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THEY NO LONGER allowed themselves to gather at seaports and be set aboard ship, to 

proceed with axe and machete against primeval jungle in some far-off land.  

Now they could find everything at home. The Earth was thoroughly discovered and 

conquered from one end to the next. Whichever part did not belong to the white people was 

as good as white, they had spread their ways to yellow, brown, red, black people, and these 

had adopted their weapons and methods.  

No longer was there any magic. They could calculate everything, from the heavens above 

to the earth below; they had even thrown their ghostly god on the scrapheap. Something 

terrible had happened: they had ventured out to lose themselves and their kind in the earth, 

to transform and renew themselves like birds of passage that fly year after year back to their 

old hot homeland, to the lovely wide rivers, plateaus, swamps, and return only when they have 

recouped their strength. The New World had been good to them, but had also increased their 

strength, their arrogance and brutality, and brought them even more misfortune.  

Now they had no need to board ships. No strange lands lay across the ocean, promising 

freedom and fortune. They proliferated, and made inroads into the jungles. 

For this was Europe. 

Thorns came, beetles, worms, scorpions, heat, cold, wet, hunger, thirst. Trees grew 

horribly close-packed. They straggled from forest to swamp, from swamp to thickets and 

thorny scrub. They were driven from valleys up into high mountains, from steaming heat to 

frost. 

Sweat ran down their faces, salt in the mouth. When the sun came up it set them to work. 

When it went down and the starry host appeared, exuberant with fiddles and flutes and 

shawms, that was the signal to sink back and sleep and regain strength for the new day. 

But the forest had no end. It walked with them, closed in again behind them. They fell by 

the thousands. 

Now and then a voice rang out: “Abandon ship, we’re doomed.” Another: “Onward, don’t 

give up, don’t give up!” 

 

Pan Twardowski 

CRACOW, ST MARY’S church. 

It is snowing. White guardstones around the church, in long rows. At the main door a 

young blind man with hollow eye-sockets, two ragged-skirted old women with wrinkled ruddy 

faces, they stand immobile, right hand outstretched.  
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The ancient pile of the church sits grey over the marketplace, huge windows open it to the 

light but the windows are filled with pictures. The floor inside is thick with people, kneeling 

black bodies, an organ sounds, a small voice pipes far off, candles flicker on the columns at 

each side.  

Night. The church is shut, the wide marketplace, arcades, silent towers, the ancient silent 

city walls lie under a white quilt of snow.  

Someone is groaning in the church.  

Groans come from out of the darkness, from the nave. Now away from the altar along the 

side chapels, now back to the nave, accompanied by a whispering voice. 

The snow’s whiteness casts a wan light through the tall windows. In the gloom two people 

in mediaeval dress walk past a row of hassocks, both are bareheaded, long curly hair falls to 

their shoulders, they clutch their swirling robes high under the chin. One is two heads taller 

than the other, his boots are spurred, he walks ahead, the other follows, hesitant, looks up, 

aside, covers his face with his cloak.  

The groaning comes from the tall man with the spurs. 

He is Pan Twardowski, who centuries ago grappled with the Devil. He kneels in a pew, and 

his sword drops from his belt and clatters on the boards by his knees. 

The other waits behind him, and when the tall man stops groaning says: “Let me go now.” 

Twardowski: “Go, if you wish. But say something.” 

The other is silent. 

Twardowski: “You have nothing to say. You go. And what you started bothers you not at all. 

You lie in your coffin. You sleep. How long will you sleep, and know nothing of what’s 

happening?” 

“Let me go.” 

“You and your kind lie there and sleep. How cosy. You stomp around for forty, sixty years, 

stir up monstrosities, turn everything upside down, preach, threaten, there’s no escape from 

you, and when everything is in train, all nicely meshed together, unstoppable and the time has 

come for you to vouch for your deeds, just at that point – you all disappear.”  

“Let me go, Twardowski.” 

“And I should let them go. Hey, Copernicus, you splendid fellow, Nikolaus, I showed you 

what there is to see here. I even heeded your whining and last night showed you the Wawel, 

the royal castle. The moon floated over the Wawel, towers lay below like shadows, you could 

see everything without and within. I took you to the Jagellonian Library, so you could view 

your statue in the courtyard. They’ve not forgotten you, old friend, they even carved the title 

of your book into the plinth.”  

“On the plinth it says I died four hundred years ago.” 
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“They should never have let you get away. The pleasures of death should be denied such as 

you. Whoever says A and says B should be forced to recite the whole alphabet. You must pay 

what you owe.” 

“You won’t release me?” 

The tall man said nothing. Copernicus sank to the cold stone floor and wept quietly. 

Twardowski in his pew growled: “At last.” 

Copernicus: “I am not at fault, I remained pious to the last.” 

“People knew you only after your death. You are the root of all evil.” 

“What should I have done? I described what I saw. I observed with care, over a long period. 

I grew ever more certain. And beyond doubt: the Earth circles the sun, the sun doesn’t move.” 

“Just so. It seemed like nothing. Even you did not see what it was you said. Otherwise you 

would not have dedicated your book to the pope. They knew it afterwards. You are the root of 

all evil. Concede: the Earth stands still, is the centre of the universe, sun, moon and stars all 

move around the Earth. That’s how God created the world.”  

“I cannot concede this.” 

“Because you are the root of all evil. Concede it now, at least.” 

“I saw it differently.” 

“Then you should have plucked out your eyes.” 

“I calculated it, Twardowski.” 

“You should have thrown away your brain.” 

“God in Heaven, I implore Thee. Jesus, Mary, help me.” 

“Implore whom, you old fraud? God in Heaven? I think you know heaven, you saw it and 

calculated it.” 

“Don’t mock.” 

“Where in heaven?” 

“God preserve me. Make me free.” 

“Of Pan Twardowski! To sleep again! No, my friend. No one alive in Cracow, in St Mary’s 

church, or in Heaven heeds the name of God. This church was built around the time when you 

were living. At least you couldn’t burn this church down.” 

“My God, my God.” 

“He’s not listening. And he won’t trouble me, and I can summon you because I am 

Righteousness and shall deny sleep to all of you, all such wretches.”  

The man on the floor shuffled, creaked upright. Twardowski turned to him. Copernicus 

stood frank and calm, tidied the long white hair at his neck, his grave attentive old man’s face 
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regarded Twardowski: “Certainly you were able to summon me from my tomb. I give you no 

more credence than that. I don’t believe you can do anything more with me.” 

For some time he heard only Twardowski’s groans as they faded down the gloomy nave. 

The old man crept into a side chapel and laid himself down on a marble plinth. 

≈≈≈ 

Another night. Snow still lying. In the nave of the church, near the altar, three men in 

mediaeval dress creep past the columns down the stone aisle. Tall Twardowski sweeps the 

other two along behind. He sinks wearily into a pew, his companions remain in the aisle, 

heads bared, broad hats held in front of them. Twardowski wears a tall fur cap, he sits muffled 

in his cloak up to his ears. Another figure steps from a side aisle into the nave, vanishes from 

dimness into darkness, then stands with the others. They hear Twardowski’s low groaning. 

The one beside little whitehaired Copernicus speaks, an old man with a huge bald skull 

and thick white beard. “Doff your cap, Twardowski, you’re in church.” He repeats this. 

Twardowski snatches off the cap, puts it beside him. The old whitebeard: “You fetched us from 

our graves by sorcery. It would be a good idea for you to kneel and pray. We’d like to help you.” 

Twardowski, a still youthful man, drops his cloak, he has a small dark beard, a lean strong 

face, his little restless eyes gleam: “Don’t worry about me. Say what you have to say.” 

The whitebeard, who is as tall as Twardowski: “If you were not a sorcerer and lacking in 

humility, you would not suffer so.” 

“You needn’t be concerned for me. That’s not why I summoned you.” And he stood and 

cried out: “Have you not seen, you three? Was it not enough, do you need to see more?” And 

he roared and kicked his tall cap away: “Everything a failure. All in vain. Wrong, wrong. 

Galileo, old man, you see, this is the world you introduced. Here you are, Giordano Bruno, this 

is what they burnt you for, so that mankind might drudge for princes and rich men, never 

know itself, war and murder everywhere, a thousand times more hate than before, a desolate 

world. You demolished it down to the ground.” 

Copernicus, placid spirit: “A man like you cannot make us answer for this.” 

The third, the last to arrive, opened his cloak. At once they were suffused in a pale red 

glow. This man burned and gleamed, his body was not consumed by the flames, even the 

hands projecting from the sleeves glowed. Twardowski flinched, the other two looked amiably 

on. The newcomer, arms wide, bowed to the two in the aisle: “I have just heard who you are, 

Copernicus, Galileo. Allow me to greet you.” 

Galileo: “What are you called?” 

“I come from Nola in Italy, Giordano Bruno. Because I believed what you said, they 

hounded me through many cities, I came to Geneva, Lyon, Toulouse, Paris, Oxford and 

Wittenberg; I was never allowed to settle, at last they threw me into the piombi in Venice, 
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they could not shake my thoughts, all that I owed to you. They packed me off to Rome, to the 

cellars of the Inquisition. In Rome the only thing left them was to burn me.” He spread his 

cloak wide and laughed: “See how I burn, endlessly, incurably. My mouth still speaks.” 

Galileo shook his head: “You could have recanted. It’s no sin to recant. What did you 

teach?”  

“Always the same, what you and Copernicus discovered, and what is true and wonderful. 

My judges had power, and nothing more. To give in to them would be as if a savage with a 

spear leapt at me demanding that I share his meal of human flesh, and I do so.”  

Copernicus clapped his hands: “You speak of the Holy Church.”  

“And I spoke of the great Unity, of the Infinite, and the numberless worlds. Space has no 

end, and is filled with worlds that shine by their own fire, and all worlds have a soul. The 

relationship to a supreme intelligence sustains them. That is what I said. Is it any less holy 

than what the Church says?” 

Copernicus regarded him gravely, after some time said: “And where did this come from?”  

“From you. And from me.” 

“I don’t know you. I know myself. I would never dare speak so. What the Church says is 

revealed, God himself conveyed it. He sent his Son, our Saviour. Thus the doctrines of the 

Church stand above all other doctrines and are not amenable to refutation.” 

Bruno asked the man with the huge skull: “What is your opinion?” 

Galileo: “I recanted. In the end I kept silent.”  

“That is not enough. You should have recanted publicly and condemned your views. Why 

did you keep working and thinking afterwards, as you surely did?” 

Galileo, softly: “Yes. I was wrong. I see now. This Twardowski may be a sorcerer, a reckless 

man. But I am grateful that he has summoned me here to take stock of everything. I see that I 

committed serious, terrible wrongs. I regret it. I should have plucked out my eyes, thrown 

away my brain.” 

Then he sank to his knees; Copernicus joined him, they whispered prayers and shuffled 

towards the altar. Twardowski, watching the two old men on their knees, dashed his sword on 

the flagstones in a rage. He grabbed his cap, shoved it on his head, and snarled: “This, this! 

How anxious they are to begone from here. Hey, you, you snails, what are you thinking? 

Perhaps you think regrets are enough. You, the root of all evil, think one little prayer can 

absolve you of everything. Whom do you pray to, you lunatics? You stupid snails. Murderers. 

They beg forgiveness of their victims.” He came up behind them.  

Bruno watched them fade into the gloom of the nave: “I worshipped them. They try to take 

it all back. I, I remain true, I shall never recant. The night is over.” 
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At a word from Twardowski the two old men halted, they should stand, the Devil-raiser 

railed, shook his fist, berated them as cowards. Then he howled in agony and groaned horribly: 

“Oh traitors, criminals! Such errors! And the instigators flee. They care nothing for what’s 

happening. They want forgiveness, the scoundrels. Forgive this! We didn’t mean it, please 

excuse us! Murderers.” 

Giordano’s fiery arm prodded him in the back: “Twardowski, why do you groan?”  

“You saw. I summoned you to see and speak and help, for you three caused it all.”  

Giordano reached out a fiery hand and placed it over the man’s mouth, Twardowski 

groaned again. Giordano: “This is better than shouting. Those two old men weep and would 

like to be four hundred years younger and take it all back. What it is you want, I do not see.”  

“Then you have seen nothing, fiery man. You haven’t seen the horror that unfolds here, the 

misery – in houses, in the street, aboard ship, in trains, in factories, offices where people sit 

alone, and where they live with families. You think: so much is happening. No, in this world 

nothing happens. It just rolls on.” 

“You want the old God back! Why curse these two old men? Come now, crawl after them.”  

“I groan because it all started so well, I was there and believed it. Wars were waged, 

countries laid waste, we were there. See how they flee. They know. They saw the horror.”  

“Horror?”  

“Yes. They won’t accept responsibility for it.” 

Giordano stood still before him. He and Twardowski took no more notice of the two old 

men prostrate at the altar; they could hear them chanting. The gaunt sorcerer calmed down, 

standing in the glow of the fiery man. Only now did Twardowski hear, emanating from 

Giordano, a constant faint hiss like the soughing of a breeze: it was the flames. And when 

Giordano opened his cloak, Twardowski, eyes adapted now to the gloom, saw the fiery man 

stand transparent before him: the beating heart, how it pumped blood into the vessels, how 

the lungs lifted, swelled and deflated, the tongue playing in the mouth, intestines coiling like a 

nest of snakes, it was frightening, ghastly. But Giordano’s face was pleasant and grave, and he 

let his voice speak:  

“I thank you, Twardowski, for bringing me here. And I shall show my gratitude. Leave me 

here a while. Let me live and see and see. I should like to stay a while here and see a great deal.” 

“How can you say this, Giordano?” 

Giordano laughed, turned around, flung his arms like a flame about him: “I am possessed, I 

am drunk. What I have seen possesses me. The towns, the towns! Machines, I have seen a 

thousand machines! You haven’t seen them.” 

“I have seen them.” 
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“You haven’t seen them. What has happened to this Mankind? What have they achieved. 

How did they preserve themselves. And who were the instigators.” 

“You gloat.” 

“We raised animals, hens, doves, cows, calves, goats, for meat, milk, hides. But they have 

created giants of iron and steel, imprisoned them in their halls to toil for them, machines, 

machines. They are called machines, seem to be made of iron, steel, copper, just as we seem to 

be skin, hair and bones, but are really Spirit and Life. Man the Creator, that is what we 

instigated, man not merely a servant and worshipper. We unchained those powers that were 

bound up in them, the powers of creation. They have made iron mountains that they set in 

their halls to stamp and spit and hum, and they sprout more than the grass and clover that 

wither in autumn and dry in the sun. People lead cables into this mountain, they feed oil into 

it, and then it begins to move, eyeless, earless, and must perform and function with the power 

of humans and what they have imparted to it. Oh Twardowski, such humans, such machines! 

Twardowski, night used to fall on towns because the sun vanished from the sky and the Earth 

turned away from it. Then someone in the halls lifted a finger and darkness was banished, 

streets, squares, theatres, houses all lit up. Have you seen this? 

“Yes.” 

“Those huge galleries, empty of people, as big as a town square, filled with wonderful 

machines, machines more beautiful, more complex than a flower, the machines hummed 

softly and sometimes clanged, it was lovely music, they wove without human help, my tongue 

cannot describe these wonders. People ran about the halls and sat, they watched the machines 

and took care that they worked properly, they played gently along.” 

“Did you see these people, Giordano?” 

“The lords of the giants that must serve them.” 

“Yes, Giordano. If you had seen them, and others outside, you would have noticed that not 

all is well with them. They look more like slaves than lords.” 

“Twardowski! Don’t let appearances deceive you. They are not happy, I can believe this, it 

must be hard and terrible in this society. I believe this. They are too stupendous to be happy.” 

“They toil dreadfully, Giordano.” 

“Let them struggle, how could it be otherwise. We have made them lords of the world. Yes, 

I accept the guilt! We showed them their power. They grow used to it. A new mankind will 

arise. Let me stay here, let me, Twardowski, I’ll silence your groans. I want to show you once 

more. For this is my realm! O eternal change! Such power! O multiplicity of worlds.” 

Twardowski snarled. He sniffed: “I am to keep you here. You seem an enthusiast. You have 

seen nothing yet. At least the two old men weep.” 

“Think what you like, Twardowski. But let me stay here.”  
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“I think you must be blind, Giordano, the way you burn there.” 

“Don’t send me back, I want to see all this, I must.” He flung himself at Twardowski’s feet: 

“I implore you, let me stay.” 

Twardowski played with his sword and growled: “I’d like you to see how everything went 

wrong. You should pay.” 

“Let me pay! If I am still blind, then let me open my eyes to it all. Send me to the stake ten 

times over.”  

“You are possessed! Criminal!” 

“Come with me, Twardowski.” 

Dawn crept over Cracow. Twardowski stood, flourished his sword a couple of times in the 

air, fur cap low on his forehead, muttered. The two old men at the altar felt their thoughts 

vanish, their outlines became vague, swirled and evaporated in the grey light of dawn.  

Twardowski and Bruno pulled their cloaks over their heads. They floated, long dark ovals 

among the shadows creeping behind the columns, and slowly rose with the dawning light up 

to the blue glinting roof. 

≈≈≈ 

There were houses, tramlines stretched into the distance, buildings with soaring towers, long 

buildings, cables slung between poles across streets, below them wagons moved without 

horses, stopped, darted on again. 

Cables strung on tall stalks stretched away from the city across fields, endless, towards 

other cities. There again were houses, row after row, more buildings with towers. And steam-

spouting thundering machines rolled on rails pulling wagons behind them, over fields into 

towns and out again. 

Towns seethed with people, amid buildings of stone and concrete, on pavements of 

chiselled granite, asphalt poured and pressed. People were the same species as before. But 

they had no Heaven, no animals, no plants, no spirits. These had all been conquered by flint 

and cannon, and struck down as they ran. Earth, sun and all the stars moved, hurtled on, fled 

towards a distant, distant, awful goal.  

The sun shone, and it really seemed that flowers, faces, had some colour. But this was 

deceptive: it was simply vibrations. And the sounds you heard also came from invisible 

vibrations. All this living and striving amid invisibilities, sending rays out this way and that. 

But air and wind wafted as they always had through towns and streets. Rivers and streams 

meandered as always through their valleys. Fly high as you like above mountains and lakes, 

dig tunnels through mountains, still they stand as they always have since time immemorial. 

Now as ever there was water, rain, the placid brook that washes and wears away at mountains, 

eternal heat and eternal cold enmeshing them, affecting them. 
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And people still went about as before, sought to know each other, experienced youth, the 

prime, drifted towards their end.  

Twardowski shouted: “Behold, Giordano. Look on them.” 

 

The Extra 

A YOUNG THING stood at the mirror and considered itself. 

It was naked to the waist and absorbed in its reflection. 

I’m not pretty, it thought, my body’s giving up, my legs, I’m too thin. But the neck, the 

mouth. 

The longer she looked, the sadder she became. She wanted to console the reflection, came 

up against glass. We can’t make contact, let’s be good friends still.  

She had no money. She wanted something from life. There was no money to be had on the 

streets. People kept their purses closed. There were shops, you were supposed to buy things. I 

must sell something, she thought. She joined a theatre as an extra. She could pretend, nothing 

much came of it, hardly enough for stockings and shoes.  

Behind the theatre, at the stage entrance, an unattractive old man was smoking a cigar. He 

eyed the actors and actresses. The girl thought, he’s choosing one. No one paid him any 

attention. He wore a bowler, had a bristly brown moustache, sagging trousers. When she saw 

him at the door again, holding his brolly up even though the rain had stopped, she allowed 

herself to be drawn under the brolly.  

In a tavern he let her eat what she wanted, he tucked in vigorously. It seemed to her he 

must have lots of money. He’s an old man, no girl fancies him, a perfect mark. Then they sat 

for a while on their stools with their beers, hand in hand. She went home pleased with herself. 

Later he picked her up a few streets away, she didn’t want anyone to see her with the 

shabby old man, and no one was going to take him from her.  

By Easter he wanted more than just supper together, he invited her on a short holiday, 

three days. As always she had no money. He’ll bring a little suitcase, they can choose her 

spring hat together. That was all. She calculated the trip, needed new dresses, shoes and 

underwear if she was to move among more elegant people. She jollied her two-legged 

enterprise along to the station, stowed him carefully in an empty compartment and showered 

him with affection. 

