of sound. I see this as emotional restraint, but a physiological interpretation may also be relevant, for it was in fact around the age of fourteen, at the onset of puberty and the emergence from childlike innocence, in his uncle's house in Kaisersaschern, that he began to experiment with music on the piano on his own initiative. Incidentally, this was also the time when the migraines he had inherited began to cause him trouble. 


His brother Georg's future was clearly mapped out as the heir to the farm, and from the outset he lived in complete harmony with his destiny. What would become of the second-born was an open question for his parents, which would have to be decided according to the inclinations and abilities he would display; and so it was remarkable how early on the idea took hold in the minds of his family and all of us that Adrian must become a scholar. What kind of scholar remained to be seen, but the boy's overall moral disposition, his manner of expression, his formal certainty, even his gaze, his facial expression, left my father, for example, in no doubt that this scion of the Leverkühn family was destined for "something higher" and would be the first scholar in his lineage. 


The decisive factor in the emergence and consolidation of this idea was the almost superior ease with which Adrian absorbed the elementary school lessons he received at home. Jonathan Leverkühn did not send his children to the village elementary school. I believe that this was not so much a matter of social self-awareness as a sincere desire to give them a more careful education than they could have received in the community school with the Oberweiler farm children. The schoolteacher, a young and delicate man who never ceased to be afraid of the dog Suso, came in the afternoons, after he had fulfilled his official duties, in winter, Thomas would fetch him by sleigh, and he would come over to Buchel to teach them. He had already taught thirteen-year-old Georg almost all the knowledge he needed as a foundation for his further education when he took over the elementary education of eight-year-old Adrian. But now he, Teacher Michelsen, was the very first to declare loudly and with a certain excitement that the boy must, "for God's sake," go to high school and university, because he, Michelsen, had never encountered such a quick and agile mind, and it would be a shame if everything possible were not done to clear the way for this student to reach the heights of science. He expressed himself in this or similar terms, somewhat like a seminarian, and even spoke of "ingenium," partly, no doubt, to show off with a word that seemed rather odd in relation to such early achievements, but obviously it came from his astonished heart. 


I was never present at these lessons and only know about them from hearsay, but I can easily imagine the behavior of my Adrian, which must have been downright offensive at times to a tutor who was still boyish himself, accustomed to imparting his subject matter to sluggish and reluctant minds with encouraging praise and desperate reprimands. "If you already know everything," I occasionally hear the young man say, "then I can leave." Of course, it was not the case that his pupil "already knew everything." But there was something about his manner that suggested this, simply because this was a case of that quick, strangely confident and anticipatory, as sure as it was easy, comprehension and assimilation that soon robs the teacher of praise, because he feels that such a mind is a danger to the modesty of the heart and easily tempts it into arrogance. From the alphabet to syntax and grammar, from number sequences and the four species to the rule of three and simple proportional calculations, from memorizing short poems (there was no memorizing; the verses were immediately grasped and mastered with great precision) to writing down his own trains of thought on topics from geography and local history, it was always the same: Adrian listened with one ear, turned away, and gave an expression as if to say, "Yes, good, that much is clear, enough, move on!" For the pedagogical mind, this has something rebellious about it. Certainly, the young man was repeatedly tempted to exclaim, "What are you thinking! Make an effort!" But how, when there is obviously no compulsion to make an effort? 


As I said, I never attended the lessons; but I am forced to imagine that my friend absorbed the scientific data that Mr. Michelsen imparted to him with the same unmistakable gesture with which he had responded to the experience under the linden tree that nine bars of horizontal melody, when placed vertically one above the other in threes, may produce a body of harmonic consistency. His teacher knew some Latin, taught it to him, and then declared that the boy—ten years old—was ready, if not for the quarta, then at least for the quinta. His business was done. 


So Adrian left his parents' home at Easter 1895 and came to the city to attend our Bonifatius Gymnasium (actually the "School of the Brothers of the Common Life"). His uncle, his father's brother, Nikolaus Leverkühn, a respectable citizen of Kaisersaschern, agreed to take him into his home. 
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As for my hometown on the Saale River, foreigners should know that it is located somewhat south of Halle, toward Thuringia. I almost said that it used to be located there, because my long absence from it has made it a thing of the past for me. But its towers still rise in the same place, and I am not aware that its architectural image has suffered any damage from the ravages of aerial warfare, which would be most regrettable given its historical charm. I add this with a certain composure, because I share the feeling with a not inconsiderable part of our population, including those who have been most severely affected and made homeless, that we are only receiving what we have given out, and if we are to atone more terribly than we have sinned, then let the words ring in our ears that those who sow the wind will reap the whirlwind. 