On the journey the dull boring fellow began to reciprocate her affections, he sighed, 

pawed her the whole time. Whyever did she choose an empty compartment. Then, just as they 

were leaving the train, she was vexed when a nice man climbing aboard caught her eye. And as 

they sauntered slowly arm in arm through the little town, people looked at her. Loving couples 

attract glances, everyone wants to know what they’re up to, even fine gentlemen look at you. 
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The weather was lovely, they strolled in a wood, surrounded by families. He didn’t throw 

his money around, only for food, drink and transport. 

That evening on the boat he kept sighing, and she grew nervous and tearful: was he the 

right one. Leaning over the rail she cast one lie after another into the water about things she’d 

done, bad things. Her great enterprise, the repulsive fellow, grew tender, she was ashamed 

when he put his arm around her on the boat. Then as they stood embracing shortly before 

their arrival and she looked past his shoulder, she saw a young lady under a big feathered hat, 

her head and throat over her man’s shoulder. The girl in the feathered hat peeped smiling, 

untroubled, mischievous, cheeky, devil may care, their eyes met. The feather girl rubbed her 

cheek tenderly, vigorously against her man’s cheek and nuzzled it, she twinkled at the glitzy 

extra who felt she was looking into a mirror, she took her hands from her man’s back, the girl 

in the feathered hat stretched past her lover’s arms, they brushed fingertips and interlocked 

their little fingers. The theatre girl pressed hard against her man so he wouldn’t notice, but the 

other rested her chin on her man’s shoulder as if it was a windowsill, tolerated his embrace 

below while she kept lookout above.  

Harsh lights glared from the landing stage, they unlocked hands. You stand separated and 

have to disembark. They bumped into each other again on the little gangway, how quickly 

they’d lost contact. But at the hotel the theatre girl was pleased they had taken the boat.  

Next morning they drank coffee monosyllabically on the verandah. The man sat there and 

kept his money out of sight. When the waiter came with the bill she wanted to see his wallet, 

he let her take a look, there was one big note and several smaller. He said gravely: “We’ll make 

do with it.” Then it occurred to her she had to be home this evening because she had an 

audition tomorrow at noon. And she strolled moodily with him in the lovely sunshine and 

tormented him, he was meek as a lamb, he told her how beer drinking suited him now. Ever 

since he had forced himself to enjoy it by drinking a few pints regularly every day, he had 

become a sociable chap and never annoyed anyone; she should try it. 

And in the park he lay on the chilly grass and uttered intimacies that usually, he explained, 

he could achieve only after a few beers. She wanted to talk about his wallet, but he was lying 

on it, she was sitting upright beside him. He expounded to her on the beauties of nature, 

maybugs would soon be about, you shouldn’t torment them or keep them in cigar boxes, birds 

would return, that was his biggest joy in summer, to lie on his back in the woods and snooze.  

“I imagine that must be rather uncomfortable for your back,” she said. She was formal with 

him again.  

“No,” he said, “but it creases my jacket and I have to press it again afterwards.”  

She plucked grass and stuffed it in his ears. He indulged her. When she stuck some up his 

nose he asked her to leave one nostril free. “Young ladies always have such fancies,” he opined. 

“Last Whitsun one ran off with a boot of mine and I had to hop along the street in my sock.”  
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“Do you come on trips like this often?”  

“Since my wife died. If I could find a nice girl I’d marry her. But they’re all just out for fun.”   

The theatre girl: “But it’s a good deal, right? You have variety, and it doesn’t cost much.”  

“Don’t say that, child. When you add it all up, hat, suitcase, fares, everything for two 

people, hotel, food, drink, it’s a pretty penny. When you’re married it’s not half so much, you 

take everything with you and the wife pays her own share.”  

“The girls never do that?”  

“No. But they’re welcome to those few days.” 

This was her big enterprise. Suddenly she threw herself onto him and rubbed the grass she 

was holding into his face. He pushed her roughly away: “Now you’re just like all the others.” 

And he tidied himself, sat up and pulled her gently to him. “At your age girls only like to fool 

around. You’re not suited to be a regular housewife.”  

“But I have no intention of marrying you.”  

“I know, child.” 

That evening, on the way to the train, they met the couple from the boat again. The 

feather woman did not at once recognise the theatre girl. When the extra made a little motion 

of her head towards her cavalier, the girl with the feathers gave a mocking smile and extended 

clawlike fingers. They walked hand in hand to the station.  

“You look so cross,” whispered feather-hat.  

“Headache,” whispered the extra.  

“I understand,” feather-hat nodded. The two men looked gravely ahead, preparing for the 

journey. On the train they separated.  

The young lady rose in the esteem of her female colleagues, partly because of the little trip 

and partly from the new hat and handbag he had given her. Men kept a respectful distance, 

believing she was about to marry. She continued for a while to drink beer with the man, so as 

not to dispel this impression.  

But after Whitsun he dropped her. She spied on him, saw him at the back door of another 

theatre in his stiff black bowler, sagging trousers. I wonder, she thought angrily, if anyone will 

bite. And it wasn’t long before a girl turned towards him and he moved off. She followed for a 

few streets, she knew the way, they were going to his local. Maybe he’ll take her on a long 

holiday, he never spends anything on a girl. So she tells the theatre people that she’s broken 

off with the man, he wanted to marry her, a Christmas wedding would be best, he’s too old.  

Soon she found something else, because she was clever and would not give up. She was 

always afraid of contracting an infection or becoming pregnant. It was the same with the other 

girls, they spoke about it and gave each other advice, some never overcame their anxiety, some 
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showed bravado but all were afraid. The men were no different, they wanted rid of a girl as 

quickly as possible before they became hooked and had to support a child.  

And so it happened that an elegant man, a foreigner, was drawn to the girl, and for two 

short weeks of eternity never let her out of his sight. More transpired than she expected. He 

had money, he wasn’t stingy, during those weeks she couldn’t be at the theatre and so lost her 

position. With this Polish man she had love, joy, bliss. 

Then he vanished, leaving her a handful of money. And then the baby. Her youth was over.  

She became an usherette in a cinema, married a waiter. He had other girls. And like the 

man from the tavern he stood at the back door of theatres, lurking.  

When she followed him one day, there was the old man with the sagging trousers smoking 

a cigar. No one gave him a glance. When her husband had gone off she approached the old 

man. He didn’t recognise her, he looked the same as before. They went through the gate, he 

led her down the street she knew so well, to the same tavern. She wasn’t sure if she should go 

in with him. But why upset him. Inside he said the same old things. Alcohol sustained him. 

Only now he was more free with his money. He pushed a banknote across to her after the first 

beer and said: “Best give it away while you still have it, when you get old there’s no point 

saving. They don’t put it in the grave with you. Anyway, inflation’s taking its toll.”  

She looked at the banknote and tucked it away. If he’d given me money back then I would 

have a fine cavalier. Her thoughts reached this point, then she remembered her great love, the 

Pole, the joy, the bliss, she had found him in just the same way, then the baby came, and her 

husband. She sat on her stool for an hour, then the old man had had enough, he’d wait at the 

same place tomorrow, she pretended to agree. Then she went home. 

Her husband was not back yet. The baby was asleep. She rummaged in the wardrobe for 

the little box where she kept mementos of the Pole, no letters, no handwriting, but his gold 

watch wrapped along with its chain in one of his fine handkerchiefs, an armband, two ties he 

had worn and left behind at her place, and a coat button that had come loose on the last day 

and she had meant to sew back on. She wrapped the banknote in a sheet of paper, repacked 

the box and put it away in the wardrobe under her smalls.  

Then she sat by the lamp, knitting. For some reason she didn’t feel sleepy. She imagined 

she was at the cinema, endless scenes scrolled past. But she couldn’t make any of them out.  

When the waiter crept into the flat in his socks he was surprised to find her still up. She 

hemmed and hawed, said this and that, put away her things. He pushed in behind her under 

the blanket. 

She lay there for hours. Always pictures, memories churning, fireworks, she didn’t know 

what was happening to her. In the middle of the night, all at once it stopped. It burned itself 

out. She slept. 
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When she washed her face in the morning and saw herself in the mirror – the waiter was 

still asleep – she didn’t recognise herself. She looked tense and pale. A stranger in the mirror. 

The face moved with hers. On the boat she had looked at a young woman in a feathered hat, 

stretched hands out to her. The face in the mirror was still tense. She shivered, turned away. 

The man in the tavern was right, people grow old.  

She threw on some clothes, picked the baby out of the cot, carried it around the flat. It 

cried. Her husband wanted quiet. A long time passed before she was herself again.  

 

The Pole 

THE POLE WAS rich and elegant. He was young and good for nothing. He threw money out 

the window and thought nothing of it. He had many liaisons, girls included. His face seemed 

chiselled from stone, extremely regular, austere as marble, dark. This gentleman was always 

hoarse, and wore a big scarf around his neck. He never said much, though he was always 

contemplative. He seemed to pay close attention to long conversations, and some visitors 

thought to engage him in verbal sparring, but he never took the bait. 

Women threw themselves at him. Once in Berlin, where he was supposed to be studying, 

in the north of the city he saw a young, chic and rather discontented person on the arm of a 

complete oaf. He felt outraged, and followed them. They went into a cinema, the young 

person was miserable and didn’t notice him. He devoted his whole evening to the business 

and failed to reach his goal, for the couple did not separate, finally they went into a dingy 

building, they must be married. He persisted. A detective identified the extra. She was 

completely taken aback one morning, just as she was getting up, when the detective stood in 

her room and said he was not there on his own account, but for a friend who was interested in 

her. She liked the brisk detective.  

And then the Pole. She thought: it can’t be possible. That noble, austere face, the brown 

curly hair, the wonderful little mouth, and the huge mournful eyes. He feasted on her 

incredulity. For half a day she suspected the foreigner had evil designs, maybe he’d kidnap her 

to America or China, to that sort of house. Then she visited him at his hotel. He behaved like 

one possessed, because of her, because of her. He knew elegant ladies, wonderful dew-fresh 

girls were his to command, they sent him notes, phoned the hotel.  

He dressed the extra from head to toe. He still had enough sense not to move her in with 

him. He told the grave older man who accompanied him and played his secretary, Lukazinski, 

to threaten him with the revolver or tie him up if ever he took a notion to marry the girl. 

“Really, I’d like to, Lukazinski.” And he shook himself: “For heaven’s sake keep me from that.” 

It lasted two weeks, from a Thursday to the next but one. During this time, to avoid 

attention, he moved to another hotel. Every morning he repeated to the secretary his desire to 
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marry the girl, but only to elicit his objection, and when the other remained firm and warned 

him off he was satisfied, gathered his bouquet and went to see her. Finally, on a Tuesday, he 

took her on a motor tour. That lasted till the Thursday. He came back tired. When the 

secretary found him on Friday morning lying on the sofa still fully dressed, he asked if he felt 

unwell. The man turned his head and whispered:  

“No, quite well. Just my throat, I can’t speak.”  

He really had lost his voice. That very morning they went to a doctor already acquainted 

with the Pole, who examined him with speculum and swab. Then he sat quietly with 

Lukazinski in the hotel, looked through the mail that had piled up in the last few days, and 

was interested in all manner of trivia from the past week. That afternoon they left town. The 

young Pole stood in fur coat and hat, his companion beside him, at the washbasin in the room 

which was already being cleaned, and put a perfume bottle in his pocket: “You no doubt 

consider me a complete cad. Leaving like this with no goodbye.”  

 “Have you quarrelled?”  

“Absolutely not. Only I’m single again. It’s just the two of us, Lukazinski.”  

“Don’t strain your voice.”  

“So you don’t think me a complete cad.”  

“Come come.”  

“I think I am. But I can’t change anything.” 

And with a savage gesture at the last suitcase: So, off we go.  

In the train they remained thoughtful the whole afternoon. The secretary opined, when 

Jagna started up again: “I imagine you’d had enough of her, after two weeks.”  

“It was like an abyss. I’m still poised on the brink. But I can’t.”  

“She really wanted to marry you, I could see.”  

“Marry, nonsense. What would the damage be. Worse.” But he did not say what, and 

Lukazinski did not ask.  

The train sped on, the gentleman turned again towards the older man, smiled a somewhat 

pathetic and forced smile: “What a feeling, beaten up and escaping with just a black eye. 

About to be hung, and the pardon arrives.”  

The train belted out its iron song, rampaged under bridges, now and then raced through a 

tunnel emitting fearsome shrieks, they heard it, it dragged them along, held them in its mouth 

like a wild beast escaping the hunter. Jagna played with his rings, straightened his trousers 

above the knee: “Anyway, you understand what we’re doing now?”  

“First priority is your throat. We’ll stop for a couple of weeks in some sizable town. I’m 

looking now.”  
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“Why sizable? Why not just somewhere south?”  

“If you like. But you’ll need entertainment.”  

“True.” 

In the taxi after they had alighted in Munich, Jagna broke his hours-long silence: “No mail 

from her. And you don’t send money. Or anything.”  

The secretary nodded. An adventure. It was over.  

≈≈≈ 

But they did not travel on from Munich to winter sports. For in the hotel lobby the gentleman 

bumped into a clerical dignitary from his homeland, who at once took him by the arm and, 

brooking no resistance, took him along to a lecture by a Dominican monk, who was just 

starting a course on the Human Soul in the studio of a painter. The prelate wanted to say hello 

to the famous monk. 

The young Pole was delighted with this company of men and women that gathered once 

or twice a week. The studio was in a loft, itself forming a little house with stairs and balconies. 

A massive electric candelabrum hung from a rafter, the lights were shaded above so the ceiling 

lay in darkness, light blazed down from black night. Little rooms furnished like dolls’ houses 

opened off the balconies, visitors wandered around, rugs hung from the balconies, below were 

wooden statues from the Americas and Malaya, and a porcelain figure of Madonna and child. 

The artist had tidied his things away to one side behind a green curtain. The room was wide 

and warm, and had a slightly raffish air. Some fifty more or less elegantly attired ladies and 

gentlemen milled about, and after a while gathered around a lectern in one corner, which the 

Dominican mounted. Then the huge overhead lights went out, darkness enshrouded the 

people, the lectern light illuminated the monk’s strong healthy face, the round skullcap on the 

back of his head, the front of his habit. There was whispering from the balcony.  

Here is what the Dominican told the assembly, the gentlemen in evening dress who had 

shaved for the occasion, the lawyers and doctors who had completed their day’s appointments 

and now gazed expectantly at the man dressed as a monk, tired teachers from an academy of 

painting, some jovial bankers and their ladies, several art dealers, young men from a ministry 

and a handful of artists and journalists, and all their wives and girlfriends: 

“People concern themselves ever and again with two things: with God, and their own soul. 

As with the theory of God, so with the theory of the Soul: the leading light is Thomas Aquinas. 

And whatever the theory of the Soul may touch, or the theory of Man, it serves in the last 

resort as a reference point for life in which God is the centre, God all in all.” 

Young Jagna, spick and span as usual, dinner jacket, lacquered shoes, monocle, felt quite at 

ease in this remarkable room, among these strangers. He listened to the monk’s sonorous 

voice. It never occurred to him he might have some connection to these words. It was amusing 

how concerned everyone was for themselves, how they swaddled themselves in a huge serious 
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entity, for example in the monk and all these people left and right. There was something 

fantastically conspiratorial about the company which Jagna found particularly congenial, and 

so he took part with pleasure. Later the theme of the first lecture proper was announced: “Life 

is self-motion. It lives in organic and spiritual substances. Motion is action, activity, transition 

from one state to another.” 

Several guests left after this, barely half stayed for tea. Mr Jagna was introduced to some, 

normally people were too much for him, these he listened to gladly, they uttered banalities but 

it bothered him not at all. He made the acquaintance of several ladies, they commented on the 

lecture, the ladies praised the monk and were eager for the next gathering. Would Jagna be 

there. The prelate who had brought him took his leave with the utmost cordiality, hoped he’d 

led him to a good place.  

Jagna knew that in every situation there was a reason either to leave quickly or stay a while. 

He did not miss a single lecture, even enthused Lukazinski into coming – he put a brave face 

on it, though bored to death. But if his master wanted him along, something must be in play. 

You did not always know what, at first.  

Around the handsome Pole there began the usual female dance. They said: “How 

handsome and rich he is. What a lucky man.” The monk lectured from behind his lamp, 

preaching forcefully: “There are three kinds of life and three kinds of soul, the plant soul, the 

animal soul, and the spiritual soul of the human being. The pure spirit lives a spiritual life, the 

infinite spirit an infinite life.”  

Ladies sat around the handsome man. Without realising it, he had become a budding 

branch hung with a swarm of bees. They listened to the monk, but only enough to gather 

crumbs to serve as conversational openers with Jagna. Lukazinski, Jagna’s gatekeeper, basked a 

little in the reflected glow, this was nothing new, but in this city it took a particular turn. The 

crush, the enthusiasm of the ladies, their fervour even, was enormous. The little adventure 

with the extra had added a certain something to Jagna’s fascination, he had become even more 

stony and remote. That such stone-cold chiselled features could belong to someone living. His 

face had a kind of nacreous sheen. Lukazinski was no match for the people who thronged 

around Jagna. He, the gate to this enchanting creature, this seductive sport of nature, the gate 

turned out to be human. They hung on him, imploring. What wouldn’t they give for access, 

and since access was difficult, several contented themselves with the starter course. Lukazinski 

revelled in it. Not bad playing Leporello, even if his master was no Don Juan. 

And Jagna. To this swarm of bumble bees he appeared no less fantastical than the human 

soul depicted by the monk, with one crucial difference: he did not stand at the lectern in habit 

and skullcap, but showed his disturbingly, heart-throbbingly lovely face and eyes, mouth, 

expressive hands from an armchair. How glad they were at first, having climbed up five storeys, 

instead of unrelieved erudition to have come face to face with Jagna. Then they grew annoyed 
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with the monk for the effect he had on this man. The ladies, received with all propriety in the 

sitting room of his apartment, or at a restaurant for dinner, had to engage with him in 

conversations that – touched on the deepest questions. Jagna could not shake free from the 

trains of thought elaborated by the Dominican. The ladies kept urging him to talk to the 

Dominican, he was his best pupil, he should take up with him this topic they had just 

broached and alas been unable to drop, the monk would be delighted. But Jagna had no wish 

to do so, he wanted to discuss it with them, their suggestion irritated him. He avoided the 

monk. But all the more passionate were his conversations with the ladies in their lovely 

dresses, the ripe flesh and blood that attended him perfumed and draped in bright silks. 

Conversations with the wonderful unapproachable man became a nightmare for the ladies, 

enough to bring bitter tears to their eyes. You hang onto him like a hooked fish while he 

dangles on the theoretical profundities of saintly Thomas. You sit by orchids, on thick carpets, 

music tinkles, you drink sweet wine and relish the enchanting sight of a man you might have 

been very happy with. But if sometimes you forget yourself and touch that hand, the response 

is a look of profound suspicion. You let go, chilled, aghast. My God, what was that? 

In the enchanted darkened studio the monk addressed his congregation, whose numbers 

did not diminish, on the Values of Life. Man is the high priest of creation. He bears a great 

responsibility. Everything strives towards the spiritual. For although Man shares vegetative 

activity with plants, and sensory activity with animals, he has no real sensory soul of his own. 

Its role has been taken over by a spirit-soul. When he uttered the word ‘spirit-soul’, out of the 

darkness where the congregation sat came a lone, deeply affirming “Yes”. The monk, 

pleasantly surprised, looked up from his papers, people turned in their chairs, it was young Mr 

Jagna, chin resting on the seatback in front of him. You smile at one another, you know his 

passionate interest in these expositions. The monk emphasised that in man’s threefold life the 

streams do not run parallel alongside each other, but constantly intermingle in such a way 

that the lower life makes a foundation for the higher, and the higher refines the lower. Where, 

accordingly, everything is inclined to subject itself to the spiritual, it is exceedingly perverse of 

modern man to turn things upside down by placing the spiritual at the service of the sensory.  

Now you are in a very rarefied sphere. Refined and gratified, you stand and shake yourself 

for the transition back to the sadly inevitable mundane world.  

Gradually the figures of Jagna and Lukazinski became disagreeable to the monk. This arose 

from stories in which the young skirt-chaser persisted in quite transparent aims, thereby 

unexpectedly illustrating the meaning of his lectures. Here in the attic studio Satan dared to 

show himself in this lovely mask, what’s more had been led here by a Church dignitary. At the 

next meeting the monk angrily read out the scheduled chapter on the Provenance of Mankind. 

The human soul is not derived from matter, or from parents, but comes into existence only 

through the creative power of God. The same is true of the soul of the first man. As for the 

theory of man’s descent from monkeys, it is utterly false. And now the monk launched into a 
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vigorous and uncharacteristic rant. He admonished against laughing at monkeys. You can only 

weep for them. They are the mirror image of wicked and corrupt humanity. They are greedy, 

mischievous, vain, they imitate true people in such a way that one can speak bluntly of 

deception by evil spirits. Their cunning is repugnant. In fact the whole animal kingdom is 

replete with mocking images of humanity. Oh, if only those who have been blessed with the 

Holy Scriptures would also read the terrible book of Nature, where their shame is pilloried.  

Following this tirade the monk invited young Jagna to meet with him in the host’s private 

quarters. But the monk’s intention misfired. For he had never seen anyone so full of fear and 

trembling. Instead of launching into Jagna he had to speak kindly to him, release him with 

soothing words, and appoint a further meeting next day in the nearby home of the priest with 

whom he lodged.  

And with that, Jagna was finished with the philosophico-religious course. Distraught he 

left the monk’s room, skirted the studio and called Lukazinski to him in the cloakroom, where 

the shocked gatekeeper took him in charge. “Put on your coat,” Jagna spat. Outside as they 

drove through a snow shower to their hotel, Jagna cursed and in his room replayed the 

conversation for Lukazinski, who found it incomprehensible.  

“For God’s sake, Mr Jagna, there must be more to it than that. Else how could you wind 

yourself up into such a state?”  

Jagna, who had taken time only to fling his fur coat and cane onto a chair in the large 

comfortable room, paced seething, pale, trembling, eyes big and deepset, between mirror and 

sofa, from window to door, from one corner to the other.  

“It’s enough. It’s quite enough. Who is he to drag me to a reckoning? To whom do I owe a 

reckoning? What for? Who is this person? This monk?”  

“But he said nothing.”  

“He made me shout out.”  

Lukazinski recalled his own sins, maybe some of the ladies had mentioned something in 

confession, an awkward situation, the monk had targeted the wrong man. “Mr Jagna, please 

allow me to seek out the clerical gentleman tomorrow on your behalf.”  

“You’re crazy. You plan to betray me, deliver me up to this fellow.”  

For God’s sake, what’s happening here? “Well, if you don’t want me to, of course I shan’t 

go. I just thought I might be able to help.”  

Jagna, who had completely lost his voice, whispered: “Going to that, to that…” And he 

lowered himself onto the sofa, eyes wide, inwardly agitated: “We should extend not so much 

as a finger to them. Why did I have to go there? To learn something. Now he uses his position 

against me. He wants me. The Church is determined to have me.”  

“Is that what he said?”  
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“They’re trying to snare me. Why else did he summon me?” Jagna pounded the table with 

both fists: “Speaking to me as if I were a child.”  

“You didn’t have to go.”  

“He took me by surprise. I wasn’t prepared. He thought I’d surrender. He was going to 

shanghai me. He knew I’d had a pious upbringing, so he hoped to snare me.” He paced up and 

down: “I need no Church over me. Just wait! Before you know it they’ll restore the Inquisition.”  

Lukazinski’s suggestion next morning – they should simply move on – fell on stony ground. 

He wanted revenge. At noon Lukazinski, who sought out the monk without telling his master, 

learned nothing useful. The monk was most cordial, had been delighted with Jagna’s visit, it 

had made an extraordinarily positive impression on him. Another surprise for Lukazinski, that 

Jagna had made a good impression on the monk. “He is a shy, profoundly sensitive person,” 

the Dominican said. “God granted him beauty and thereby set him apart. This imposes a heavy 

burden on the young man, which obviously he feels. We want to help him bear it.” 

Jagna remained in a belligerent indecisive mood during the following weeks. The lecture 

course was over for him. Lukazinski maintained contact with ladies from the course, and saw 

how they mourned his absence: even the monk looks round for you every evening and asks 

what the problem is, of course some have been gossiping, but that’s not enough to put off a 

man like Jagna. Letters and flowers arrived at the hotel, Lukazinski displayed them in the 

sitting room, he knew Jagna liked that. Strange, he stood for ages stroking and sniffing the 

bouquets in their vases. If only he’d treat one of the donors so tenderly. He’d managed it with 

the extra, two whole weeks.  

A lady said to Lukazinski: “He’ll not delight us any more. I’m not unhappy. Others nurse 

their wounds. But I can tell you why, Lukas. That man is the vainest, most arrogant, most 

prideful creature ever to tread God’s earth. He has immeasurable wealth, and his beauty is a 

sin. He knows it, and they all adore him. The man is an old-time despot, a sultan living up 

there in his palace. You can’t even kiss his feet. Emperors in old Byzantium must have looked 

like that. And yet he is no Byzantine emperor. We – don’t laugh – we did come onto him a 

little too strongly, the gentleman showed himself ungracious, but the monk took a gamble. 

And he can’t tolerate that. Now his Polish Highness is in a sulk…” 

Lukazinski considered, shook his head: “I’ve been with him three years. I’m never allowed 

to come too close. If he won’t talk, I can’t ask. I am a simple man, I don’t understand him.”  

“Princes relish an excessive solitude.”  

“You’re joking. We get on well, because he knows I don’t understand him. He values that. 

He keeps his cards close to his chest.”  

“And is he unhappy? A lost love?”  

“It’s nonsense to talk of love where he’s concerned. I’ve been with him three years.” 
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Jagna determined to enjoy his stay in Munich. He settled in. He became easier to engage 

with. The gatekeeper was no longer needed. He was a pushover for women, but in a strange 

way that did not please all. He took them not as ladies, girls, but as things, animals. Like a 

trainer he made them jump like a poodle, hup! through the hoop, done. It was horrible, 

debasing. But he could do nothing else. Several enjoyed it nonetheless, and clung to him. 

Some ladies from the course came. Lukazinski asked him to keep his hands off, in case of 

scandal. “Why not scandal? When were we ever scared, Lukazinski?” Lukazinski sighed, 

Jagna’s mother had written, the Church dignitary had given good reports of her son, she hoped 

he was keeping to the path, the prelate said Jagna looked like a feather from an angel’s wing.  

Then this happened. A scientific conference took place in the city, attracting worthies 

from the region. Jagna wound the big scarf around his throat and mouth, left the hotel and 

strolled along the streets. In a passage beside an umbrella shop he spied a not quite young 

person, a neat woman, lady perhaps, middle class, looking in the window. She attracted him 

from behind and, when she turned aside, from the front as well. Her face was broad, healthy 

and stolid, with a fresh healthy complexion. She’s an honest housewife, has a husband and two 

brats. Why is it, the question darted through his brain, that I feel a connection with this 

woman that I never feel with one of my fine ladies, why can’t the fine ladies give me this, why 

must I always go to these? Then he stood beside her at the display window. She will surely 

move away. And she did. He followed her, determined to pursue the matter. The prey was run 

to earth in a dark alley with no one about. She only wanted to be unobserved. She acted 

shocked, uncertain. And then went with him. Since she kept stopping, it seemed she had a 

mind to flee but did not know when or how. 

In the company of women who meant nothing to him, Jagna was calculating, capable of 

anything. The woman’s banal face, simple manner, the coarse cut of her clothes, made her 

wonderfully appealing. He’ll soon find out who she is. It’s like peeling an onion. Perhaps she’s 

come out looking for adventure, he’s trapped her as a snake traps a bird, and she doesn’t know 

which way to turn. She wanted to buy an umbrella, she’d been visiting someone, meant to go 

home for supper, lay the table, those hungry sparrows her husband and two children would 

already be standing around the table drooling. And here he was, strolling with her.  

She could not pull away from this proud figure with its ivory features and inexhaustible, 

impudent, inconsequential chatter. Truly, my child, you need feel no embarrassment walking 

beside me in your cheap winter coat, finer and more experienced creatures than you have 

clung to me. 

And he did not beat about the bush. She was outraged when he pushed her into a cheap 

hotel in a side street they happened to be passing, their conversation hadn’t gone very far, she 

knew nothing about him, nor he of her. But she was unable to pull away from this man who 

had stood beside her at the umbrella shop. She wept in the street outside the old grey hotel, 
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yet dared not run away. And before she had thought it through he rang the bell, a maid with a 

candle opened up, and three minutes later they were in a narrow shabby room, a single bed 

along one wall, along the other a table with a green water pitcher and two glasses with no tray, 

a metal stand by the door with washbasin, ewer and hand towels. Whitewashed walls bare of 

pictures, a gas lamp on the ceiling. Everything declared without pretence: “This will do.” 

There was no lengthy love talk.  

Two hours later, when she wanted to go, he would not let her. She implored. He was 

merciless. She must stay. And she stayed. They slept till morning. Then he phoned his hotel 

and spoke to Lukazinski, who brought cash. Jagna did not know when he would return to the 

hotel. He had a wonderful time all that day. The respectable woman, who refused to reveal her 

name, was desperate to go, he wouldn’t let her leave the hotel, they ate there, he wanted to be 

with her one more day and night. She begged him at least to let her send a message to her 

husband – they’ll be looking for me, I’m ruined – but he prevailed, and she knew this would be 

the only occasion, never again, and threw herself into his arms and it was like a veritable abyss. 

The thought twitched in him during those hours: I’m in my grave again, nothing in the 

world makes me happier, I’d like to stay here, stay here forever, for the rest of my life. Oh, if 

only I’d been born here, if only my whole existence had taken this course. Cursed the parents 

who bore me, they let me go bad and become the blackguard I am.  

And he clasped her tight, this blissful woman. How long before I send you on your way 

and you will be nothing and I shall be nothing. 

≈≈≈ 

His desire to play with her, frighten her, oh this desire grew and was great and enormously 

authentic, he loved her for it, and she was in ecstasy when his kisses made this plain.  

In the afternoon at coffee in the hotel’s lounge – they never left the little hotel – she told 

him something of herself. Little housekeeping worries. She had come on a week’s visit with 

her husband to a scientific conference, her husband was a professor, a poorly paid science 

teacher, she had to make it stretch, they needed this and that for themselves and the children 

– she really did have two children, which pleased Jagna, he gave her a hug across the table – 

she explained that everything was terribly difficult and every month when payday came it 

involved more juggling.  

Then Jagna asked if he might make her a little present, and pushed a banknote across, he 

had no intention of insulting her, she went red, stared, clutched his hand imploringly, he 

insisted on stuffing the note into her handbag, she passed a hand over her eyes, but he put his 

arm around her again as they sat there, she felt blissful at his side, and as they sat cheek to 

cheek she thought: I’m glad my husband brought me along to the conference, I’ll make him 

feel better, bring him something, his cigars, oh if only I could take this man home with me, he 
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could live in the same street and bring me presents now and then, I could be an even better 

housekeeper.  

She consented to remain his prisoner for one more night in the hotel, he had the 

chambermaid buy necessaries, underwear, comb.  

But while he was trying to decide what should happen, that night brought it to an 

unexpected, wonderful conclusion. The police turned up. The hotel was notorious. At first, 

when she heard the knocking and the command: “Open up! Police!” the woman wanted to 

leap up and throw herself from the window. As Jagna put on some clothes and opened the 

door, she hid under the bedclothes. A detective showed his badge, allowed Jagna to provide 

proof of identity at the door. Then a whole gaggle came along. Meanwhile Jagna finished 

dressing. It was a jolly adventure, a tremendous conclusion, he thought only of the woman, 

relished her as she dressed, jabbering in confusion, tried to reach the window, was held back.  

She had no papers. They would not let her off, she had to go with the police. And as he 

stood there in fur coat and hat, booted and spurred, the scene brought him one more big 

pleasure. The officer asked how he had met this woman. The answer was easy. They were 

talking in the little gaslit corridor, the door to the room stood half open, the chambermaid was 

helping the woman dress, they must hurry. So Jagna replied: “I spoke to her outside a shop, 

she let me take her along, I paid her.” 

From inside the room the woman screamed, the officer angrily shut the door, it was night, 

they should be quiet. Jagna looked at him and shrugged: “I paid her. She can’t deny it. She 

explained her circumstances to me. There’s a little contribution there on the table.”  

Jagna can leave. He turned slowly away listening in delight and love to the woman’s 

screams. He turned back: “Perhaps I can help calm her.”  

He stepped past the detective, opened the door himself, she was sitting bolt upright, hat 

on her head, she hit him in the face, the chambermaid shouted: “Go away, sir!” He went, it was 

fine, even though his lip was split.  

And then, fur collar upturned, he strolled slowly along the deathly silent dark streets to his 

hotel, and Lukazinski was astonished when he woke him up and spent an hour sitting on his 

bed chatting, with his bleeding lip and a glass of cognac, in an excellent mood.  

≈≈≈ 

The road to crime was paved with such pleasures. When Jagna had finished the tale, 

Lukazinski declared bluntly that he found his behaviour abhorrent. His cold smug master did 

not lose composure, stressed that he was not about to argue morality when not even clerics 

could make progress in that direction. “The woman came with me, the professor’s wife, and 

she even stayed. Then she ran out of breath. I was stronger than her. She wasn’t up to it. Pah, 

it should be a matter of indifference to us if once in a while we’re asked to pay.” 
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After the adventure with the professor’s wife, things really did take a turn. Jagna was 

unstoppable. Lukazinski urged him to return to his parents’ estate, even travelled there 

himself to report to Jagna’s mother how things stood with her son, but not too explicitly in 

case he himself might attract blame. They concluded that his allowance was too high, she 

reduced the remittances. It made no impression on Jagna. When Lukazinski reported that his 

parents’ income was dropping, he really should find a proper profession, maybe take an 

interest in the estate in the not too distant future, Jagna laughed him off: “Whatever for?”  

“They let it fall into ruin, Mr Jagna. Their managers are useless.”  

“So, that’s life, why shouldn’t they go under, no one can stop them. At the worst we shall 

have no income. The world will go on. Perhaps even without us.” 

The conversation had reached a critical point. Lukazinski did not press it further. Jagna 

himself reverted to it a few days later, his face drawn and sallow: “Your talk of my income has 

done me good. I’ve seen people here who have a regular income. I’ve no wish to be like them.”  

He pulled petals from flowers and blew them across the table. Suddenly he ground his 

teeth, swung his fists, his voice was almost restored to its usual rasp: “Would you like to see 

my heart?” Jagna suddenly brandished a balled fist: “It’s like this, small, hard, fat, a fat fellow, 

an old fellow, sitting idle beside the hearth, warms himself, drinks, and won’t be spoken to. A 

peasant, a ruffian, a donkey. When you come to him he sleeps and eats and drinks and is 

unavailable for consultation. The world might be ending, and he’s not available. If you throw 

me in the water, the body rots away around it, but this thing in my breast wriggles out, rolls in 

the sand, and there it lies and beats and goes on living. If I could just grab it with my hands 

and rip it out to see what it’s made of. Lukazinski, I dream sometimes, ergo I’m alive, ergo I 

exist. Occasionally I recall something by the light of day. I assure you I am speechless to think 

that I can dream.”  

“What is wrong, Mr Jagna?”  

“I don’t know.” Jagna has turned his face away with a sob: “I believe it would be best to go 

off to war, to battle. I was born at the wrong time. That’s the problem.” 

Lukazinski was astonished at this unwonted flow of words, it was not a good sign. Jagna’s 

whole demeanour was wild and uncertain. “Yes, into battle! You fling yourself into the struggle, 

bullets, explosions, wounds, death, and an end to the whole mess.”  

Lukazinski grasped him by the shoulders: “Such dreams, in broad daylight.”  

Jagna, by the wall, frowned, preoccupied by something: “Wait. So they want to keep me on 

a tighter rein. Good. I shall join the army.”  

“We talked about that.”  

“It’s a thought.” But it came not to departure and a trip to the recruitment office, but to a 

conventional affair, albeit with a gruesome twist. 
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≈≈≈ 

In a bar Jagna made the acquaintance of two young Germans. They went together to gambling 

clubs. The two young Germans were, like him, sons of rich parents and had passions that 

helped them while away their lives: gambling, sports, alcohol. They were farther down that 

road than Jagna. They were utterly reckless. They owned motors that they took on wild road 

trips. From them Jagna learned, among other things, the joys of speed and an amusing trick 

for picking up passers-by and deriving entertainment of some sort from them. These were 

mostly women. Since they raced on, never alighting, soon they were everywhere and nowhere, 

and on the way all laws were suspended. 

Once Jagna was returning with Lukazinski from a trip to the mountains. Traffic into the 

city was slow. Driving close to the pavement, by the light of a street lamp he saw a solitary 

lady turn slowly into a dark side alley. He made Lukazinski climb out and set off in pursuit. 

Success! The pretty lady with the stylish face behind a veil – little hat perched like a shell on 

the back of her wavy black hair, long mohair coat, violet dress, she was wearing high shiny 

overshoes – pointed the way into the city under the light of the corner lamp. And when she 

smiled because he stood there trying to think up another question, he smiled too, and after a 

few questions about the suburb they happened to find themselves in, invited her to ride into 

the city with them. They had dinner that night, he brought her back. She allowed herself to be 

picked up next afternoon for an excursion, he had no idea who he was dealing with. Now he 

managed a good look at her. 

She was almost as tall as him. She wore the mohair coat open, revealing a shiny black dress 

with no belt, a silver guitar hung at her breast under the wide décolletage. Her full face 

radiated vitality, her lips were generous, thick, rising in the middle and falling in a curious way 

at the corners, so she always seemed to be sulking. Her hair was parted in the middle, falling 

in a dense bun at her neck. At the moment when she took her seat beside him in the car and 

tucked the coat away behind her, Jagna was enchanted with the way she put her left hand up 

to the bun and ruffled it while she was talking. She rolled her r’s.  

As they drove she confided her misfortunes to him. Her husband had left her a week ago, 

she was looking for someone she could speak frankly with. Then he had an irrepressible 

feeling: he did not know how this would unfold. He hung in lecherous excitement on every 

word she said, he had her on a line, must reel her in. She said she was sure her husband would 

come back, he’d done this before, it was hard for her to put such things behind her but she 

loved him, he had given her life meaning, so she was grateful to him, he was a famous 

orchestral conductor in the city, a composer too, and his best work still lay ahead of him.  

As evening came after this friendly calm day and they stopped outside her suburban house, 

it was already inevitable that she would invite him – maybe he’ll decline – to spend half an 
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hour with her. They drank tea. And then – initiated nervously by her, he held back – a love 

scene played out. She offered herself, he lost all restraint. 

What happened to her, how he demeaned and shamed her and left her lying there, 

belongs in the same chapter that began with the professor’s wife. This time it ended just 

before a death. He said: I am in an abyss, one day it will end like this.  

She waited for him next day and the three days following. Letters came from her husband. 

In her disgraced condition she had no way to respond. She wanted an apology from Jagna, 

some sign of humanity. Nothing came. She had fallen into the hands of a scoundrel.  

And just at this time it happened that a minister’s train was attacked in central Germany, 

the track was destroyed, several witnesses saw a suspicious man with a motor car at the site of 

the incident. They gave a thorough description, and when this woman who was also seeking a 

missing man saw the description on the wanted posters, the thought came to her in icy horror: 

it’s the man who was with me, it’s him! She was absolutely sure of it for a day and a night. Next 

morning the post brought another letter from her husband announcing his return, and 

imploring her to forgive him this time too. She dressed, walked past the concierge, and in a 

wood threw herself under a suburban train.  

Jagna’s name did not emerge in this affair, she left not a trace of it in the intimate suicide 

note to her husband, in which she asked forgiveness. But Jagna was brought into the case 

through the crude treachery of his two young German friends. He had told these cronies about 

his adventure, and they thought little of it. But now, with the suicide in the papers attracting 

attention because of the husband’s name, they discovered scope for mischief. Let’s do an 

experiment, see how the proud Pole reacts. Through one of their ladies they provided 

information to a reporter from an afternoon scandal sheet, he wrote up a report that in its 

essentials was not far from the truth. The police called the Pole in. He declined to respond to 

the story in that rag, did not deny knowing the lady. Anyway it was a private matter, surely 

they don’t accuse him of pushing her under the train. They let him go. But a week after the 

funeral the husband barged into the hotel, and Jagna let Lukazinski show him in.  

A lamentable sight. Tall Jagna, wrapped in a green silk dressing gown, stood up from his 

armchair to face a young man in black, as tall as he, with a brown goatee, twisting a black 

slouch hat in his hands. As Lukazinski closed the door behind him and he had his first glimpse 

of Jagna – this is the room, this the man – his legs gave way and he sank to his knees on the 

carpet by the door, hands outstretched, and groaned and groaned. Jagna came to his aid. He 

had let him in to find out what else the two Germans might have revealed. The man allowed 

himself to be lifted up, and staggered to an armchair on the other side of the table. Jagna 

pushed the blue vase aside to see him.  