Neither Halle itself, the city of Handel, nor Leipzig, the city of Thomas Cantor, nor Weimar, nor even Dessau and Magdeburg are far away; but Kaisersaschern, a railway junction with 27,000 inhabitants, is quite self-sufficient and, like every German city, feels itself to be a cultural center with its own historical dignity. It thrives on various industries, such as machinery, leather, spinning mills, fittings, chemicals, and mills, and in addition to its cultural history museum, which has a chamber with gruesome instruments of torture, it also has a very valuable library of 25,000 volumes and 5,000 manuscripts, including two alliterative spells, which some scholars consider to be even older than those of Merseburg, but which are quite harmless in their meaning, seeking nothing more than a little rain magic, in the Fulda dialect. The city was a bishopric in the tenth century and again from the beginning of the twelfth to the fourteenth. It has a castle and a cathedral, and in the latter is the tomb of Emperor Otto III, grandson of Adelheid and son of Theophano, who called himself Imperator Romanorum et Saxonicus, not because he wanted to be a Saxon, but in the same sense that Scipio was nicknamed Africanus, i.e., because he had defeated the Saxons. When he died in grief in 1002 after his expulsion from his beloved Rome, his remains were brought to Germany and buried in the cathedral of Kaisersaschern – very much against his taste, for he was the prime example of German self-antipathy and had suffered shamefully from his Germanic heritage throughout his life. 


It is about the city, which I now prefer to refer to in the past tense, since it is the Kaisersaschern of our youthful experience that I am talking about – it must be said of the city that, both in its atmosphere and in its outward appearance, it had retained something strongly medieval. The old churches, the faithfully preserved town houses and warehouses, buildings with exposed wooden beams and overhanging floors, round towers with pointed roofs in a wall, tree-lined squares paved with cobblestones, a town hall, its character hovering between Gothic and Renaissance, with a bell tower on its high roof, loggias beneath it and two further pointed towers, which continued down the front to the ground floor, forming bay windows – all this creates an unbroken connection with the past for the attitude to life; even more, it seems to bear the famous formula of timelessness, the scholastic nunc stans, on its forehead. The identity of the place, which is the same as it was three hundred, nine hundred years ago, asserts itself against the flow of time, which passes over it and constantly changes many things, while other things – and, figuratively speaking, decisive things – remain standing out of piety, that is, out of pious defiance against time and out of pride in it, for the sake of memory and dignity. 


This is only from the cityscape. But something lingered in the air from the state of mind of the people in the last decades of the 15th century, the hysteria of the late Middle Ages, something of a latent spiritual epidemic: strange to say of a sensible, sober modern city (but it was not modern, it was old, and age is the past as present, a past only overlaid by the present) – it may sound daring, but one could imagine that suddenly a children's train movement, a St. Vitus' dance, the visionary communist preaching of some "Hänselein" with the burning of worldliness, apparitions of the miracle of the cross, and mystical wandering of the people would break out here. Of course, it didn't happen—how could it have? The police would not have allowed it, in accordance with the times and their order. And yet! What hasn't the police kept quiet about in our day—again in accordance with the times, which now allow such things again. This era itself tends, secretly, or rather not secretly at all, but very consciously, with a strangely complacent awareness that casts doubt on the authenticity and simplicity of life and perhaps produces a completely false, unfortunate historicity, – it tends, I say, to revert to those epochs and enthusiastically repeats symbolic acts that have something sinister about them and are contrary to the spirit of modern times, such as book burnings and other things I would rather not mention. 


The hallmark of such archaic-neurotic subversiveness and secret disposition of a city are the many "originals," eccentrics, and harmless half-mad people who live within its walls and, like the old buildings, are part of the townscape. Their counterparts are the children, the "boys," who follow them around, mock them, and run away from them in superstitious panic. A certain type of "old woman" was, at certain times, readily suspected of witchcraft: This was simply due to a gruesome, picturesque appearance, which, however, was probably developed under the influence of suspicion and perfected in the popular imagination – small, old, stooped, treacherous in appearance, with watery eyes, a hooked nose, thin lips, a walking stick raised threateningly, possibly in the possession of cats, an owl, or a talking bird. Kaisersaschern always included several examples of this type, the most popular, teased, and feared of which was "Keller-Liese," so called because she lived in a basement apartment on Kleiner Gelbgießer-Gang, an old woman whose habits had adapted to public prejudice to such an extent that even those who were completely indifferent to her, especially when young people were chasing her and she drove them away with shrieking curses, could be overcome by an archaic horror, although there was certainly nothing wrong with her. 


Here is an unflinching word that comes from the experiences of our day. For the friend of enlightenment, the word and concept of "the people" itself always retains something archaic and apprehensive, and he knows that one only needs to address the crowd as "the people" if one wants to lead them astray into backward evil. What has not happened before our eyes, or even not just before our eyes, in the name of the "people," that could not have happened in the name of God, or humanity, or justice! But the fact is that the people always remain the people, at least in a certain layer of their being, namely the archaic one, and that the people and neighbors of the Kleine Gelbgießer-Gang, who cast a social democratic ballot on election day, were at the same time capable of seeing something demonic in the poverty of an old woman who could not afford an above-ground apartment, and, when she approached them, to grab their children to protect them from the evil eye of the witch. If such a woman were to be burned again, as is by no means inconceivable today given slight changes in the reasoning, they would stand behind the barriers erected by the magistrate and gawk, but probably not revolt. I am speaking of the people, but the ancient folk culture exists in all of us, and to speak frankly, as I think: I do not consider religion to be the most adequate means of keeping it securely locked away. In my opinion, only literature, humanistic science, and the ideal of free and beautiful human beings can help in this regard. 


Returning to those eccentric types of Kaisersasch, there was also a man of indeterminate age who was compelled to perform a kind of twitching dance with his leg raised every time someone called out to him, and who smiled at the street children who followed him jeering with a sad and ugly expression, as if begging for forgiveness. – Furthermore, there was a person named Mathilde Spiegel, dressed in a costume completely out of place for the time, with a frilly train dress and "Fladus" – a ridiculous word, a corruption of the French flûte douce, which actually means "flattery," but here referred to a strange curly hairstyle and headdress – a woman who was made up, but far from immoral, decidedly too foolish for that, accompanied by pugs in satin coats, wandering through the city with insane arrogance. – Finally, a small pensioner with a purple warty nose and a thick signet ring on his index finger, actually named Schnalle, but called "Tüdelüt" by the children because he had a habit of adding this senseless trilling sound to every word he spoke. He liked to go to the train station and, when a freight train was leaving, warn the man sitting on the rear roof seat of the last car, with his signet ring finger raised: "Don't fall off, don't fall off, tüdelüt!" 


I do not include these whimsical recollections here without a sense of impropriety; but the figures mentioned, public institutions so to speak, were so extraordinarily characteristic of the psychological image of our town, the setting of Adrian’s life up to his departure for the university—nine youthful years, which were also mine, and which I spent at his side. For although I was, according to my age, two classes ahead of him, we usually kept to ourselves during school breaks in the walled courtyard, apart from our respective classmates, and we also saw each other in the afternoons in our student rooms—whether he came over to the pharmacy “At the Blessed Messengers,” or I visited him at his uncle’s house, Parochialstraße 15, whose mezzanine was occupied by the well-known Leverkühn musical instrument shop.
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It was a quiet location, away from the business district of Kaisersaschern, Marktstraße, and Grieskrämerzeile: a winding alley without a sidewalk, near the cathedral, where Nikolaus Leverkühn's house stood out as the most stately. Three stories high, not counting the rooms in the offset, bay-shaped roof, it was a 16th-century town house that had belonged to the owner's grandfather, with five windows on the first floor above the entrance gate, and only four, fitted with shutters, on the second floor, where the living quarters were located and where the wooden decoration began on the outside, above the unadorned, unplastered substructure. Even the staircase only widened after the landing of the mezzanine, which was located quite high above the stone hallway, so that visitors and buyers—and there were many who came from out of town, from Halle and even from Leipzig—had a not inconsiderable climb to the object of their desires, the instrument store, which, as I intend to show in a moment, was certainly worth the steep stairs. 