“You must excuse me for troubling you with matters that strictly speaking only concern 

my family. You have become involved in a most shocking manner. I never suspected, I never 
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envisaged this, it’s all my fault.” And he bent groaning over his hat, which he clutched to his 

knees in both hands.  

Jagna regarded him. 

“Marianne left me a letter giving no details. Then I read this in the paper. You refused to 

explain. I understand. But I can’t see clearly. It’s like being hit by lightning. She told me 

nothing. What happened?” 

Jagna: “Did someone send you here?” 

“No no. She’s my wife. When I left her she was in blooming health. My unhappy fate drove 

me away, my damnable frivolity, I depended on Marianne. If I could be sure of anyone, 

anything in the world, it was Marianne. What happened? Tell me. I shall be struggling with 

this for the rest of my life.” 

“You read all about it in the paper.”  

“Why do you say that? I never believed it for a second.”  

“Did you believe your wife could kill herself, before this?”  

The man shifted and looked across the table: “No.”  

“Well then.” 

“The paper said you’d never seen my wife before, and didn’t see her in the days before her 

death.” 

“It’s true.” 

“No one believes it. You were having an affair with her. It’s my fault. She destroyed your 

letters.” 

“No.” 

“And when I left she threw herself at you and then she made an end of it.” 

“Apparently she received a last letter from you.” 

“She couldn’t trust me any more. She regretted her affair with you.” 

“If you like.” 

“Please, don’t say such things: if you like. Consider, Mr Jagna, every word you say here – for 

this will be our only conversation – will be branded on my brain until I die. I shall forever hear: 

if you like. I do not like. I must settle accounts between her and me. I have placed her hat, her 

little veil on the table in our house, her mohair coat on a chair, just as if she’s about to go out 

and I ask her where to. And the umbrella with the bird’s head, no doubt you remember it.” 

“I don’t remember it.” 

“You do. She’d carried it for half a year. Perhaps you gave it her.”  

“I gave her no presents.” 
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“You keep to your story because you refuse to grant me the truth. But that is only because 

you don’t know how relations were between Marianne and me.” 

“Sir, please, I do not ask for details of your family circumstances.” 

The man rested an arm on the table, hesitated: “But you knew my wife.” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you hate me?” 

“No.” Jagna clenched his teeth. 

“Then you’ll understand why I come here begging for help. Oh Mr Jagna, if you only knew 

everything that has happened, I am broken, her mother knows of the tragedy and hovers 

between life and death. Nothing can help us, only the truth. Tell me the truth, unadorned, 

keep nothing back, do not think to spare me, I have no desire for games at a time like this. 

And then for Marianne’s sake, who surely meant something to you and whose husband I 

remained to the last, in spite of everything.” Now he was sobbing: “I was faithful to her, I never 

meant it seriously, I swear, I raise my voice to God, he shall judge if I’m telling the truth, she 

must have told you otherwise. I was good to her, I loved her, she was everything to me, 

everything, my life.” 

“Then why did you abandon her?” 

“She should have trusted me during those months, I could have explained to her.” 

“What months?” 

“When you were seeing her.” 

“I told you, I knew her for just two days.” 

The man sat upright in the armchair, rested his head on one hand. He searched Jagna’s 

face, Jagna did not flinch. 

“So it is true?” 

Jagna said nothing. 

“Then I don’t understand.” 

Jagna made as if to rise and looked nervously around the room, towards the door, the 

meeting was coming to an end. The man understood. He stood, gazed into his hat but made 

no move. 

“This conversation cannot end like this, Mr Jagna. You insist you knew her for just two 

days. I’m not the kind of man who as a husband demands an accounting in such a situation. 

But an explanation, dear Heaven, after I’ve told you everything, after you see what a terrible 

riddle this death is for us all, you who experienced the last days, at least the last days, with her, 

you must surely help with an explanation.” 



Alfred Döblin  AMAZONAS Volume 3 

A New Jungle Page 30 

 

“I spent two days with her. Experienced is too strong a word. Those were not the last days 

before her death.” 

“And what happened in those two days, grant me this at least.” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because – I have no connection with you. This conversation is now really at an end.” 

But the man just stood there looking at Jagna, the handsome stony fellow in the green 

dressing gown which he now drew tighter around him.  

And suddenly the man, as he stood there looking at Jagna, seemed seized by emotion. He 

saw Jagna – with Marianne’s eyes. He stood before him – like Marianne, who had been his wife, 

and this is a fine elegant man, a seducer according to the newspapers, and he did not deny it, a 

man who exploited her abandonment and then threw her away. 

And without conscious thought he drew a revolver from his coat pocket, and fired.  

Jagna, who had been expecting this ever since the man arrived, fell to one side and fired 

from below simultaneously with the man’s second shot, just as Lukazinski came rushing in.  

Jagna was hit behind the ear. The man lay motionless.  

The man died next day in hospital, liver wound, internal bleeding. They extracted the 

bullet from Jagna. A week later he was transferred to a prison hospital. Public opinion would 

not allow Jagna, who had murdered the husband after the wife, to go free. They needed to pin 

something on him, and under pressure of public concern they embarked on a wide-ranging 

investigation of the circumstances.  

But the Pole, lying in the prison hospital, was like a horse that has shied and run away with 

the cart, has crashed the cart and now stands trembling and foam-flecked. Other prisoners 

pushed newspapers at him with gossip about his case. He never read them. Lukazinski sat on 

his bed, he felt it was partly his fault, wavered between concern for his employer and anxiety 

about his own position. Jagna consoled him from under thick bandages. Once he expressed a 

view about his situation: “Why all this fuss? Everything is as it should be. The woman wanted 

some fun with me, and she had some. I took my fun. I can’t offer endless entertainment. Then 

that musician. An idiot. I spared him a lifetime of arguing with his wife. Now he’s caught up 

with her after only a week’s delay. They can both slander me up there, and sort out all their 

misunderstandings.” 

The vigorous Dominican from the lecture course visited. He thought the invalid, caught up 

in some bloodcurdling affair, needed talking to. Jagna was obdurate. He told the monk: “Why 

come to me in particular. Talk to anyone else but me. Talk to yourself.”  

The monk could not believe his ears, he controlled himself: “I believe we are all sinners. 

But I believe in God and the salvation he brings.” 
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Jagna shrugged, indifferent. The monk became angry, he bent over the invalid: “Are you 

baptised? Are you a Christian?”  

“I’m baptised, but no Christian. It’s something for an evening’s conversation. But it leads 

nowhere.” 

“Unhappy wretch. You don’t believe in God?” 

“No, certainly not.” 

When the monk had gone, the patients in the neighbouring beds started applauding Jagna. 

He heard, blanket pulled over his head.  

He was collected by Lukazinski. The investigation was closed. He allowed himself to be led 

back to his country like a bull on a rope. But he did not go on to his home, to his mother. He 

stayed in Cracow, where he wandered aimlessly. He sat silent for hours in St Mary’s church. At 

first Lukazinski feared he would revert to his bad old ways. He wrote to Jagna’s mother: “He 

seems to be growing pious. He started down this road already in Munich. Now he seems set on 

it. It gives me pleasure to report this.”  

But one day Jagna ran away. The letter he left behind read: 

“You will have to do without me for a few weeks. I do not see why I need a 

guardian. You will recall our discussion after you heard from my parents that my 

allowance was to be curtailed. I was supposed to learn some sensible trade. My 

dear man, I have known for a long time all the sensible things a man can learn. On 

that occasion I made desperate and stupid remarks about my heart. My heart is 

clever enough. But you are all too modest. There is nothing to restrain us. People 

forge ahead. I could forge even farther ahead. You know how far I went along that 

road. I do not enjoy it any more. I shudder in the face of the next stage, but know 

nothing other than the next stage. Then again, I fail to see why a man has a head. 

You assume that the purpose of a man’s head is to persuade him to go along with 

the general enterprise. I think otherwise, but have not yet reached the end. 

“You will see me again in a few weeks, provided you do not alert the police or come 

hunting for me yourself.” 

Despite this, Lukazinski sought out several detectives through his social contacts. Jagna 

must have spotted them, because he disappeared from various small mountain resorts in the 

Carpathians as soon as the detectives confirmed his presence. The cash he had taken with him 

would be exhausted within two months. He made no contact.  

Now the police were alerted. After a few months they closed the case. Jagna was nowhere 

to be found within the country. He might have gone abroad.  

He remained missing. 
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The two young Germans 

THE TWO YOUNG Germans first met at school. Their fathers were already acquainted, their 

origins were in the North Sea fishing industry, together they had established a fish smoking 

and preserving business. Little by little they built up a small fleet, and grew rich. The father of 

one of them was long since dead. The father of the other had still lived until a few years before, 

grey-haired and cheerful, in a decaying villa near Berlin. 

While still at school the two young men understood very well that if you want to get on 

you must study hard and work hard. This attitude was shared by the rest of their class, a few 

numskulls excepted. At home their fathers lectured them: 

“You can’t rely on people.  

“People are worse than ravening beasts.  

“One hand washes the other.  

“There’s no such thing as free.  

“If you’ve nothing to offer, people will show no mercy.  

“Keep your chin up.  

“As soon as we’re dead people will pester you, try to trip you, you’ll be left without a penny. 

Read about the Rockefellers, Vanderbilts, all the railroad and oil kings. Then you’ll know how 

it goes. Not all beggars in the street were born beggars, some were fleeced alive. But the 

Rockefellers and Vanderbilts are on top, they control politics, and if they fancy they build 

churches, schools, and no one interferes with them. If you flirt with the workers, in the fashion 

of the day, you may think yourselves sophisticated, but we want nothing to do with sons like 

that, we’ll disinherit you.” 

The young men had no thought of such folly. From the heart they took life seriously. They 

were the cleverest in their talented class. By the time they left school they played sports, their 

first love affairs were behind them. They threw themselves into university studies in various 

faculties, Science, Law, History, Philosophy. It seemed a little Faustian, but was rather 

something else: they aimed to peep behind the curtain of these disciplines so that, later on, 

philosophers and learned men could not pull the wool over their eyes. But even without this, 

the lay of the land was already clear to them. 

They were a different breed of youth than those earlier legions of poets and dreamers who 

stood around, lay around, smoked, composed verses, played music, debated far into the night. 

Erwin Posten and Heinrich Klinkert studied in order to cope with their times, and when they 

cast an eye over history they could find no time that suited them better than the twenties of 

the twentieth century. The so-called World War had just ended, Germany was in the throes of 

powerful changes. You had to know the score if you wanted to seize the day, and anything 
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with any strength was drawn to seize the day because all was in flux, state, society, church, 

laity, industry, trade. 

Erwin Posten was the stronger of the two. Of medium height, broad, everything about him 

was broad, he was sculpted in right angles, his nose was broad and so his eyes, set deep in 

their sockets, lay far apart in the expanse of his face, and a thick fold of skin ran like a train on 

a mountain track from eyebrow to eyebrow across the top of his nose, lending him a strangely 

glowering air even when he was cheerful. Football and rowing had developed his shoulders 

and legs. Clearly this muscular chap was not to be trifled with. From early on he was drawn to 

marriage and family; the young stalwart soon gave up the usual nonsense with females. This 

too set him apart from the young men of earlier days. He avoided love affairs because they led 

nowhere, and he found the emotional wear and tear abhorrent. Airy youths with higher 

interests and a mincing walk made him nauseous, and the same went for his friend Klinkert.  

Both considered their country, Germany, horribly obsolete from top to bottom, 

everywhere you saw signs of a disintegrating moribund age. There were student lodges where 

old songs were sung and useless sabres were worn; what good were romantic castles and 

knights, they were all idlers, ruining themselves with drink. The female students were better, 

they understood the times and crammed diligently for exams. They tried to out-compete the 

men, otherwise picked up whatever lay in their path. But the stupid thing was, they thought 

they should excel in manliness, the sad stale masculinity of the day. This came from their 

status as slaves yearning for freedom; now they made love in every way, a phenomenon 

straight from the middle of the previous century. In the main, the students at the university 

were as pathetic as you might expect. A dull crowd from common stock, not bad, hoping for a 

foot in the professions, but what a tepid and scatterbrained crowd, sleepwalking its way to the 

cultivation of its so-called mind, a vegetable patch good only for a dog to lift its leg. 

Posten’s friend and contemporary Klinkert had the same practical and sober outlook, but 

was less tough and thuggish than Posten, who really was a ruffian. Klinkert’s childhood home 

harboured an educated mother, who died not long after the imperious father. From her he had 

acquired a certain sense of “ideology”, to Posten’s annoyance. But Klinkert overcame his 

atavistic mood changes and directed them into music; he was an excellent pianist, Schumann 

and Brahms his favourite composers.  

The experience of the two youths during those few years at universities in Berlin and 

elsewhere differed from the boisterous fraternities of an earlier and the vegetable passivity of a 

later period. “That I may detect the inmost force Which binds the world, and guides its course; 

Its germs, productive powers explore, And rummage in empty words no more!” as the learned 

sorcerer Faust declared. These two certainly had no desire to rummage in words. What holds 

the world together, at heart, is the deed. The only question was: what deed? 

≈≈≈ 
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Klinkert took a young lady with him to Heidelberg on the Neckar, an elegant thing who played 

housewife in his apartment – “She’s an orphan, an officer’s daughter,” he excused himself to 

Posten, “I’m giving her a helping hand for a year or two, and she’s nice to have around” – for 

Klinkert must have his comforts. He was taller and thinner than Posten, had a severe, clean-

shaven face, grey penetrating eyes. He provided his little group (a few young people swiftly 

gravitated to them) with essential food for thought.  

They had no time for the state they lived in, this “Weimar abortion”. It was a blessing to 

have such a state, for it was weak; the previous one had been no less rotten, but robust. “Our 

strength lies in technology and industry. We have left behind a soft sleazy age. We live in the 

age of steel. We tolerate no debate about the utility or inutility of money, possessions, poverty, 

about ‘the new order’ and so on. Anyone waiting for justice, humanity and the Bible has 

already lost. Phrases about ‘Mammonism’ and ‘the equality of man’ are just as contrived and 

empty as their opposites. We must understand that there is no time left. Every superfluous 

thought is as damaging as grit in the gears.  

“Our conception of morality derives neither from the Gospels nor from Kant, not from 

Nietzsche, nor from ourselves. We proceed logically, according to current circumstances. Our 

intelligence kicks in when the situation demands it. Immorality is whatever does not fit the 

situation. Immorality is refusing to let the situation decide. On what grounds can you refuse 

the situation its rights? On grounds of inadequate precision, attachment to superannuated 

ideas. – It all depends on what we want: reality, or merely the dregs of thought. Conserving the 

past is a task for museums. We are not even free to leave things as they are. Things simply 

don’t stay as they are. And power relations change even if you leave them to themselves.  

“You must put to the test the endowment you carry within you of spirit, feelings, will – 

what you usually think of as your Self. We are surrounded and filled by ghosts! We are ghosts! 

This is not to impugn our parents and grandparents. Thousands and thousands of people 

spend their whole life wrapping their flesh around dead wishes. Meanwhile, reality becomes 

stunted. Primitive tribes practice a cult of the dead, nothing but prayers and sacrifice. We 

sacrifice ourselves to the dead. Could anything be more stupid, was there ever a greedier 

Moloch than the one we sacrifice ourselves to?” 

Then thoughts were set in train that harked back to the teachings of the late Klinkert and 

Posten pères. “Don’t think it’s all right to be lazy just because you have thoughts, education, 

material comforts. Others will overtake you. You can’t hide yourself away like Harpagon with 

his coins and his thoughts and bury them in the garden. For even if you don’t know what’s 

going on, others do.” 

Klinkert sat upright on his backless stool. It was the only one of its kind in this low room. 

A big light-grey sofa along the wall filled one corner, a big carpet with a red and black pattern, 

a small bookstand with about fifty books in two rows, under the wide window a metal desk 
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with attachments, half a dozen light grey metal chairs. Klinkert’s place was on the stool at the 

window; you couldn’t imagine him lounging back.  

Klinkert explained: “The big, clear, simple examplar is not the noble hero-figure of olden 

times. The momentous times of great men lie behind us. Our symbol is the Machine. Some say 

that God created mankind. If so – let’s assume – then we are now in an age when the Created 

has overtaken the Creator as the order of the day. We have brought forth machines, and they 

are the masters to our apprentices, and arem destined to overtake us.”  

From his waistcoat pocket he pulled out a small pair of scissors on a chain: “Christians 

used to carry a cross around with them, a remarkable custom, very widespread, people fought 

wars over it, fortunately we no longer understand this. There’s nothing useless about these 

nickel scissors, two loops for the fingers, you squeeze, it cuts. That is our style: clear, relevant, 

correct. If you read an old book and find yourself puzzling over cockeyed notions, and then 

look at these scissors, you have to thank them, they restore your balance. The scissors are the 

better philosopher. They stand above all those ancient heroes. My scissors remind me of 

Socrates, who went among the fatal Sophists and with a few simple questions shook them out 

of their received ideas. The masses didn’t like this, being lazy, abstract, a dead object. What do 

the masses like? Schnapps. Give them schnapps and you’re their god. If it was all up to the 

masses, we’d still be sitting in the jungle.” 

His girlfriend was the ash-blonde Marie Schön, a Catholic, who worshipped him. She 

asked her stereotypical questions, he listened patiently, for despite his unbending nature 

Klinkert was always extremely courteous and patient. 

“Well yes, it’s all totally true, so totally right what you say, Heinrich. I think we all feel it. 

But would you I wonder explain to us now how we should conduct ourselves and what you 

propose. I quoted Hamlet to you a little while ago: ‘The world is out of joint – O cursèd spite, 

That ever I was born to set it right!’ You don’t like that quote, but I don’t understand why not.”  

Klinkert nodded, thoughtful and obliging, his expression unchanged: “The world is not out 

of joint, Marie. Nor are we out of joint. The world is on the brink of going rotten through our 

own cowardice and lack of clarity.”  

She sighed: “Your answers are all like that, Heinrich. I’m sure we’d like to hear more. You 

see, Nietzsche said the same thing about the masses. Perhaps you have the same idea as him.”  

He raised a hand and snapped his fingers: “Pas du tout. I grant him the Superman and 

Dionysus. Hymns are remote from me.”  

He picked up a leaflet lying nearby: “Someone writes here: ‘The modern world, in the 

fullness of its power, in possession of a tremendous technical capital, thoroughly infused with 

purely objective methods, has failed to create alongside this a politics, an ethics, an ideal, a 

civil or criminal legal system, capable of harmonising with the forms of life it has brought 

forth, or even with the forms of thought that have imposed themselves gradually on everyone 



Alfred Döblin  AMAZONAS Volume 3 

A New Jungle Page 36 

 

as a result of the general spread and expansion of a specifically scientific spirit.’ That’s the 

Frenchman Paul Valéry. I make no enquiries as to politics, ethics, ideals. I dispute that the 

modern world is suffused with objective methods. The exact opposite is true. It is suffused 

with mythology, with convictions, beliefs, the dross of earlier centuries. These pass themselves 

off as reality in the midst of our present reality. It’s as if at carnival time all the beggars and 

tramps pour into town, and are allowed to sit at table with everyone else. So they eat 

everything up. No forms of thought are imposed on the people of today. What we need to do, 

in fact, is create forms of thought suited to the age. In reality, technology and industry have 

pushed themselves to the fore and conjured up chaos. We face this chaos. We must push back.” 

“So you want to tidy things up, Heinrich?”  

He gave her a friendly smile: “You always like things tidy. I talk about what is appropriate 

for us to do, and what is dross. Our moral concepts, our political concepts are all strongly 

implicated in the chaos. Not to speak of art. Please, look at the scissors. They open, and cut. 

Our thought-tools must achieve the same simplicity and purity. 

“We must not shy from applying them to all our institutions: justice, education, training, 

family, and to relations between enterprises and workers, even the state itself. The state 

should retreat before the demands of strictly technical thinking. The state will find itself the 

target of our sharpest attacks.”  

Everyone stopped breathing. After a pause someone asked: “And what role does money 

play in this?”  

Klinkert: “The terror of the workers, capitalism. You should trouble yourself as little about 

the feelings of workers as of rentiers. Poverty is not justified and cannot be justified, and 

money is inherited or accumulated power. Not when it’s kept in a box. Only when put to use. 

What creates a use for money? Technology, and its application to industry.” He hesitated and 

looked at his hands, the slender pianist’s fingers: “You shouldn’t allow any questions of 

workers or proletariat to arise. They’re a sign of polluted thinking, of spoilage through 

outmoded morality, of incapacity to become possible. You don’t leave flammable materials 

lying about the house.” 

The young men in the room were silent and thoughtful. It was the energy and hardness 

with which he spoke that fired them. Even Marie – known here as Margarethe to Heinrich’s 

Faust – became thoughtful, was elated and had no idea what to say. There was a tension about 

Klinkert.  

Klinkert sat stiffly on his stool, hard and tense, a man of violence heralding his violent 

deed. What was happening here was idol-worship, Klinkert celebrating a Mass. Along the 

walls of the silent room sat a handful of people, descendants and heirs of those who had 

fought all the wars of past centuries. They were the descendants and reincarnations of those 

people who had grown up in a cold land under stars that hung far back in the sky. They had 
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faded away, as they must, like ghosts, but had defended themselves against Death, had grown 

strong, savage, overweening. Emerging from the struggle against Death, they had stomped 

aggressively around their countries in order to annihilate or lose or renew themselves, like 

birds of passage that head south in autumn, fly cloud-high back to their old hot homelands, to 

the lovely wide fecund rivers, the plateaus and swamps, and only return when they have 

recouped their strength.  

What wars and exterminations had their ancestors brought to hot southern lands, what a 

wretched, raving, self-lacerating tribe of humans had sought an exit there. And here sat the 

heirs of this hardness and petrifaction. In a quiet room in a house in the German city of 

Heidelberg, a handful of young men, young women. And if some king or captain were now to 

give the signal, they would all rush off again to war and adventure, rapine and murder, and 

jump aboard ship to annihilate and be annihilated.  

Upright and unyielding, Klinkert sat on the stool facing them, throttled by his thoughts. In 

his hand was the hammer with which Commandant Quesada, first Viceroy of Cundinamarca, 

broke the skull of the cacique who failed to deliver the correct quantity of gold. How do they 

sound, in the ears of the one who swings the club, who sits in an aeroplane and by pulling a 

lever drops the death-dealing bombs – how do they sound, the words murder, annihilation, 

ruin, suffering, deluge? Airy, lyrical. To these people, who had come from the street to him in 

this quiet room and who would have resisted any orders, Klinkert proffered ideas that 

throttled and oppressed them. They prostrated themselves, let him trample them so they 

could become ever more cramped and numb. Waiting, those who believed themselves free, for 

the creaking war-wagon, the clanking iron footsteps of their idol. The ghostly god of power 

was not dead, he sat among them, they were proud to have him among them.  

Klinkert spoke softly, but his eyes and the pallor of his face screamed out loud. They 

perceived the scream and were enraptured by the thrill that accompanies annihilation: “I give 

you the truth, you know I do, truth for you is like bread for a hungry man or light for the eye, 

no one could find a different truth for any of you. You sense that I impel you to cast a 

thousand new cannon to bring you dominion and power, what more do you want? Let one of 

you stand up and say: I want more! I want something else! You know that whatever questions 

and difficulties arise, they are solved. Hey dear mother, you bore me and I grew to a rogue and 

left you. Hey dear father, you sired me, I cursed and despised you, hey dear sister, dear bride. 

You already know what will come, it has come to pass a thousand times, forest, thorns, insects, 

worms, scorpions, heat – you will go hungry, many will die – the others – many will go blind – 

the others – they will be tied onto horses, the forest weeps and roars, it is speechless – but 

afterwards we shall babble, for there (I cannot speak the words) lies an enormous empire, 

power, violence, boundless dominion.” 

≈≈≈ 



Alfred Döblin  AMAZONAS Volume 3 

A New Jungle Page 38 

 

While Posten pursued technical studies relevant to the business he was to take over, Klinkert 

was drawn into a sinister conflict. He had taken Marie in not only, as he claimed, as a comfort 

he could not do without. He sought to safeguard something in himself, and persisted in the 

face of Posten’s sarcasm. Klinkert thought that cosy Marie could redeem him from the many 

kinds of darkness he sensed in himself. So he tolerated her questions, her housewifely 

homebaked fussing over him.  

But during a long evening concert, Marie came to know a woman who lived not far away. 

Therese was older than Marie, graceful, very pale, with natural curls at the forehead and 

over the ears. Her untidy chestnut hair suited the pale childlike face, which was enlivened by a 

truly sweet charm. Only gradually did you realize what it was that lent her face its appeal 

when she smiled and spoke and relaxed: the left corner of her mouth hung slack, the whole 

left side of her face moved sluggishly, while the right side was vibrant. Judge Partenay was her 

second husband, she never spoke of the first. She was not on good terms with the young judge. 

Marie learned that Klinkert’s circle knew of this, and thought badly of Therese. 

Now and then Therese brought back to the house some young man she had met 

somewhere or other, much as she had met Marie. She left it to the judge to quarrel with him. 

Generally the young man, reluctant to follow her home but unable to tear himself away from 

the charming creature, noticed while he was at the house that the woman actually loved her 

husband. The judge was polite, friendly, tolerant. To camouflage her dubious behavior Therese 

would invite another woman along, so that mostly there were four people there. The conflict 

with her husband, his fear that she would leave him, made her feel good and fonder of him 

than ever, and so he always acquiesced.  

She mothered her lovers like a big girl her dolls, spoke tenderly to them in a childish silly 

voice. But she never gave herself entirely, would slap away naughty hands and forbid herself 

improprieties, but then become heavenly again and beg forgiveness and once again be the 

young man’s utter joy, which he knew at once would fill the dreams of later years. Theresa’s 

love always fell on them unexpectedly, without preamble. She took her time preparing the 

ground, and then it lasted no great while. It always followed a cycle. Slowly, inexorably she 

overcame her husband’s distress and opposition, he had to become gentler and gentler, and 

then – she lost all interest in her lover. She did not grow hard, just cried a little to his face that 

she had to lose her dear big man-doll, surrendered herself a couple of times more wildly and 

tenderly than ever, with an authentic dash of despair, and then it was over, she lived quietly at 

home, sat with her husband, organised the files he brought back, discussed his cases. For a 

while the house continued to enjoy the presence of the female camouflage from the last affair, 

the judge had no idea how to relate to her, but Therese found all kinds of excuses to cultivate 

the acquaintance. The unspoken understanding: she’ll be useful next time around.  

≈≈≈ 
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When, following the concert, Klinkert’s girlfriend and housekeeper Marie had gone for a stroll 

a few times with this woman, Therese discovered in herself a new person. She realized there 

was more to her than just men. Seeing a gold cross at Marie’s throat, peeping through the 

tight-fitting black silk blouse, Therese confessed to a particular fondness for old Church songs 

and Latin texts. Marie said she was a Catholic, Therese felt compelled to add that she was too, 

and Marie gave her hand an intimate little squeeze, they nattered on about all sorts of things, 

a great cordiality infused everything they touched, and finally they agreed to meet for Mass 

next morning. Therese came, knelt beside Marie, she had never been pious in her life. She felt 

it had been withheld from her, and she flung herself into it on Marie’s arm. Months passed in 

this way, an upheaval in Therese’s life, her existence had a new zest and an unfamiliar delight.  

During those months Marie, who enjoyed her company, tried to invite Therese to her 

home. But Therese had no desire to become acquainted with the household of rich young 

Klinkert, nor to introduce him to her husband. Having enjoyed her fill of sensuality, Therese 

settled herself quietly in a rocking chair on the open verandah at the rear of the house, 

overlooking the green flower-specked hill, and even on hot days sunned herself, knees covered 

with rugs. Her husband saw that, ever since she had started going with Marie, whom he 

bumped into with her several times in the street, she had become paler and less hectic, more 

circumspect, friendly but distant, she favoured black clothes. He asked in jest:  

“Who’s died, Therese, who have you buried?”  

She answered with a smile: “A certain Therese.”  

“I certainly hope not.”  

“You should hope so, my love, for you and for me.”  

It made no sense. In his heart he was not dissatisfied with the change, but mistrusted it. 

When she sat on the hot veranda under her rugs and blinked at him, a thought flew past that 

he could not grasp: what lay there rocking and tucked itself in under rugs and snored and 

sunned itself had something of the nature of a swamp creature, a lizard, trapped in a human 

body. So alien was she. But still Therese. 

Until one day the change came over Therese that her husband had been expecting. Once 

again there was the questing vibration of the nostrils, the sharp glance. Therese was on the 

hunt. Since Marie came just at that moment and invited her to visit, she agreed, she wanted 

action. Marie was happy that Therese wanted to come, she said to her: “At bottom Klinkert is 

not without faith, he just refuses to believe. His friend Posten is the ruin of him, he feels 

ashamed in front of him, you’ll see.”  

And Marie blithely led her ally and companion-in-arms to Klinkert.  

Klinkert was standing at the window – it was late morning – looking down into the street. 

The door opened behind him, Marie’s voice floated in: “Back again! I hope you didn’t miss me 

while I was gone.”  
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He murmured. The remarkable dreamlike play of sun and shadow on the silent street 

occupied his attention, he thought: how it lies so peacefully on the carriageway, and just then 

a small car drove past and on, light and shade continued their play, the car had no effect, they 

touched the roof and doors of the car for a moment, the car did not bear them away. Then 

something stung him on the throat above the collar, he rubbed at it, turned his head, there 

beside contentedly smiling Marie stood a strange person, a lady, looking at him, no, observing 

him, as if annoyed.  

“You look quite flustered,” said Marie, “we must have taken you by surprise.”  

He said: “Forgive me.”  

Marie made introductions: “This is my friend Therese I told you about, we meet up every 

day for Mass.”  

Nervously he said: “Alas, I can’t compete with such piety.”  

Therese held out a feather-light little hand. And then they sat down, and Klinkert had lost 

face. As they chatted he went back to the window remembering how it had been earlier, were 

the sunbeams still playing with the shadows of the lime trees, yes they were. And he turned 

again, recalled that something had stung him on the throat, sat back down, and there she was, 

sitting next to his Marie.  

Therese walked across the room, he watched her from the side, from behind, she acted as 

if unobserved, stood at his desk, looked at the calendar: “It’s still yesterday’s date,” and turned 

the page. She stood with her back to him at the little bookcase, he sighed softly, she’d better 

move away from there, and when he gasped again as if in a nightmare and the two women 

turned and made surprised faces he managed to stand up and joke with them, and really it was 

all forgotten in an instant, and he was glad that Marie was showing him this interesting person, 

and his room was again his room, and it was almost as if nothing had happened.  

≈≈≈ 

Therese was not one to beat about the bush. She was back again that evening, and saw Posten 

and several regular guests and heard Klinkert speak and argue. This voice and these tense 

features made an impression. She had already felt: she would invite him to her place, show 

him to her husband, Marie will be pleased, she won’t suspect anything. Now she felt: Klinkert 

will be a special project, and she gave Marie’s hand, resting there beside her, a heartfelt 

squeeze, she’s brought me two things now, first faith and now Klinkert, will I have to fight her 

for him, should we fight for him together, that could be nice, perhaps it’s nice for two to 

possess a man, I’d like to try it with her.  

And then she went home. Over coffee next morning her husband interrogated her because 

she was unusually laconic, she said a few words about Marie and Klinkert, the husband had no 

idea what his role in this was supposed to be. Moreover, he had sometimes thought of 

developing a crush or even a love affair on his own account, he knew he was capable and 
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Therese would make no obstacles, but he would always see her eyes at his back mocking him, 

and his position would be no better, so he dropped the idea. 

≈≈≈ 

Klinkert had believed his liaison with Marie a sufficient sacrifice to the gods of the underworld, 

he had “paid off” the underworld, as he explained to Posten. He had no defence against the 

storm unleashed on him by Therese. She wanted more than just a Marie, she wanted Klinkert, 

who sat there so rigid on his stool talking of ‘instrumental thinking’ and carried nickel scissors 

in his waistcoat pocket like an amulet. In his case, no nasty little domestic imp would have 

infected him to crawl out and offer itself to her, she’d had enough of the kind of man who uses 

a woman as an emergency exit. 

Marie was fascinated with the way Therese proceeded. Without jealousy, indeed with a 

tender wicked glee, she saw that Klinkert had eyes for Therese. Excellent, she had hit the 

bullseye: horned Siegfried had a vulnerable spot. At no time did Klinkert see Therese without 

Marie present. Then he noticed that he both desired and feared to see her alone, sensing fear 

he pulled himself together, his heart often started pounding when he saw her. Whenever he 

stood at the window he recalled his initial trepidation.  

≈≈≈ 

Autumn came. The circle around Klinkert held together. But some people came along who 

challenged him, and he was subjected to serious opposition. The young men who stepped out 

to challenge him were every bit as caustic as he. A certain Hassler, who belonged to a violent 

organisation, was a good speaker, and depicted the current situation in the country in a way 

that some agreed with. He spoke of artists who were thoroughly rotten, concocting refined 

coffeehouse music or operas with an eye to their bank account; the worst are no better than 

those who foist bad beer on the masses. Diplomats, scholars, poets, writers form a single huge 

market in vanity. Inauthentic, cunning people, turning their talent into a business. Puny 

fellows with a big name, who rhapsodize for their own comfort, sinister egoists jealous of their 

own reputation, at their back a crowd of paid-for admirers like a Caesar with his Praetorian 

guard. This plague claims to represent the public. The consequence is that there is no violence 

capable of kicking them into the corner. And yet! The nation lives. And now he brought out 

his big gun (he did not point it at Klinkert just yet, said it was entirely up to Klinkert whether 

it would be aimed at him):  

“The nation is the greatest of all realities. It must turn against the masses of today. Rule by 

the best will be tomorrow’s reality, and will dissolve the dictatorship of the subhuman.” 

Since you had no animals, no plants, no Heaven and no stars near at hand, you were alone, 

and each of you was glad to find a club with which to lash out at all around you.  

There was also a young playwright, a likable stammering man given to blushing. He 

volunteered that the Battle of Langemarck, where many young Germans had gone to their 
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deaths, was the only true stuff of drama today. He spoke of the Front Generation and its 

successors. Experience of war will transform the Folk. He was a shy quivering person with a 

sick mother at home, and no girlfriend, because he was timid. To blow off steam he once 

expressed himself menacingly with the words: “We’ll soon see how the true soldier of war will 

put an end to peace. The time for heroic decisions is near.” And then he quivered and waited 

to be squashed. No longer, as once in earlier centuries, could one break out of the twilight 

lands to find annihilation.  

One by one they offered up their fetishes. Klinkert accepted their challenge. He never 

interrupted.  

“Nation was ever a popular item in Germany, now it’s a runaway bestseller. A smart chap 

can surely make something of it. This is a time of disappointments and dissatisfactions, and so 

everyone complains. You chew, cough, you think: I need a cough sweet. Nation! If all you 

mean is the same way of living, customs, language, you needn’t worry about it; you certainly 

don’t need dominion over it. But what you propose is something else. You want to conserve an 

attitude from the time of our grandfathers, and add one more narcotic to the mix. Nation was 

the business of kings, now we are the kings. Our business is technology and industry, nothing 

else, and these are turning the world upside down. The goal is to overthrow the barricades 

erected by workers, moneybags and sentimentalists against the whirlwind of technology. 

“I’m accused of inaction. It reminds me of the accusation the old metaphysicians flung at 

Kant, because he left no more room for windbaggery; they liked their windbaggery. – Whoever 

believes that what he carries within himself is good and provides a guideline, with such a one 

there is no negotiating. You do not become lord over others before you are lord over yourself.” 

The timid playwright snapped at air: “This is intolerable. I have to disagree. Precisely the 

unconscious, the irrational, makes us strong.”  

“What is the irrational?”  

The playwright shrugged despairingly: “But you know what it is.”  

“Inexpressible feelings that cannot become thoughts and evade our control. Mouldy stuff 

passing itself off as the Ego. It’s one of the worst things there is, because it never shows its face 

and places an internal block on our actions. To say the unconscious makes us strong is to 

stand things on their head.” 

“What is your object, your goal?” This was the caustic nationalist student.  

“For example, to expose and demolish outmoded ideas such as Nation.”  

“Then you are an internationalist and should go to the Communists.”  

“I shall go to no one other than you, sir. And if you do not wish to listen, I shall speak to 

myself. Truth does not need a public.” 

Now, clearly, he was alone. 
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≈≈≈ 

Of course several deserted him, the “poetical” movements swallowed them up. Posten, who 

often came over from Karlsruhe where he was studying his technical course, and where he 

observed the same things as Klinkert, scoffed:  

“True poetry between the covers of a book is no longer produced in Germany. That’s 

because people now put it into practice. Politics has swallowed everything. Our politics have 

sunk to the level of poetry. A frightfully pious people, the Germans. The Kingdom of Heaven 

can’t get away from them.”  

He was busier than usual with modern food conservation methods, he was off to Holland 

and England where he could find fresh air and laugh out loud to his heart’s content. Just 

before he left he found Klinkert quieter than usual, and thought solitude was to blame:  

“Come to England with me.”  

Klinkert nodded: “Perhaps.”  

They spoke of mutual acquaintances: “All feeble, unclean. Many spoiled by Nietzsche. This 

neo-religious rehash; they always have to consume religion in some form. Nietzsche, the 

pastor’s son, once said God was not yet dead; but he himself helped greatly to bring it about.”  

Klinkert told his friend of an incident that had shocked him, though Posten just shrugged: 

“An elderly man recently said to me, quite seriously: ‘We knew God in the barrage of the guns, 

we must awaken this god again.’ That’s the kind of drunkard we have to deal with.”  

Posten grabbed his shoulder and pointed to the window: “Fly, out with you, out into the 

wide world!” 

Now Therese set to work on Klinkert. She took part in several discussions, even her 

husband, the judge, turned up now and then, but took no interest in the debates then raging 

throughout the land, and Therese’s interest in Klinkert seemed to him not too great, since it 

had gone on like this quite a while already.  

He was wrong. She was still observing Klinkert, testing, weighing the tastiest way to 

prepare him, he must not be allowed to spoil like the others. After the ecstasy of religion she 

was no longer planning a standard lunch.  

Klinkert, unsettled by this female busying herself indecisively around him, made several 

trips with Posten, who postponed his visit to England on his friend’s account, partly for 

diversion and partly to hear what was going on around the country. They spent some time in 

Bavaria. It was in Munich that they encountered Jagna, the handsome blasé Pole. Even 

Klinkert was taken with this listless, enchanting phenomenon of a person, who never stirred 

and did not know what to do with himself; he reminded him vaguely of Therese, for some 

weeks he stayed close to him. Posten mocked the handsome Pole. Jagna enjoyed Posten’s 

company more than Klinkert’s, Posten’s swashbuckling thuggishess, his cold nature, 
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impressed him. In the company of foolhardy Posten, the three ended up one evening at a 

nightclub where they were offered cocaine. Posten was the instigator, he teased the Pole, he 

could keep himself under control, he put Klinkert to the test, it pleased him to watch Klinkert 

struggle indignantly with the narcotic. At that time Posten’s coarseness was in full bloom. 

Klinkert returned from the trip shattered. Back in his apartment with the old crowd around 

him, he realized: none of these are still with me! Mystical ‘national’ ideas were the order of the 

day. Klinkert confessed to Marie his adventure with narcotics: “You’ll scold me. I scold myself. 

When I see how they all intoxicate themselves, I feel doubly ashamed. No need for you to 

bring me to heel.” 

Now Therese began her advance. She held her first conversation alone with Klinkert, who 

was tired and thought of going away for good: “Your mistake is that you sharpen knives and 

then leave them lying in a drawer. Others, when they want something, don’t give a fig how 

sharp the knife is. They hack and saw away at their piece of flesh and swallow it down.”  

“What do you mean, Madam Therese?”  

“You see the consequence: you are alone.”  

“I never saw myself as a shepherd.”  

“But you must act – or suffer.”  

He smiled: “Be the hammer, or the anvil,” but then remembered that he was speaking with 

Therese, he looked at her, yes, she was sitting across from him by the wall, on a metal chair, 

the huge sofa that was usually crammed with guests was quite empty, she the last remaining 

fragment, she the last voice of a vanished choir.  