Nikolaus, a widower—his wife had died at a young age—had lived alone in the house until Adrian's arrival, with a long-established housekeeper, Mrs. Butze, a maid, and a young Italian from Brescia named Luca Cimabue (he really did bear the surname of the Trecento Madonna painter), who was his business assistant and apprentice in violin making; for Uncle Leverkühn was also a violin maker. He was a man with unkempt, ash-colored hair and a beardless, sympathetically shaped face with very prominent cheekbones, a curved, slightly drooping nose, a large, expressive mouth, and brown eyes that revealed both heartfelt kindness and intelligence. At home, he was always seen wearing a high-necked, wrinkled craftsman's smock made of fustian. I believe that the childless man was happy to welcome a young relative into his much too spacious house. I have also heard that he let his brother in Buchel pay for the school fees, but did not charge anything for lodging and board. He regarded Adrian, whom he regarded with vague expectation, as his own son and greatly enjoyed the fact that he completed his family, which for so long had consisted only of the aforementioned Mrs. Butze and, patriarchally, Luca, his journeyman. 


It was surprising that this young Italian, a friendly, pleasantly articulate young man, who would surely have had the best opportunities at home to further his education in his field, had found his way to Kaisersaschern to Adrian's uncle; but it pointed to the business connections that Nikolaus Leverkühn maintained in all directions, not only to German centers of instrument making, such as Mainz, Braunschweig, Leipzig, and Barmen, but also to companies abroad, in London, Lyon, Bologna, and even New York. He sourced his symphonic goods from all over, and he had a reputation for maintaining a repertoire that was not only first-class in terms of quality, but also reliably complete, encompassing pieces that were not readily available everywhere. For example, if a Bach festival was about to take place somewhere in the empire and an oboe d'amore, the lower oboe that had long disappeared from orchestras, was needed for stylistically appropriate performances, the old house on Parochialstraße would receive a visit from a musician who had traveled there to be on the safe side and who could then try out the elegiac instrument on the spot. 


The magazine in the rooms on the mezzanine floor, from which such octave-running trials often resounded in a wide variety of timbres, offered a magnificent, enticing, I would say culturally enchanting sight that excited the acoustic imagination to a certain inner roar. With the exception of the piano, which Adrian's foster father left to the special industry, everything that sounds and sings, that nasals, blares, hums, rattles, and roars was spread out there—and, incidentally, the keyboard instrument, in the form of the lovely glockenspiel, the celesta, was always represented. Hanging behind glass or nestled in boxes shaped like mummy coffins according to the shape of their inhabitants were the charming violins, soon to be varnished brown, sometimes brown lacquered, the slender bows with silver-wrapped handles stored in the holders of the lids – Italian ones, whose pure beauty might reveal their Cremonese origin to the connoisseur, but also Tyrolean, Dutch, Saxon, Mittenwald, and those from Leverkühn's own workshop. The melodious cello, which owes its perfect form to Antonio Stradivari, was present in rows, but its predecessor, the six-stringed viola da gamba, which is still honored alongside it in older works, was also always to be found here, as were the viola and the violin's other sibling, the viola alta, as was my own viola d'amore, on whose seven strings I have played all my life, which comes from Parochialstraße. It was a gift from my parents for my confirmation. 


There were several examples of the violone, the giant violin, the heavy double bass, capable of majestic recitative, whose pizzicato is more sonorous than the tuned drumbeat, and whose veiled magic of its flageolet tones should not be underestimated. Its counterpart among the woodwind instruments was also present in several copies, the contrabassoon, sixteen feet long like the other, that is, sounding eight tones lower than its notes indicate, powerfully reinforcing the bass, built in the double dimensions of its smaller brother, the scherzoso bassoon, which I call that because it is a bass instrument without real bass power, peculiarly weak in sound, bleating, caricatured. How pretty it was, though, with its winding mouthpiece, sparkling in the adornment of its key and lever mechanism! What a charming sight it was, this army of shawms in the advanced stage of their technical training, inviting the virtuoso's impulse in each of their forms: as a bucolic oboe, as an English horn that understands sad tunes, as a clarinet rich in keys, which sounds so ghostly and gloomy in the low chalumeau register, but can shine higher up with a silvery brilliance of melodious sound, as basset horn and bass clarinet. 