“You often spoke, quite rightly, about mastery over oneself. You said, if I remember 

correctly, Herr Klinkert, that this is the first essential task. You rejected any mystical feelings, 

considered them a relic from the time of our forefathers.”  

“Yes.”  

“Well then, do something with yourself.”  

“What do you mean?”  

Her delightfully childish expression remained unchanged, she regarded him gravely and 

almost pleadingly: “Make use of yourself. What are you for, otherwise?” She said this 

innocently.  

He drew himself up to his usual rigid posture: “That – is not what I meant.”  

“Then what? And why not? If one is master and possesses something, one does not hide it 

under a footstool. One does not stint oneself like a clerk with his paltry salary.”  

“Yes, if that were the case one might as well throw oneself away, and that would give 

property the victory.”  
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At this she looked for a while pensively down at her knees: “Throw away, no. But you are 

right about morality. We preserve relics from earlier times without knowing it, grandfathers 

and grandmothers. Maybe you do too. With your masterfulness.”  

Calmly she smoothed the dress over her knees, as if to conclude the matter: “It was just a 

thought. It just happened to pop into my head, seeing you sit there so pompous and severe.” 

This conversation affected him profoundly. She had aimed true. A few days later when 

they met by chance in the street, something that had never happened before, to his own 

astonishment he confided in her about the trials of strength he had indulged in, alongside 

Posten of course, during his youth. Not in this conversation but the next, he told her about the 

elegant Pole and his experiments with narcotics, and confessed that he was no match for 

Posten in this regard. She thought: Posten, do I like him, no.  

“To think you let yourself be pushed around by your friend Posten, Herr Klinkert! I like 

what Herr Posten does and the way he does it. But what does the Pole get up to?”  

Klinkert told her what he knew, how handsome he was, not to speak of his wealth, he 

travels around with a guardian foisted on him by his mother in Poland, but to little effect.  

“And he experiments on himself, as well?”  

Klinkert was startled by her choice of words, spoken so calmly and amiably as they walked 

through the lonely snow-covered Neckar valley while cars and market trucks sped past. 

Nonplussed he said: “I know nothing about that.”  

“You may be sure he does.” And she laughed and shook her head so that her curls flew, 

and laid a hand on his arm to pull him back again: “You’re puzzled because I said ‘as well’? No, 

you don’t experiment on yourself, Herr Klinkert. You truly are Herr Klinkert, master of his 

own Klinkert. But do you enjoy it?”  

“I don’t understand your question.”  

“Who actually gave you the task of being master of your own Klinkert? For somebody must 

have done so, and now you’re serving time for him? It seems that way to me. For without such 

a task and with no one to benefit from it, simply being master of oneself is surely quite boring.”  

He walked along beside her, agitated. She was pleased that he made no reply. The harpoon 

had struck, he couldn’t pull it out.  

Therese would have liked, or so she claimed at least, to bring Marie along to their 

meetings, but Klinkert objected: let’s not complicate matters. Therese explained that she liked 

to go on excursions during fine snowy weather while her husband was busy at court, Marie 

and Klinkert were welcome to join her. Of course Marie said yes, and Klinkert sensed: Therese 

is up to something with me. A sleigh was hired, Klinkert sat in the back with Marie, Therese in 

front with the coachman. She turned her head often to smile at them. And when Therese 

suggested on the homeward journey that they swap seats, it turned out that she – wanted to 
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sit in the back with Marie. Not to torment Klinkert, it was just that she had no idea how to set 

about him. She often thought she should simply come quickly to the point, take him as he was 

(which would not be difficult) and present him to her husband and start the old game again. 

But that lacked appeal.  

One day she confessed to Marie, as they sat alone in Klinkert’s apartment, that she was 

worried about Klinkert, he couldn’t see his path clearly. And as Marie gushed tears and 

castigated Posten, Therese begged Marie not to be cross with her, but she too was very 

attached to Klinkert, he was such a wonderful man.  

“You can help me,” said Marie happily, “you’ll help me. Both of them, Klinkert and Posten, 

have such a horrible streak, they respect nothing, everyone says so. They trample on corpses.” 

“Actually they don’t (alas), Klinkert at least only talks that way, you mustn’t take him 

seriously, I can already see through him. You won’t be cross, Marie, if I worry about him for 

his own sake. Are you jealous?”  

And Marie told the truth as she gave her friend a hug: “No, no! If you don’t help me, how 

long before he throws me over too.”  

“He won’t. And don’t say anything to my husband.”  

Marie gave her friend a heartfelt kiss, made her damp with tears and kisses, Marie was 

truly happy and relieved: they shared a secret, and they would not lose Klinkert. 

But Therese’s behaviour during the next sleigh-ride caused Marie a stab of anxiety. This 

time on the homeward ride Therese sat in the back with Klinkert, and when Marie turned her 

head in response to a tap on the shoulder from Therese and her question: “Do you mind if I 

stroke him?” and she nodded, Therese wagged a mock-threatening finger at Klinkert, took off 

his fur hat, placed it on his knees, and then stroked his forehead. Marie looked on tittering, 

then Therese pulled the bemused man to her and pressed her face to his. Marie clapped her 

hands encouragingly, and when they climbed down a little later and Klinkert, cap in hand and 

hair disheveled, asked: “Am I the victim of a conspiracy?” Marie, who had been waiting for the 

moment of alighting, gave Therese a hug and laughed: “Yes, you are,” and delighted asked: 

“Are you afraid, Klinkert? Two of us against one?”  

He was uneasy, and mumbled in embarrassment: “Better wait and see.” And on they went 

through soft deep snow, along the utterly silent paths. The trees, black trunks and crippled 

branches, which in spring were covered with blossom and then layered over with a green 

cloud, stood each for itself, naked, the snow had thrown a thin white shirt over them.  

Marie asked: “Who’ll go in the middle?” She changed places, and Therese, a little reluctant, 

came between her and Klinkert, but only for a short stretch, then Klinkert came in the middle 

and this was right, he was the biggest, the two women swung on his arms as if on a railing.  

Back home Klinkert asked: “What’s your idea with me, Marie? What’s all this with Madam 

Therese?”  
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“Don’t you like her?”  

“That was not my question.”  

“But answer that first.”  

“There’s no reason, Marie, why I should answer any random question.” Klinkert regarded 

his girlfriend: “You’ve formed an alliance against me with Madam Therese. She invited you to 

do so. Please, don’t indulge in childish games.”  

“Have we upset you?”  

“Anything can become irksome. And besides, who organised that thing in the sleigh with 

my cap and so on?”  

“How strange you are, Klinkert. It just happened. And it was wonderful. Say it was.”  

“You didn’t plan it?” –“No.”  

Then it became clear to him what Therese wanted, and he became even more uneasy. 

Marie hugged him, sitting there so quiet, and cuddled him, which he enjoyed. He held her 

tight: “Is she plotting something with you?”  

“What gave you that idea? You seem to think she’s a werewolf.”  

“Say nothing to her about this. I can’t figure her out. And you’re such an innocent lamb.”  

Dear God, he said to himself when he sat alone, what’s wrong with me. This has been such 

a wonderful day. If Posten came and I were to tell him all about it – which I won’t – it’s the 

most ridiculous thing that could happen to a man. Perhaps my whole situation is bad. 

Otherwise such a thing could never have occurred. What a rotten ménage, we’re landing in a 

tricky business, woman trouble. Two women attached to one man. A problem for me, and no 

mistake! And as he paced up and down past the empty sofa and the empty chairs: nobody, 

quite alone, they flee, seek a place to stay, a refuge for the night. I must do something with 

myself. They want to break my spirit. 

≈≈≈ 

Now Klinkert gave himself a kicking. To work, to Posten. But despite himself he had to go 

once more to Therese, only, as he pretended, to thank her for her recent words: that one 

should be one’s own master, and do something with oneself.  

“You shouldn’t visit me alone, Klinkert.”  

“I leave at noon.”  

“For long?”  

“I think so.”  

“A pity. So, farewell then.” They were in her living room, he bowed, left. At the door he had 

to look back, she was sitting at the table in the same attitude, supporting her chin, with a 

pleasant, thoughtful expression. She nodded: “Do well, Klinkert. I’ll keep my fingers crossed.”  



Alfred Döblin  AMAZONAS Volume 3 

A New Jungle Page 48 

 

Then he went. 

Summer was beginning when he came back. In the meantime there had occurred all kinds 

of excess, including the cat and mouse game with the young Pole following the suicide of his 

lover for a day, which he had tried to depict as a romantic adventure; they baited him and 

then his behaviour improved and he shot the man avenging his honour. Klinkert appeared 

again to Marie, still with a whiff of the affair about him. Posten had already gone back to his 

work, sitting in a factory and whistling his Radetzky March of politics and ideas. He had 

advised Klinkert to do the same:  

“Because if it’s right what you say, all that stuff about instrumental thought, you ought to 

use your head as a practical tool, that’s all anyone’s good for. And as for those other people 

you tried to impress with your clever insights, there’s only one thing for them: either they do 

exactly the same as me, or there’s no hope for them. Anyone who needs convincing is already 

lost. And as for you, Klinkert, you’ll be lost too if you keep up your song too long, Mister Pied 

Piper of Hamelin.”  

Back in Heidelberg Klinkert at once sought a meeting with Therese. For he could not help 

himself. They had exchanged no letters. He had to take Marie along to her, she’d been ill for 

weeks. Marie implored him to delay the visit, or first wait to see what Therese would say. 

Klinkert’s haste unnerved her: “You can’t just barge in.” But she yielded. And after she had sat 

a few minutes with Therese, who lay on a chaise longue, he entered the room. Her face was 

pleasant, just as at the time of their parting, no hint of surprise, she motioned to him to sit. 

Then she sat up and turned to face Klinkert. Marie’s presence vanished. After they had chatted 

for ten minutes, Therese became fatigued, turned back to Marie: “Would you, Marie, allow 

Klinkert and me to meet alone now and then?”  

Marie: “Yes, yes of course,” but then without thinking drew closer to Klinkert. They passed 

the whole of that day in silence. Marie sat paralysed in her room, not knowing if Klinkert was 

in, he didn’t come to see her. 

And when evening came she slipped away to Therese, wept before her (the judge would 

return at any moment): “He only came back because of you. It’s all over for me.”  

“How you suffer,” said Therese, her arms around Marie, “how you suffer over a man and 

weep and give everything up for lost. I never learned to do this. Weeping over a man. How 

helpless you are. What a child. You let him treat you like one. Now he’s back. You waited for 

him so long, and he doesn’t even look at you.”  

“Wasn’t he here this afternoon?”  

“Yes, a long visit, more than an hour.” Marie erupted in a storm of tears, and tried to free 

herself from Therese’s arms. “No, stay here, Marie. Am I to blame that he came to me?”  

“He doesn’t love me any more.”  



Alfred Döblin  AMAZONAS Volume 3 

A New Jungle Page 49 

 

“It would be just like him, go from one woman to another and doff his hat and say: I don’t 

love you any more. But I don’t love him either.”  

“Did you tell him that?”  

“Yes.”  

“So that’s why he didn’t come home all day. Or he’s already gone away again.”  

“Calm down, Marie. He’s still around, he’ll come back. He knows I don’t want him. And 

anyway, I’m still married. This whole conversation is a joke. We’re talking like two silly girls.”  

“Did you really tell him, and is it true you don’t like him? It’s not true, Therese.” Marie 

searched Therese’s face, she received a kiss.  

“It’s true. I’m no robber. Anyway,” she fell back, “I’m ill, I’m done for. You need have no 

worries on my account.” 

That evening Klinkert went to Marie’s room, she came to meet him, and as she embraced 

him and sought the mouth so long denied her, those lips met hers, submissive, and Marie took 

them and cried out and wept. Silently, seemingly intent on kissing the face, the radiant tear-

streaked cheeks, the eyes closed in bliss, and supporting the near-fainting woman, Klinkert 

observed Marie. He obeyed. He ordered himself to love Marie, who was never in his thoughts, 

who belonged to a time when he had treated himself as a plaything, stomped around like a 

warhorse and was merely a frisky poodle. “I can love her as well, I can love when I tell myself 

to.” And he could still hear Therese’s words from an hour before:  

“I don’t do love affairs. I’m married. And anyway, you can see I’m ill. If your – let us say – 

inclination to me is so great, you could have shown it long before now. We didn’t just meet 

today. Perhaps you’re laying on such a siege because – either you have a bet on, perhaps with 

Herr Posten or some new acquaintance, perhaps with a lady, or because you’ve been left in the 

lurch. There’s Madam Therese, she’ll open her arms, look, so so wide. Leave me in peace.”  

And later she sat in his lap: “I like, I really like what you told me, Heinrich. You have 

developed. Your Pole is a fine figure. You’ve learned something from him. And you look better, 

not so wet behind the ears – you’ve taken off. You know, Heinrich, the world extends in two 

directions, one above, that one we hear about constantly, and one down below. How does one 

reach down? You stare at me? Yes, how does one reach down. This is much more interesting 

to me than your eternally stupid: how does one reach up? Now you are a man. You dare to do 

it. I – have already done so for a long time.”  

“You, the pious Catholic.”  

“Yes, Heinrich, how could I measure how far down it goes if I were not pious? – Maybe 

someone will come and save me, and it will go even deeper.” She sank onto the divan. A flicker 

played over the tender childish face: “Kiss my foot.” She clenched her teeth, kicked off her 

slipper, he bent down, kissed the foot. She dismissed him with the order to return to Marie. 
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He wandered aimlessly for half the day, had a drink, and finally gave a kick to the beast in him, 

which was rebelling. Therese’s formula was right: “You must be master of yourself before you 

can do anything with yourself.” He wanted to start something, sound his depths. Now he 

embraced Marie and made her happy.  

Next morning she gazed lovingly on him, as if they had met only yesterday: “What do you 

look like, Heinrich, so haggard. Posten is bad for you. What have you men been up to. You’re 

ruining my Klinkert. I’ll have to feed you up.”  

“Yes, please do,” murmured Klinkert, “really, I don’t feel well.” She bit her finger at this, 

alarmed, Klinkert had never said such a thing before:  

“I’ll fetch the doctor. What’s wrong?”  

“Weakness, indescribable weakness. Stay here with me.” She helped him to the sofa and he 

lay curled up, then stretched out: “It started while I was away. As if I’d been poisoned. No 

feeling in the limbs. Just don’t feel right.” 

At noon Marie clapped her hands, he was still lying on the sofa: “Now I have two patients, 

you and Therese. I must run back and forth from one to the other.” Then he felt better, took a 

glass of port and huddled, his head empty. 

≈≈≈ 

Therese’s presence in the world, Therese’s image. As if a deep-toned tocsin is ringing out 

within him. A wonderful sustaining music. Something that fills all of consciousness. It allows 

me to forget that I am. But I live within it. I have never lived. Incomprehensible: that some 

woman, one of thousands, a judge’s wife, a person from some family or other, fool of a father, 

silly mother, no doubt some stupid siblings – she sends me off with Posten on adventures that 

disgust me so my insides cramp until I can neither live nor die, and I have to take my seat in a 

train, panting like a thirsty dog, and come back here: to her, her, her! And here I am. And she 

can do with me what she will. She can do anything, anything with me. Marie is with her now. 

Just one street away. I wonder what they’re talking about. What Therese is saying. The letters 

T.H.E.R.E.S.E. (he spoke these aloud.) Therese. There she stands, in the air. She’s here with me. 

What are you up to, how did it go? Marie was with you. – She’s still with me. – Doesn’t she get 

on your nerves? – I forbid you to speak so, Heinrich. I want her with me and you must be good 

to her, if I must be a traitor that doesn’t mean I want to be bad, she deserves to be treated well. 

– I am good to her. – So much the better. I’ll ask her for all the details. – I do what you want. – 

You troubadour. Saying such things. 

The judge asked Therese: “I hear Klinkert is back. Why don’t you invite him over?” He did 

not understand Therese.  

“You can see I’m not well. I may invite him. He’s only just back.”  

“I know you think a lot of him, Therese. He was in your thoughts even while he was away. 

Are you happy now?” 
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She lay on her chaise longue, after a long pause said: “These are matters that don’t concern 

you.” He was shocked. She let him leave the room quietly. 

≈≈≈ 

Klinkert was greatly changed by this. He sensed it when, on his ‘rounds’, he visited a blond 

youth who was for him, heart and soul. The shock-headed youth had studied Theology. “There 

is absolutely nothing worth studying in Christianity, it’s not a book, just speeches with advice 

on sensible or remarkable things, as you will. No need to drive people crazy. Incomprehensible, 

the way people have fought over it.”  

“And what about Jesus?”  

“Jesus wanted at the same time to have both God, whom he believed to be his father, and 

Caesar, who really was one.” The young man laughed brightly. “And of course the experiment 

failed. And on top of that he wanted to consummate the law, I mean the Jewish law of course, 

he wanted to consummate Jewishness. He was just a man, with his contradictions.”  

Klinkert prodded him to say more on the topic, and so heard some fine things that lit a few 

lamps. But the youth floundered: “No, no more theorizing. You’re trying to trap me. All 

human life begins with the killing of theoreticians. If you start digging beneath the 

foundations on which human societies rest, you stumble on a thousand unsolved problems, on 

the corpses that first made society possible.” He laughed: “A man doesn’t ask questions. He 

answers them. He acts.” And he regarded Klinkert: “But of course you know this already.” 

Yes, Klinkert knew. This was one of his instrument-natures. He became anxious, dizzy, 

unhappy. 

≈≈≈ 

Marie came, delighted with the change in him since his travels. To be sure, he was suffering, 

but he was much less severe than she’d known him before, than she’d ever hoped to expect 

from her Klinkert. Yes, he loved having her beside him. He began, at Therese’s urging, once 

again to study her face, this soft calm rapt face, to study her eyebrows (Marie squealed in 

delight), and everything that had already been his for so long.  

At first he sighed and turned away: why this, what for, Therese is such a timid creature, 

doesn’t want to lose her husband, wants to stay married, has no trust in what I do, I must 

prove myself. What I’m doing here is difficult, fatuous, unworthy, I’m making a fool of myself, 

what must little plump Marie think, this sweet dumpling I tote around. I abase myself before 

her, maybe that’s what Therese wants, oh she’s a sly creature, she laughs, enjoys tormenting 

me. 

And then again, Marie’s face before him: But Therese shouldn’t think I’ll be driven by some 

emotion to run away. She thinks I’ll feel disgust when I kiss this silly imploring creature, she’s 

been in her company for so long checking her out, feeling how little there is in her. But I can 

do that too. I shall pull myself out of even this swamp. They shall see that I am what I am.  
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And as he read this script inscribed in flesh, and the beguiling curly head, this heavenly 

doll’s face looked up at his, he thought: Now I leaf through her face as it tries to close itself to 

me, but I open its lips, open and close the eyelids (my God, what a stupid task, so perverse), 

but it has been ordered, and I order myself to do it, this is what unites me with Therese, and I 

am with her now, and shall bring her everything. Good little Marie, poor girl, my sweet, you 

have no idea how I betray you, and I never knew how good you are. But up there is someone 

who, just like me down here, holds my life in her hands. I serve her. The Bible tells of Jacob, he 

came to Laban who had two daughters, the older was Leah, the younger Rachel, Jacob loved 

Rachel, who was lovely and beautiful, and served seven years for her, and he was first given 

Leah, she was stupid, but he did not thrust her from him, he served longer for Rachel, another 

seven years. So do I serve, and accept you and will not let you go. 

But Marie’s face was not stupid, her eyes, lips and she herself quite eloquent.  

Heinrich dreamed: I’m an actor in a strange play, I’ve been given a part and I have ordered 

myself to play it. Then – Marie took wing. 

People are like meals placed on a great table, there’s a huge metal bowl, in it a tureen with 

a tight lid, and the porcelain tureen is filled with hot water, and above it, enveloped in steam 

from the hot water, you finally come to the pastries laid out there. Could Marie, good and 

eager as she was, ever have measured up to herself after her hard, miserable childhood, her 

temporary jobs as help and governess? She came along because she spotted someone heading 

into danger. Heinrich had never noticed this Marie, his housekeeper, he felt no shame until 

she revealed herself, dared to reveal herself. For this was not the shop he wanted to enter to 

buy something.  

Marie groaned out everything she had kept inside her: “I’m in bliss, I am yours, I am Marie, 

I am your Marie, I am your servant, I worship you, I want to be a part of your body, I would be 

happy just to be like your collar and your shirt, lying against your body. I feel alive only when 

you’re with me. I’ve only come alive since you appeared. You laugh, Heinrich. I’m glad you are 

here. What have you made of me.”  