All of them, resting in velvet, were available in Uncle Leverkühn's collection, along with the transverse flute in various systems and designs, made of boxwood, grenadilla, or ebony, with ivory headpieces or constructed entirely of silver, along with its shrill relative, the piccolo flute, which knows how to hold the high notes penetratingly in the orchestra tutti and dance in the round of will-o'-the-wisps, in the magic of fire. And then there is the shimmering choir of brass instruments, from the handsome trumpet, which one can see with one's eyes playing the bright signal, the bold song, the melting cantilena, to the darling of Romanticism, the intricate valve horn, the slender and powerful slide trombone and the cornet à pistons, to the grounding heaviness of the great bass tuba. Even museum rarities in this field, such as a pair of beautifully twisted bronze lurs, turned to the right and left like bull's horns, could mostly be found in Leverkühn's magazine. But seen through the eyes of a boy, as I remember it today, the most amusing and wonderful thing in it was the comprehensive exhibition of percussion instruments – precisely because things that we had become familiar with early on under the Christmas tree as toys and light childhood dreams were presented here in their most dignified and solid form, serving adult purposes. The snare drum looked so different here from the quickly worn-out thing made of colorful wood, parchment, and string that we had played with as six-year-olds! It was not made to be carried around. The lower skin was strung with gut strings and screwed onto a three-legged metal stand in a handy slanted position for orchestral use, and the wooden sticks, even more elegant than ours, stood invitingly in rings on the side. There was the glockenspiel, on whose childish form we had practiced playing "Kommt ein Vogel geflogen" (A Bird Comes Flying): here, in an elegant lockable box, arranged in two rows and lying freely on crossbars, were the meticulously tuned metal plates, whose melodic notes were intended to be struck by the daintiest little steel hammers, stored in the lined interior of the lid. The xylophone, which seems designed to conjure up the image of skeletons dancing in a cemetery at midnight, was here in a multi-bar chromatic scale. The clanging giant cylinder of the bass drum was there, its skin made to resound by a felt-padded mallet, and the copper kettledrum, of which Berlioz still used sixteen in his orchestra to do justice to his harmonies, – he did not know them as Nikolaus Leverkühn used them, as machine timpani that the performer could easily adapt to the change of key with a flick of the wrist. How well I remember the boyish mischief we tried to get up to with it, when Adrian or I—no, it was probably just me—made the mallets whirl on the skin while good old Luca adjusted the tuning up or down, producing the strangest glissando, a sliding rumble! Add to that the strange cymbals that only the Chinese and Turks know how to make, because they guard the secret of how to hammer red-hot bronze, and whose inner surfaces the player holds high in triumph toward the audience after striking them; the booming tam-tam, the gypsy tambourine, the triangle with its open angle, ringing brightly under the steel rod; today's cymbals, the hollow castanets that crack in the hand. See all this serious merriment towered over by the golden splendor of the architecture of Erard's pedal harp, and you will understand the magical attraction that my uncle's trading rooms, this paradise of silent but hundredfold melodious sounds, exerted on us boys. 


On us? No, I had better speak only of myself, of my enchantment, my enjoyment—I hardly dare to include my friend when I speak of such feelings, for, whether he was playing the role of the son of the house, for whom all this was familiar everyday life, or whether it was an expression of his generally cool character, he maintained an almost shrugging equanimity in the face of all the splendor and usually responded to my admiring exclamations with only a short laugh and a "Yes, pretty" or "Funny stuff" or "What people come up with" or "Better to sell that than sugar loaves." Occasionally, when we descended from his attic, which offered an attractive view over the rooftops of the city, the castle pond, and the old water tower, at my request—I emphasize: always at my request—to spend some time in the magazine, which was not exactly forbidden, the young Cimabue joined us, partly, I suspect, to supervise us, partly to act as our cicerone, guide, and explainer in his pleasant manner. From him we learned the history of the trumpet: how it once had to be assembled from several straight metal tubes with ball joints before the art of bending brass tubes without tearing them was learned, namely by first filling them with pitch and rosin, and later with lead, which was then melted out again in the fire. He also discussed the claim made by the wise that it does not matter what material an instrument is made of, whether metal or wood, as it sounds according to its form and scale, and that it makes no difference whether a flute is made of wood or ivory, or a trumpet of brass or silver. His master, he said, Adrian's uncle, who as a violin maker understood the importance of the material, the type of wood, and the varnish, disputed this and undertook to listen very carefully to a flute to determine what it was made of – he, Luca, also offered to do so, by the way. Then, with his small, well-formed Italian hands, he showed us the mechanism of the flute, which had undergone such great changes and improvements in the last 150 years, since the famous virtuoso Quantz: that of the Böhm cylinder flute, which is more powerful, and that of the old conical flute, which has a sweeter sound. He showed us the fingering of the clarinet, the seven-holed bassoon with its twelve closed and four open keys, whose sound blends so easily with that of the horns, and taught us about the range of the instruments, their handling, and so on. 


Now, in retrospect, there can be no doubt that Adrian followed the demonstrations at that time, whether he was aware of it or not, with at least as much attention as I did – and with more benefit than I was ever able to derive from them. But he gave nothing away, and no emotion indicated that he felt that any of this concerned him or would ever concern him. He left it to me to ask Luca questions; in fact, he would step aside, look at something other than what was being discussed, and leave me alone with the assistant. I don't want to say that he was pretending, and I don't forget that at that time, music had hardly any other reality for us than the purely physical one of Nikolaus Leverkühn's armory. We had already had a brief encounter with chamber music: every eight to fourteen days, it was practiced at Adrian's uncle's house, only occasionally in my presence and by no means always in his. Our cathedral organist, Mr. Wendell Kretzschmar, a stutterer who would soon become Adrian's teacher, and the choirmaster of Bonifatius High School also joined in, and with them my uncle performed selected quartets by Haydn and Mozart, with himself on first violin, Luca Cimabue played second violin, Mr. Kretzschmar played cello, and the singing teacher played viola. These were gentlemen's entertainments, during which one had one's beer glass standing on the floor beside one, and probably also a cigar in one's mouth, and which were interrupted by frequent interjections, which sounded so strangely dry and foreign in the language of music, tapping of the bow and counting backwards of the bars, when they had fallen out of sync, almost always through the fault of the singing master. We had never heard a real concert or a symphony orchestra, and that may be enough to explain Adrian's clear indifference to the world of instruments. In any case, he was of the opinion that it should be considered sufficient and saw it as sufficient himself. What I mean to say is: he hid behind it, hid from the music. For a long time, with foreboding persistence, this man hid from his fate. 


Incidentally, for a long time no one thought of connecting Adrian's young person with music in any way. The idea that he was destined to be a scholar was firmly established in everyone's minds and was continually reinforced by his brilliant achievements as a high school student, his top rank, which only began to waver in the upper grades, around the time he was fifteen, due to the migraines that began to develop and prevented him from doing the little preparation he needed. Nevertheless, he mastered the demands of school with ease — the word "mastered" is not well chosen, for it cost him nothing to satisfy them, and if his excellence as a student did not earn him the tender love of his teachers — which it did not, I often observed this, one noticed rather a certain irritability, even a desire to cause him defeat — this was not so much because he was considered conceited — or rather, he was considered so, but not because one had the impression that he was overly proud of his achievements — on the contrary, he was not conceited enough about them, and that was precisely where his arrogance lay, for it was clearly directed against the things he found so easy to master, against the subject matter, the various specialist knowledge whose transmission constituted the dignity and livelihood of the teaching staff, and which they therefore understandably did not wish to see dismissed with super - gifted nonchalance. 