And Heinrich was astonished at her behaviour, how she bloomed, danced, a different 

being, a butterfly from a pupa, what a few words, a few tender gestures can achieve, he 

regarded his work with curiosity: “Love, love is a magical force.”  

Marie said: “You’re more cheerful now, you look on the world more kindly. You look at me 

now. Believe me, Heinrich, I sometimes thought you always spoke from your head and I was 

actually frightened for you because you were so terribly blind although you know everything 

and can never understand what somebody says to you and what is happening to you, and at 

some point disaster will strike you. That’s what I always thought. A terrible disaster will strike 

you because you are blind. And that’s another reason why I didn’t want to lose you.”  

“And your eyes are open, Marie, and you see everything and know me, even me?”  
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“Yes, better than you know yourself.” 

Klinkert thought: what a crazy adventure Therese has pushed me into. What am I hearing, 

what am I seeing. And I’ve been living with this woman under the same roof for months, I’ve 

possessed her – what is it of hers that I possess. It seems Marie might be a little bit right, that 

she knows me better than I know myself, the little Cinderella.  

And the play-acting turned serious. And it came about that Klinkert, urged by Posten to 

come to his factory, take up some work, was unable to tear himself away, and asked himself 

through gritted teeth: they have me tied down here, how should I reply? He was on the point 

of confessing to Marie that he’d been playing a game with her. But then he knew this was no 

longer true. It was not true. He was unnerved. Oh, I flee to her from Therese, and how she felt 

ashamed and yet surrendered, and how every gesture of his made her happy, and all in 

harmony. It was no game, he crept into her, and when he went to Therese and came back 

again it seemed to him, now it seemed to him that he was coming home. He crafted secret 

plans to escape from Heidelberg with Marie and never return. Then he remembered the first 

long absence, and did not know what to do with himself. 

≈≈≈ 

Therese knew what was going on with him. Marie, happy, grateful, told her much, and Therese 

observed him from behind this curtain, she was able to check on him and savour the situation. 

It gained in savour the more she believed that he had to take it all upon himself, so profound 

was his self-abasement. This made him a truly tasty morsel for her. And at a gathering, once 

Therese felt quite better again, Klinkert had to appear together with Marie, Therese relished 

this. And then she saw them together in a nook, he embraced her from behind and kissed her. 

The curtain was torn aside. This was purest intimacy. Therese was barely able to see the 

evening through to its end. Then next morning, when Heinrich presented himself, she sent 

him away, told him to marry Marie, addressed him formally, and when he became 

importunate she summoned the housemaid.  

On the days that followed he was not admitted, “the fool, the puffed-up Philistine”, he 

loves his girl, he’s a domestic creature like all the others, nothing but a swindler and a 

common clerk. Perplexed, he returned again, his conscience undermined, there must be some 

misunderstanding, had Marie said something wrong, what, he was turned away. He wrote, the 

letters went unanswered.  

Marie grew alarmed at his distress, all at once he no longer treated her kindly. And now it 

all fell apart, all the happiness. He raged against Therese, against Marie. Marie tried her best to 

restore the breach between Klinkert and Therese. She couldn’t understand why Klinkert was 

so upset, now and then a suspicion arose, but only for minutes, fading moments, things from 

before, no, Therese had simply annoyed Klinkert somehow. It seemed Therese wanted to 

break with her as well, she couldn’t say a word about him, Therese was in such a mood.  
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A terrible back-and-forth started up between her and Heinrich, profound rancour, then 

the old and always surprising tenderness again.  

And Heinrich cursing himself, tearing his hair out, what had happened, surely he wasn’t 

defeated, she couldn’t have dismissed him. He was consumed by it, and hated and loved 

Therese, and wished himself dead. 

≈≈≈ 

The notion came into his head that Therese, this wonderful, dreadful being that was tearing 

him asunder, was a person who had set her hopes on him. True, she hated him now because 

she couldn’t forgive him for disappointing her. She had thought he would be harder and 

stronger than her and would trample her down and at last drag her out of her misery.  

For this cold slithering creature was a rock, a lump of lava flung from a volcano, but the 

memory of fire still lingered. And so she went among people, was drawn to where flames could 

be found, sought distraction from her life, and would have mouldered and died like thousands 

beside her, but then strong Klinkert appeared. He turned out to be a commonplace cad. And 

so, even more passionately than before, she went on the hunt again.  

She told her doctor something of herself, and went on to reveal everything she knew: “But 

there’s nothing wrong with me, nothing wrong at all, I just want to talk, I need to see myself in 

a mirror, it’s not a pretty sight, tell me it is so, doctor, but please don’t mock.” She related 

everything without shame, she forgot only to mention her latest pain and helplessness and 

disappointment. The image occurred to the doctor of a dog being sick at his feet and snuffling 

in the vomit. He let her talk, her ears then became closed, she had spoken, she wanted 

nothing more, she left feeling cross.  

Her hatred for Klinkert infected the judge. He spoke with friends about these rich good-

for-nothings and the mischief they caused. They knew much more about his wife than he had 

suspected, they recommended he let the Klinkert business lie since it seemed over; he was 

unhappy with this advice. When he tried to start a conversation with Therese about Klinkert, 

she became speechless with rage. She stood there pale, seething and deeply insulted. He 

retreated, groaned to himself at his desk. 

The hunt for young men did not satisfy her. Through Marie, who was delighted to hear 

from her, she informed Klinkert that she wanted to see him, with or without Marie. In the 

meantime Posten had visited, and nagged him. As he watched Posten take a canter around all 

the things they used to say, Klinkert thought how many decades had flowed by since those 

days. Posten described what was happening in the country:  

“Those people of yours who used to sit here are peddling a monstrous propaganda; just 

look around, you know who they are, you’ll be thoroughly cured when you see. It’s a complete 

farce: young people marching in the oldest, most motheaten costumes, and you shouldn’t 

think they’re stupid; no, the costumes are a draw. No Paris fashions can stand against these 
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bearskins from a museum. The primal forest is the fashion now, Heinrich. We’ve been 

defeated all along the line. You have to look. The believers, the mystics! It’s a joy to be alive.”  

Heinrich: “I do keep an eye on it.”  

“From your corner here. You really must see how they interpret your handiwork! 

Enthusiasm is today’s hot stock. The masses want nothing else today. We might as well pickle 

ourselves along with our herrings. Heinrich, I’m in deadly earnest: it would be no bad thing for 

you to pull yourself together and join in. Within a few weeks you’d be on top. They only have a 

couple of serious figures. The mass taken as a whole is of course serious, in the same way a 

lover or a boozer is.”  

“I don’t want to.”  

“Then come back to the office, to the factory.”  

“Sure. I just have to finish something here.”  

“Heinrich, if you’re tangled up in some crazy situation, heed my advice. I’m your good 

conscience. It’s all well and good, this fooling around. But I’m finished with it too. That thing 

with the Pole we left in the lurch shook me to the core. I hear the fellow has reformed, wants 

to become a monk, they say he’s vanished from the face of the earth.”  

“I’m not fooling around. I have some personal business to settle, it won’t take long.”  

“My dear chap. Personal. I don’t like the sound of that. Nothing personal, please.” 

Heinrich sat on his stool in his old rigid posture, leaning forward towards the sofa, elbows 

projecting from his knees. Posten regarded him: “You look as if you’re under assault, Klinkert. 

Surely you don’t mean to become a scholar in this dump? Has your Marie turned your head?”  

“I told you, I’ll come along soon. In a few weeks.”  

“If you take me seriously, then not in a few weeks. It’s splendid out there in the world and 

will become more splendid. They need people like us. The world’s full of drunkards.”  

“You Siren!”  

“When then? Four weeks?”  

“Done.”  

“Last respite, Klinkert. If anything reaches my ears that displeases me, I’ll come and fetch 

you myself.” 

At last word came from Therese: he can consider it finished. So he thought. Then he lay 

before her again, in distress. The way she raged. The way she treated him. He felt he would 

never ever be free of her. Just as Posten had foreseen. 

He shut himself up in his room and groaned. I shan’t take it upon myself, I can’t bear it, I 

can’t, take your hand off me, your hand from my throat, I’m in someone else’s power, my life is 

torn apart, I am free, or am I not? The face with its curls, the little white hand with the silver 
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bracelet, these tell me there is a devil in the world. Cursed, cursed face. Miserable wretch that 

I am, sitting at her feet, and when I glance at her I have to go down on my knees, all my words 

change, I become a buffoon, a monkey. Ah, is this the heritage I carry within me? So she has 

me. Me the loudmouth. What can I do, oh God what should I do to escape the shame. 

She too had no idea what to do with him. But because he was bad and not, as it turned out, 

what she had once taken him for, he could not be allowed to run around and enjoy himself. 

He should at least stay nearby until she was quite finished with him. “And what’s more, my 

husband hates you. He’s on your trail. Maybe he’ll come to your room one day and shoot you.  

“It’s possible. Why not.”  

“And?”  

Klinkert sat stiffly in the chair, as if he were at his place. He looks good, this is what a 

traitor looks like: “Do you love me, Heinrich?”  

Now say it: “What are you talking about? What’s the point?”  

“Whether you love me.”  

She’s trying to humiliate me, that’s why she lays out these stupid words, I know it, if only I 

can resist, Klinkert, Klinkert, Heinrich, rouse yourself, to arms!  

“So you don’t love me. Then why did you come? Look at me. For whom have you thrown 

away those long months with me?”  

“Not thrown away.”  

She took a deep breath: “Is it true?”  

“Yes.”  

“You just ran away?”  

“Yes.”  

“And Marie?”  

“You gave the order.”  

“That was all?”  

“No.”  

“What then.”  

“Running from you.” He clenched his fists, closed his eyes. She looked at him in disbelief:  

“Is it true? Heinrich?” She pulled him to her: “I’m glad.” 

≈≈≈ 

When he left her, he was broken. He wandered the streets, stood at shop windows, the fatal 

words always on his lips: “Exit Klinkert, exit Klinkert.” On the way back he passed close to her 

house and thought, as of a stranger: “This thing between Heinrich and Therese will end badly.” 
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At last, towards midday, he strolled calmer back home and seemed to have emerged from 

a dream when Marie opened the door and at once put her arms around him. They were good 

arms. You can breathe easily here. Let yourself be held. And when Klinkert spent a day and 

another day with Marie, and Therese let no word fall, he could pretend he had been living a 

nightmare, a black cloud descended on me, everything is as it was, I’m no fool like the Pole, 

since when did I indulge my senses, and as for love, if it really be love, I have all I need entirely 

from my Marie. 

How happy was Marie when out of his distraction he said: we’ll strike camp here soon, and 

set to work.  

≈≈≈ 

There was no saving him from Therese’s image. Every night he told himself: “Love is passion. 

Love is madness, I’ve read it a thousand times. I’ve seen it in others. I have been smitten. This 

is not love, it’s madness, possession. I understand what they mean when they talk of sorcery. If 

this were the Middle Ages I’d go to the Inquisition and accuse Therese of witchcraft. But that’s 

nonsense. I’m as much to blame as she is, the sorcery is in me as well and I should be burned 

alongside her. – Who can help me?”  

And again he watched himself wandering the streets: “Exit Klinkert, exit Klinkert, there’s a 

bad end coming.”  

And then morning refused to come, the clock was never out of his hand, the sun delayed 

its appearance, and then came coffee and the sight of Marie was unwelcome and nothing 

could be said and he was all bitterness and glowering. And then – go to her, and the bliss, 

annihilation, disintegration, delight. No pride. Just go. Dissolve. Exit Klinkert, exit Klinkert, 

may he never arise again, the miserable defenceless wretch. He no longer wants to live, no 

longer wants to return to the day, to his house, to his table. 

Then Klinkert slunk home once more, and without removing his hat pulled Marie, who 

opened the door, into the living room and sobbing, accompanied by her sobs, confessed all, 

that he could not let Therese dismiss him, he knew it and it would kill him: “Satan is within us, 

Marie, what I said was wrong, there’s no hope for us.” 

And Marie, pale around the mouth, stammered: “What will happen, who can I ask.” When 

after a while she said she’d ask Posten to come, she’d write to him straightaway, he was so far 

gone as to nod and say yes several times. She stayed in Klinkert’s room, never left him alone 

the whole day, he seemed happy with this.  

Next morning he decided: “You can send the letter to Posten. Posten will meet us. We 

shall leave. Today.” She threw herself to her knees, gold cross in her hands, there in the middle 

of the room, and thanked the Mother of God, she had prayed for help to the Virgin during the 

night, and leaving this place was her dearest wish. 
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Around her were the big empty sofa, the bookcase, Klinkert’s desk, the metal chairs, and 

there the window and the street where Therese’s house stood, and in just a few hours all this 

would be behind her, the horror would be behind her, thanks be to the heavenly Virgin.  

By noon the cases were packed, Klinkert in his travelling clothes went from room to room. 

He stood in the doorway to his room and gazed on the disorder. And after long, silent 

reflection he moved into the hall, picked up his travelling hat: “I shall say goodbye to her,” and 

opened the front door and pulled it shut behind him before Marie, who was still packing, 

realized what was happening. Unhappy, fearful, she sat for half an hour on a trunk, oh if only 

they were gone already, if only everything was behind them, this horrible house, horrible town, 

if only we’d never come here, what a strong man Klinkert was, a real man, when he first came 

here and sat and lectured, and everything was so certain and good, and now the desolation, 

she herself had brought Therese, yes, she was Satan, she’d already destroyed so many young 

men, she never made anything of any of them, and now Klinkert, strong Klinkert, was running 

off to see her.  

The door opened softly, she started at the sound, there was movement in the hall. Klinkert 

stood in the doorway, smiling, happy, and Therese was behind him. 

In her shock Marie could not rise from the trunk. Therese wore a black mackintosh, 

another light coat over her arm, umbrella and walking stick hung from her wrist, she wore no 

hat, she had an unfamiliar, severe expression. Without ado she walked past Klinkert and up to 

Marie, who let her arms fall: “I’ve decided to travel with you, Marie. I hope you don’t object.” 

Marie’s movements were slow, she glanced at Klinkert, who smiled at her, he was so happy, 

he had such an expectant look. At last Marie said: “Naturally I am surprised.”  

“You thought he could tear himself away from me, leave with you. You see it is not so.”  

“What is happening?”  

“I’m coming too.”  

“And I?”  

“We’ll travel together.”  

“I don’t understand. Is it an excursion? We’re all packed.”  

Klinkert came in: “Everything is as we agreed, Marie. We shall hand back the key shortly. 

Let me take care of it. I’ll have the furniture sent on.”  

“I don’t understand, Heinrich.”  

He laid his hand on her arm and implored: “Come, Marie.” 

She stood there a few minutes more and said: “Yes.” As if Therese had been waiting for just 

this moment, she dropped coat, umbrella and walking stick onto the carpet beside her and 

twined, squeezed, pressed herself around Marie. Marie did not know what to think. She cried 

when Therese eventually released her: “What are you doing to us?”  
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Looking up and from the side, Therese turned her flushed face with its fierce severe 

expression to Marie’s, her breath came fast: “You think of yourself. It does not occur to you 

that I am here too.” Marie had never seen her like this, she had taken Therese for a friend and 

then for a robber. Marie wiped her eyes. Then she had to go into the next room, and she wept 

stormy tears on her bed until the door opened and Therese came in. She spoke curtly and 

decisively: “Clearly you misunderstand the situation. I shall not be deterred from this journey 

by anyone, not by you and not by my husband. You must come too. Klinkert wishes it. So do I. 

It is my doing that you will come along. This is my precondition for the trip. If you now 

declare that you won’t join us, then I wash my hands of the whole thing.” 

Marie sat on the bed with a handkerchief to her eyes: “You know, Therese, that Klinkert 

has confessed everything to me. So why should you want me along?”  

“He wants it. Go to him, let him explain. And I – I want it too. I’m not married to Klinkert.”  

“So hard, Therese.”  

“Decide, Marie.”  

“I’ve already decided. I shall come.” And she stood up, walked past Therese into Klinkert’s 

room, he was standing in the middle. She gave his hand a silent squeeze.  

Then they busied themselves with luggage. And that afternoon they set off, sat in the 

speeding train as it roared north, the unthinkable had happened, and the unthinkable was 

visible: they had not left Heidelberg behind, the empty house stood there like a cave, sent its 

breath after them. And what had emerged from Klinkert could not be scrubbed from the 

world and was visible, the inclination that kept him at Marie’s side, and the pride and savagery 

and all that Therese had set down beside him – and it was visible too that Therese had found 

this man and clung fast to him in order to suffer her fate – and that Marie sat beside the friend 

of her heart who had fallen into error and whom – she felt this more and more strongly as the 

hours went by, and was glad they had persuaded her to come along – and whom she wanted to 

help. “I could have wished for no better situation.” 

≈≈≈ 

Klinkert lived with Marie in Berlin. This was decided by a single gesture of Therese’s: at the 

station she gave her bags to another porter and chose another hotel. And when it was all over, 

the departure from Heidelberg, the journey, arrival, separation from Therese, and when the 

luggage was all in the hotel room and no more people knocked and entered, Marie sat in the 

new room at Klinkert’s side and took his head in her hands: “And what have you let yourself in 

for now? Do you know, Heinrich? You’re here now and have what you want. Do you know 

what you’ve let yourself in for?”  

“When I look back at the time in Heidelberg, I have no thoughts left. But slowly, here, in 

this hotel room, I start to understand something, Marie. And I tell you this because I love you 

– there, I’ve said it – you know I never say empty words – because I see that you are good to 
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me and do not desert me and because you stay by me, even now. I am very grateful to you, 

Marie. Matters are coming to a head around me. That’s my answer. All my life until now has 

been prologue. It’s true: I’ve been sharpening my knife and never using it.”  

“Your scissors, Heinrich.”  

He felt in his waistcoat pocket, there it was, still on its little chain: “The symbol. You see, 

Marie, now the doctor himself is sick, and looks at the instrument he extolled to others.”  

“You won’t cut anything with it, Heinrich.”  

“What do you mean?”  

She stroked his hands: “You won’t use your scissors. You can put it away nicely.”  

He stood up: “But I want to. I will. I will. What do you think of me?”  

“You never even expected Therese.” 

≈≈≈ 

For two days he did not see Therese. He saw Posten, comfortable contented Posten, who 

rejoiced to see him. Then Therese’s voice complained from the telephone.  

The quiet hotel she was staying in was seven stories high, with several hundred rooms. The 

ground floor was taken up with reception rooms, big lounges, a restaurant, café, there was the 

reception desk, the porter, telephone booth, and above these the rooms, single, double, whole 

apartments, bathrooms, laundry rooms, carpets everywhere, staff walking or lurking, and it 

was a typical hotel in a big European city where wandering people could set themselves down 

as they fled. But Therese had not come here to hide away in a cell in some hotel, and it was 

not to assure her of the love of the man Klinkert that Klinkert rode up in the lift to see her.  

Nothing was left of his intended actions.  

And as he stood in her room, Heinrich Klinkert with his severe clean-shaven face, a twitch 

at the corner of the mouth, grey eyes open no wider than usual, at that moment – her sun 

shone upon him and the flower unfolded and he spoke words he had never known before. And 

feelings flowed through him that had not grown up between stones.  

Once upon a time an emperor gave a signal, the emperor thought to accomplish evil deeds, 

at the signal people mustered in seaports and made themselves ready for a voyage to 

destruction. But the emperor’s word had also lifted a stone from a well within them, they 

could hear water gurgling, they drank and washed themselves.  

Therese in a light white dress, puffed sleeves with wide cuffs, a blue sash around her 

slender waist, no bracelets, no rings, curls dangling, Heinrich had never seen this Therese. 

And it was the summons of another, invisible emperor.  

Her voice, at first she had complained by telephone, and now she complained some more. 

Once she was a ravening serpent. Now she gazed at him trembling, her fingers cold, her big 

pale blue eyes were full of tears. She drew the man in from the doorway to which he had 
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climbed from the stony canyon of buildings and struggled his way to her through the labyrinth. 

A yearning human being gushed tears onto the face of another, to whom once she had said in 

cold calculation: “You must be more than what you are, you must take yourself completely in 

hand and make something of yourself, that is what life means, you can’t be human any other 

way.” And now the well overflowed.  

Between them was no more rapine, wrecking, annihilation, debasement. The blooming 

earth spread before them, they delighted in it, reveled in their joy. 