Personally, I was much more cordial toward them—no wonder, since I was soon to join them professionally and had already seriously indicated my intention to do so. I, too, could call myself a good student, but I was only and could only be so because a reverent love for the subject, especially for the ancient languages and their classical poets and writers, called upon and stretched my powers, while he made it clear at every opportunity—that is to say, he made no secret of it to me, and I rightly feared that it did not remain hidden from the teachers either – how indifferent and, so to speak, incidental the whole school system was to him. This often frightened me – not for the sake of his career, which was secure thanks to his facility, but because I wondered what was not indifferent and incidental to him. I did not see the "main thing," and indeed it was unrecognizable. In those years, school life is life itself; it stands for life; its interests close the horizon that every life needs in order to develop values, however relative they may be, in which character and abilities prove themselves. But they can only do so humanly if relativity remains unrecognized. Belief in absolute values, illusory as it always is, seems to me to be a condition of life. My friend's gifts, on the other hand, measured themselves against values whose relativity seemed obvious to him, without any visible reference point that would have diminished them as values. There are enough bad students. Adrian, however, offered the singular phenomenon of the poor student in the form of a top student. I say that this frightened me; but how impressive, how attractive it also seemed to me, how it strengthened my devotion to him, which, of course—will you understand why?—also mixed in something like pain, like hopelessness. 


I will allow one exception to the rule of ironic contempt that he showed for the gifts and demands of school. It was his obvious interest in a discipline in which I did not excel, mathematics. My own weakness in this field, which was only tolerably compensated for by my joyful proficiency in philology, made me realize that outstanding achievements in any field are naturally conditioned by sympathy for the subject, and so it was a real pleasure for me to see this condition fulfilled, at least here, in my friend. Mathematics, as applied logic, which nevertheless remains purely and highly abstract, occupies a peculiar middle position between the humanities and the sciences, and from the explanations Adrian gave me in conversation about the pleasure it gave him, it was clear that he perceived this intermediate position as elevated, dominant, universal, or, as he put it, as "the truth." It was a joy to hear him describe something as "the truth"; it was an anchor, a foothold, and it was no longer entirely in vain to ask oneself about "the main thing." "You're a bear skinner," he said to me at the time, "not to like that. After all, looking at orderly relationships is the best thing. Order is everything. Romans thirteen: 'What is of God is orderly.'" He blushed, and I looked at him in awe. It turned out that he was religious. 


With him, everything had to "come out" first; in everything, you had to concern him, surprise him, catch him, get behind his letters—and then he blushed, while you yourself might have wanted to slap yourself for not having seen it long ago. Even when he studied algebra beyond his duties and obligations, used logarithm tables for pleasure, sat over quadratic equations before he was even required to identify unknowns, even then I only affected him by chance, and he first wanted to speak contemptuously about it before he understood the above statements. Another discovery, not to say revelation, had already preceded this; I already mentioned it earlier: it was his self-taught and secret exploration of the keyboard, chords, the wind rose of keys, the circle of fifths, and the fact that, without any knowledge of music notation or fingering, he used these harmonic discoveries for all kinds of modulation exercises and to construct rhythmically rather indeterminate melodic structures. When I discovered this, he was fifteen. After searching for him in vain in his room one afternoon, I found him in front of a small harmonium, which had its rather inconspicuous place in a passageway room on the living floor. I listened to him for perhaps a minute standing at the door, but disapproved of this state of affairs and approached him, asking what he was doing. He stopped pumping the bellows, took his hands off the manual, and blushed, laughing. 


"Idleness," he said, "is the root of all evil. I was bored. When I'm bored, I sometimes tinker and fiddle around here. The old pedal box stands there abandoned, but in all its humility it has everything in it. Look, it's curious—that is, of course there's nothing curious about it, but when you figure it out for yourself for the first time, it's curious how it all fits together and goes around in circles." 


And he played a chord, all black keys, F sharp, A sharp, C sharp, added an E, and thereby unmasked the chord, which had looked like F sharp major, as belonging to B major, namely as its fifth or dominant degree. "Such a harmony," he said, "has no key in itself. Everything is relationship, and the relationship forms the circle." The A, which, by forcing the resolution to G-sharp, transitions from B-flat to E-flat major, led him further, and so he came via A, D, and G to C-flat major and the keys marked with a flat, demonstrating to me that one could construct a separate major or minor scale on each of the twelve notes of the chromatic scale. 


"By the way, that's old news," he said. "It's been a long time since I noticed that. Watch how you can do it more subtly!" And he began to show me modulations between more distant keys, making use of the so-called third relationship, the Neapolitan sixth. 


Not that he knew how to name these things, but he repeated: 


"Relationship is everything. And if you want to call it by name, its name is 'ambiguity.'" To prove this word, he let me hear chord sequences of suspended key, demonstrating how such a sequence remains in tonal suspension between C major and G major when you omit the F, which would become F sharp in G major; how it keeps the ear uncertain whether it wants to be understood as C major or F major if you avoid the B, which becomes B flat in F major. 


 "Do you know what I think?" he asked. "That music is ambiguity as a system. Take this note or that one. You can understand it this way or that way, you can perceive it as raised from below or lowered from above, and if you're smart, you can make use of the double meaning as you wish." In short, he proved to be knowledgeable about enharmonic confusion and not unfamiliar with certain tricks for evading it and using reinterpretation for modulation. 


Why was I more than surprised, namely moved and also a little frightened? His cheeks were flushed, as they never were during school assignments, not even during algebra. 


Although I asked him to fantasize a little more for me, I felt something like relief when he refused with a "Nonsense, nonsense!" What kind of relief was that? It could have taught me how proud I had been of his general indifference, and how clearly I felt that in his "It's curious" this indifference became a mask. I sensed a budding passion—Adrian's passion! Should I have been happy? Instead, I felt ashamed and anxious in a way. 


I now knew that he practiced music when he thought no one was watching, and given the exposed location of the instrument, it couldn't remain a secret for long. One evening, his foster father said to him: 


"Well, nephew, what we heard from you today wasn't the first time you've practiced." 


"What do you mean, Uncle Niko?" 


"Don't feign innocence! You do play music." 


"What an expression!" 


"It's been used for worse things. The way you went from F major to A major was quite cunning. Do you enjoy it?" 


 "Oh, Uncle." 


"Well, obviously. I'll tell you something. We'll put the old chest of drawers, which no one looks at anyway, up in your room. Then it will be at hand whenever you feel like it." 


"You're terribly kind, Uncle, but it's certainly not worth the trouble." 


"The effort is so small that perhaps the pleasure is still greater. One more thing, nephew. You should take piano lessons." 


"Do you think so, Uncle Niko? Piano lessons? I don't know, it sounds so much like something a 'higher-class daughter' would do." 


"It could be 'higher' and not necessarily 'daughter'. If you go to Kretzschmar, that's what it will be. He won't charge us for it, out of old friendship, and you'll get a foundation for your castles in the air. I'll talk to him." 


Adrian repeated this conversation to me word for word in the schoolyard. From then on, he had lessons with Wendell Kretzschmar twice a week. 
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Wendell Kretzschmar, still young at the time, in his late twenties at most, was born to German-American parents in the state of Pennsylvania and had received his musical training in his country of origin. But early on, he had been drawn back to the old world, from which his grandparents had once emigrated and where, like his own, the roots of his art lay. In the course of a nomadic life, whose stops and stays rarely lasted longer than a year or two, he had come to us in Kaisersasch as an organist. It was just one episode in a series of others that had preceded it (for he had previously worked as a conductor at small municipal theaters in Germany and Switzerland) and would be followed by others. He also distinguished himself as a composer of orchestral pieces and staged an opera, Das Marmorbild (The Marble Statue), which was performed on several stages and received a warm reception. 


Of unassuming appearance, a stocky man with a round head, a trimmed moustache, and cheerful brown eyes with a gaze that was sometimes pensive, sometimes lively, he could have been a real asset to the intellectual and cultural life of Kaisersaschern, if such a life had existed at all. His organ playing was learned and magnificent, but the number of people in the community who appreciated it could be counted on the fingers of one hand. Nevertheless, the free afternoon church concerts, at which he performed organ music by Michael Praetorius, Froberger, Buxtehude, and, of course, Sebastian Bach, as well as all kinds of curious and genre-like compositions from the era between the heydays of Handel and Haydn, attracted quite a crowd, and Adrian and I attended them regularly. On the other hand, the lectures he gave undaunted throughout the season in the hall of the "Society for Charitable Activities," which he accompanied with explanations at the piano and chalk demonstrations on the easel board, were a complete failure, at least from an outward perspective. They were a failure, first because our population had no interest in lectures, second because his topics were also unpopular, but rather capricious and unusual, and thirdly because his stutter made listening to him an exciting and rocky ride, sometimes frightening, sometimes provoking laughter, and completely distracting attention from the intellectual content, turning it into an anxiously tense wait for the next convulsive pause. 
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