He called her jailer, guard, unexpected help, salvation, breeze speeding him over the deep. 

“I know, Therese, where I went wrong. I wanted and spoke to a thousand people. I wanted to 

dominate. I no longer want to dominate. Not even myself. No, not even myself. And not you 

either. It’s just covetousness, greed. What did I become. I bring you the corpse of Heinrich.”  

“You mustn’t remind me of my shame. There was something horrible about us, Heinrich. 

All the things I did. I’ve been crying over it these past two days, because I’ve ruined so much 

and am ashamed before you. I’m filled with regret, Heinrich. Oh, if only regrets could help.” 

Then he searched into her eyes, and smiles and laughter were restored to them. He read in 

the book of the woman who was called Therese – and who remembered from afar, and did not 

remember, a life in a little southern town, with a man who was a judge, with whom she had 

played a murky game, and then there were lots of men, Heinrich appeared – and as if they 

were waiting for this moment words came easily from his tongue and he recognised 

everything about her, the teeth she used for biting, the lips that covered them, the tongue 

playing in the cavity of her mouth. On her hands ten fingers, each a ray targeting him. In her 

breast a heart was beating, he could feel it, it was an animal in there, it had concealed itself, 

it’s your heart, and here’s mine. You’re a tree and I’m a tree, when we embrace our branches 

become entangled.  

“Can you feel our flesh like a wall between you and me, Heinrich? I don’t like what 

separates us, I don’t want to return to myself. Oh Heinrich, what will become of us?” 

Hours passed. Finally: “Are you still mine, Heinrich?”  

“Yes.” 

≈≈≈ 

When he closed her door behind him and walked down the corridor and the bright-lit lift 

descended with him and at the bottom he was greeted by the jerky rhythm of a dance tune 

from the banqueting hall, he was still not just one person, someone went with him invisibly 

whom he clutched to his breast, set down, a light airy figure, they kept pace with one another. 

All the while Klinkert’s body moved mechanically, found its way out of the hotel, set its hat 

straight in the street, pulled gloves on. And as he walked – but still they sang together – the 

trams on the Damm rattled and screeched on their rails, buses pounded, cars darted, the 

roaring and thundering grew ever louder. The frail airy figure drew away from Klinkert. Traffic 
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policemen stood in position on corners and controlled the crossings. This was Potsdamer Platz 

with its control plinth in the middle. Klinkert looked around and saw that he had wandered 

down the long wide street in a dream – such throngs of people, lines of traffic lurching forward, 

a bright warm sun was shining, this was Berlin. Ah, they had left Heidelberg, that hill-girt leafy 

wooded little town with its pealing bells. They had gone from there in a train, and travelling 

with them on black bat wings, the little empty house, the judge’s house, beside him in the 

train sat Therese, Marie – Marie, Therese – Therese, Marie. I left Berlin with so little baggage, 

he thought, Marie came along, she weighed almost nothing, now I’m back again loaded down 

by the hundredweight, Klinkert, Heinrich Klinkert. And he sat down in a café because his 

knees had become weak and shaky. 

But those two, Therese and Heinrich, had not ascended as strangers to the cell in the stone 

hotel, it was already their cell, they lived there. They were friends with the stones, the asphalt, 

pipes, telephone wires, buses of this city, and every row of houses knew them again. Around 

Klinkert and Therese lay the city made all of stone, iron, glass, with streets of stone, tar and 

asphalt, penetrated by water mains, electric cables, gas pipes, occupied by houses, office 

blocks, factories, warehouses, marketplaces. Like mountains on the shoulders of giants of old, 

soaring to the heavens, so this dead weight lay upon people in their millions and buried them, 

but it was their handiwork, they were not suffocated by it. From faults in the mountainside, 

wafting and groaning out of its fissures came the hot breath, endless, sporadic, sometimes 

tempestuous, of the people who lay beneath, and it curled menacing around the houses.  

When Klinkert left the café he went to see Posten, who kept an office in the city. He spent 

all day with him, in the office, on calls. Klinkert breathed the air of the city, regained his old, 

steady, confident gait. That evening Posten took him to a workers’ meeting, noisy from the 

start. The air was filled with hate, adherents of different factions exchanged blows. Outside 

Posten said: “There, you see, the seeds are ready to sprout. There’s no need to intervene. 

They’ve been struck blind, like it says in the Bible. They’ll be no trouble when the time comes.”  

He extolled the arrangements which, after the war, had brought labour leaders to the 

pinnacle of state power, they had behaved like a bull in a china shop, there’s every good reason 

to eject them, they are ruined and exposed, and stupid, stupid! Posten sat with Klinkert deep 

into the night, they ended up in Posten’s shabby, even squalid, bachelor apartment. As 

Klinkert walked down the dark empty streets he knew so well, he smoked and was content. He 

pondered what Posten had shown and said to him. His steps guided him as if by themselves 

back to Marie. She woke up, was happy to see him. He was happy to be there.  

Next morning, Marie still sleeping, he sat up in bed sunk in thought. He had woken with a 

sense that much of what Posten said yesterday was alien to him, no longer close to his 

concerns, and slowly his thoughts drifted to Therese. She was lying far away in the centre of 

the city in a huge heavy stone hotel near the station. She had come, she was here, what a 

wonderful, miracle-filled morning yesterday. A soft fragrant bud had opened, and he himself. 
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He bent over himself, covered his eyes: what has been laid upon me. I am no longer who I was, 

Posten’s ideas are cockeyed, everything I used to think is cockeyed, I no longer know how to 

regain my balance.  

Then Marie seemed to stir, he lay back, pretended to sleep, and did in fact drift into sleep, 

and when he awoke there was Marie with her fresh rosy face, she smiled at him, she had 

already been to early Mass, it was quite close by. Afterwards they had coffee together, Klinkert, 

pensive, told her about yesterday, about Posten, Therese.  

“I wanted to take her to Mass,” said Marie, “but everything is so dreadfully far apart here, 

and perhaps she doesn’t even want to.”  

“Why shouldn’t she want to? Don’t be afraid of her. You said yourself how good I look this 

morning. She’s just the same.”  

“I’d like to think so,” sighed Marie, “oh, I’m such a poor thing.”  

“Don’t, Marie,” he rubbed his forehead, recalled his thoughts while sitting up earlier that 

morning, “I don’t like it,” and squeezed Marie’s hand.  

“Heinrich, what do you want from me, what are your plans for me? Oh, it was such a weary 

day yesterday. But if I could just be with her more and be with her always and talk to her 

about you.” 

Heinrich thought he would let things take their course. All his stars had changed position, 

he wanted to find his way slowly back to an inward balance, wanted to bathe endlessly in the 

light that fell on him from Therese. Why try to hurry things. He had no friends. He would not 

let Posten peer into his soul. “I can’t reveal to anyone what is going on in me. They’d laugh: 

woman trouble, an especially stupid affair, two women. To whom can I explain that it is not 

the women I am troubled by. They could just as well be two men, there needn’t be anyone 

external, it is all within me, and not just me, the things of our age are summoned to account 

for themselves, want me to interrogate them.” And he felt blessed and strong enough to keep 

hold of both the women to whom he owed his life. 

And all the while Therese dwelled in her cell in the stone palace, hummed like a bee, then 

the bee grew weaker and weaker and collapsed. And the same struggle set up in her that 

Heinrich had grappled with when he closed her door behind him, descended in the lift and 

wandered the streets of this city to which he belonged and which had been built up piece by 

piece just as he had, a mountain bearing down on millions of people, groaning breaths wafting 

from its fissures. She groped for the thoughts she had just had, she called to Heinrich, no 

answer came, she thought, tossed and turned, paced up and down along the walls of her cell, 

opened the door, this is where he went out, finally she became cold and wrapped herself in 

rugs brought from home, pale, her mind empty, now and then a magical memory ran through 

her of blissful days when a young ardent lover, a hot young blood, sat beside her and let 

himself be taken, and revenge on Heinrich. But she kept herself calm, it ebbed and flowed, she 
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let it fight itself out all day long until – still he didn’t come, and it reached a point where she 

couldn’t bear it, she yearned, yearned for him, she had to admit it, but he didn’t come, what is 

he up to, he’s sitting with his Marie, should I go back, he only wants to humiliate me, oh how I 

yearn for him, oh the scoundrel, and she had to prowl around the telephone until her fingers 

would not relax their grip, and lift the receiver, call him and lament. And when he came it was 

all buried once more. “Why must you leave again, Heinrich? You can’t leave me here alone.” 

But he was impelled to leave, had to pry her hands from his shoulders, her damp face from 

his, he could not endure this for long, he wanted it, did not want it, was afraid of himself.  

“Why do you want to leave, Heinrich? Look in the mirror, see the joy in your face.”  

He smiled, closed the door, she fell back and did not weep, she gnawed her finger and was 

ashamed and lamented, and then came long days, nights, she laid herself down on the glowing 

gridiron of waiting. He had opted for Marie, who could doubt it, he was a liar. She 

remembered those dreadful days back home when Heinrich had left her, they were still back 

home then, how she had surprised him in his own house standing there happily with Marie. 

He’s up to his old tricks again. Oh how wretched I am. I must ruin them both.  

≈≈≈ 

Heinrich was not granted the long months he needed to draw a line between himself and the 

past and settle accounts with Posten and others. More and more his ears were assailed by the 

terrible groaning of the human masses out of the fissures of the city-mountain in which he 

lived. Sorrow, pain, fear and anger grew in him. 

Therese had deployed herself in his rear. She pursued Heinrich, she glided from her cell 

and appeared in Heinrich’s lodgings and sat with Marie. Weeks passed, her husband came, the 

young judge, in a broken voice he said to Heinrich: “You have taken Therese from me. If you 

want to marry her, I’ll set her free. Make her happy. I couldn’t.”  

Heinrich – they were sitting in Therese’s hotel room – passed a hand over his eyes. But 

before he could answer, Therese’s voice sounded from behind his chair: “I have never thought 

of marriage.” Her eyes had a strange sharp glint, her lovely face was rigid, her husband knew 

the cold severe expression, Therese always looked like this looming over her prey. The judge 

stayed a few more days in Berlin, his heart was lighter, there was hope. He left thinking: this 

time my Therese is heading for a major coup, I’ll see her again soon, with or without the man. 

Amid the comings and goings, the ups and downs, Therese was at her wits’ end. She awoke 

every morning feeling she had not a trace of love for Heinrich, she hated him and wanted him 

and Marie dead. And when he came to her still in her dark mood, profoundly numb, full of 

rancour against him for casting her down into this numbness, she kept to herself, waited, was 

unable to decide, she felt something lurking in the background, and then it emerged, her arms 

relaxed, her features softened and became animated, and all at once she was back in the world 

with Heinrich and love and Marie.  
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Proud Therese sat small and timid beside him. “I really should curse you and shall curse 

you, because you hold the key to my innermost being. I’ve no idea how you managed it. But 

it’s unbearable to have someone around me locking and unlocking as he pleases, making me 

powerless. Oh, it’s the height of tyranny. I’ll have to start a war of liberation against you, 

Heinrich.” Here she gave a little smile. She implored: “If black and white really want to mix 

themselves up, tell them please that they should stay as they are. White here, black over there. 

I want to be only one of them. Tell them not to mix themselves up, Heinrich.” 

≈≈≈ 

They fluttered through the streets like butterflies, into the open air, she gazed radiantly at 

Heinrich, how changed he looked, she was happy to have made him so; it was all so long ago 

that he sat stiffly on his stool, lecturing; now he paid attention to things and people, he was 

sad; tomorrow you’ll be happy.  

Then she looked at him and the thought rose in her: how you are slipping away from me, I 

cling to you, oh why must I cling to you? How tragic, that I am nothing without him.  

For a whole week she kept him, though he struggled, close by her in a suburb, he must 

stay closeted with her, she wrote this prescription for herself. Love gave way to annihilation, 

subjugation, and back to love. Therese was proud, she wanted to save herself from him, she 

forced him into the role of her earlier lovers. He had to acquiesce. Heinrich felt she was 

floating in a current he already knew. He wanted to help her, tried to entice her back, but 

there was no stopping it. She had started to take him out of the city, and when they returned, 

and to her surprise she wanted to return and insisted on it – “it was wonderful, Heinrich but 

we mustn’t leave Marie alone for so long” – she drew Marie to her and began to go with her to 

Mass. She chivied Marie. Marie must help her. She would not leave Marie alone, they went to 

prayers twice a day, Heinrich looked on uneasy and anxious, their immoderation made him 

unhappy, he and Marie never spoke of Therese.  

But it was the intimacy in which Heinrich and Marie enveloped themselves that drove 

Therese to her final despair. She recalled, seemed to remember: I was a placid creature in 

Heidelberg, I had husband, friends, then Heinrich came and tore me away – why hasn’t he left 

Marie, I’d have been a different person – now I gulp and gulp and still can’t swallow him – 

what should I do with him, what to do about Marie? Once she demanded that Heinrich kill 

Marie. After tormenting him with this for an hour, she wept and called herself a criminal, and 

she did not deserve to have him stay with her and to have Marie worried about her, they 

should both flee from her, she cursed herself, and yet – she pressed her face to his, her eyes 

had a mad gleam, “and yet, Heinrich, it’s all your fault!” 

≈≈≈ 

July came. Therese, delicate and pale, stepped one morning after a good night onto the 

balcony of her hotel room, dressed in a morning gown. The streets were very quiet, Heinrich 
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was coming to take her on an excursion. He had a blue car. She saw it rolling up the street. It 

was her lover, her beloved. He climbed out, saw her, waved, she waved back. He waited at the 

car, her beloved. 

She felt the lovely young wonderful day and all the joy that awaited, the brightness and 

lustre and sweetness around Heinrich and Marie and how it would decay and she must 

annihilate it. 

And no more reflection, a firm hand grasped her and led her back into the half-dark room. 

Therese unlocked the door, she was in the corridor, her thoughts clear, the passage, where is 

the door, here are the bathrooms, the firm hand guided her. 

She opened the frosted glass window overlooking the forecourt. Nothing forced her, it was 

her own will, she pulled herself up onto the windowsill, knelt on the parapet, and stretching 

her arms out to the lovely severe face of her man, dust motes dancing in the sunlight, let 

herself fall into the shadows.  

≈≈≈ 

After the funeral, which took place in Heidelberg, Klinkert wandered about the country and 

returned no more to Berlin. Marie suggested that they separate. Something uncanny radiated 

from the disaster, forbade happiness.  

Klinkert was in the Ruhr region, along the Rhine, town after town, like tunnels through 

which a train rushes. Every day brought letters from Posten, enticing him to come and work 

together, set to work at last, the times were developing exactly as they had desired. Military 

and business standing shoulder to shoulder, a single bloc, there’d be a massive cleanup of the 

state, the national loudmouths would unfortunately find a place, but we can use them, where 

we Germans are concerned nothing ever happens without noise and bad temper. But Klinkert 

did not surrender what he had gained. As he passed through town after town, he remained in 

a stupefied bewilderment. When he spoke his voice shook. When he touched on his 

experience, even from afar, he fell into a lamentable weeping.  

Hellish, satanic world! Such scorn for everything that we are and might be. Therese lying 

on her face, smashed limb from limb. No mercy, no one intervenes, we are defenceless and 

abandoned.  

In the morning sunshine people thronged a marketplace. Cries, laughter, swearing, the 

smell of fruit, dust, half potatoes, trodden bananas. Who will save us. It flows to us from the 

fields, we stuff ourselves, it helps us live. They bring it to the city on trucks, for bellies large 

and small, we’re hungry, now we are sated and burn on. You evaporate. You sprinkle more 

water on top and stoke more fire below and heat your oven. It’s a carnival bear dancing on a 

hot grid. Meat stalls, big baskets of vegetables, pigeons and hens alive in their cages.  

The terrible weeping welled up in his throat. 

And this should be the last word? 
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Giordano Bruno 

“I HAVE GIVEN you ample time,” said Twardowski, one arm dangling over a prayer stool, to 

Giordano Bruno, “you stand there and give no answer.” Bruno stood by the columns of the 

nave, head bowed, cloak gathered tight and covering his eyes. Only a faint glow from his 

flames showed through. The vast benighted church was silent. 

Since Bruno gave no answer, Twardowski lowered himself onto the end of a pew, laid the 

sword across his knees, waited. He sat with his back to the other. After a while the ruddy glow 

drew closer. Twardowski stood and cleared his throat: “So, Giordano, you deign to appear.” 

“Why do you force me a second time to a church, when you wish to speak with me?” 

“A courtesy to you. You must see that they still do not have the measure of you.” 

“I make no demands on them.” 

“You must justify yourself, even to them. Just as there is an eternal Conscience, just as 

there is the prick of repentance, so you must stay here and answer for yourself. You can’t 

escape me. Confess –.” 

“Confess! Accursed word. Repent, accursed word. They kept me in a dungeon seven years, 

for seven years I was chained up, rats and vermin crawled around me, no fresh air to breathe – 

no sun, no trees, no flowers. No human laughter, no crying, only the men of the Inquisition 

with their litany: confess, repent. Twardowski, in those seven years they did to me all they 

could possibly do. They took me from the dungeon only to throw me into another cellar, 

where they bound my limbs and stretched them until they broke. They set my feet in blocks 

and beat them with wet rods. They took glowing lumps of metal and held them against my 

skin. Always someone asked: Do you confess, Giordano? Do you repent, Giordano? Then they 

tied my arms behind my back and raised me high and dropped me onto a sharp-edged beam. 

And when they could do no more and still I would not yield, their eyes started from their 

heads, they knew their helplessness and took themselves off to the court. And the court came 

to their aid. And they were so villainous, so shabby and so pitiful as to burn me at the stake, 

the mighty powerful Church, me, a lone wretch who brought only words against them, me 

whom they lured into a trap and delivered against all common law to the pope’s Inquisition.” 

Giordano approached closer to Twardowski: “And now what do you want from me? Do 

you want to help them? Never, say I, not here and not anywhere, never shall you grant them 

their triumph by hearing me utter the words: I confess, I repent.” 

“Calm down, Giordano. The reason I summoned you is precisely because you have won. I 

expect you to adhere just as strictly to the truth today as you did then.”  

“What do you want. Reveal yourself at last.” 
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“We followed a poor little woman, a pretty young thing, we found her charmingly sweet. 

Not beautiful, she had no money, no prospects, just wanted her little bit of human happiness. 

That was in the city. You saw the dull fellow she hitched up with. I heard you groan, Giordano. 

Then you said: ‘This is nothing special, it’s fate, it can happen to anyone, rich or poor, pretty or 

ugly.’ I forbade you to utter such churchy twaddle. If that’s how it is and always shall be, why 

do we need you and the others. And before your time and without your help I believe it all 

went somewhat more gently. Then my compatriot Jagna went to the pretty young thing. You 

were horrified when he turned up. But why. As if you would not grant her five minutes of joy. 

Of course it turned out badly, he dropped her. She sank into hopelessness, blackness, went to 

an oafish man, a dead marriage, an arduous life, work, some pleasure in her child – just 

breathing in, breathing out, worries, sleep and worries. And it is for this, my dear Giordano, 

that the Earth circles the sun. It is done, the Church had to concede in the end, but you were 

burned. And it is for this that we have the infinity of worlds you never tired of praising.” 

Giordano was silent. A long pause.  

Twardowski resumed from his seat: “We left the little creature, the poor drowning woman. 

You said you wanted to see what the Pole was up to. For he had plenty of money, good looks, 

and these are the powers that rule the world now. No others stand a chance.” 

“He was weak, this Jagna, he had no idea what to do with his gifts. He was a ball, a cork on 

the water.” 

“Things turned out badly for him. You saw. It hasn’t gone any better for weak people since 

the Earth acquired the power to revolve around the sun and everyone conceded that power. 

Not even money and beauty can help, yet these are the powers that supposedly replaced the 

dear God of old. But since this weak man Jagna rebuffed you so swiftly, we had to turn to 

Doctor Faust. That was the two young German gentlemen. One was called Heinrich. He at 

least was strong and decisive. You seemed to take to him.” 

Giordano nodded: “At first.” 

“And you also took to the serpent Therese. You saw well that these were people after your 

own image, people of your creation, you dear God of nowadays, dear God number two, and I 

gave you the opportunity to know your Adam-and-Eve couple, so you could have your seventh 

day and bless them.” 

Giordano groaned: “I suffer, I suffer. Yet it is good, Twardowski, that you summoned me 

here.” 

“It seems you are not interested in blessings.” 

“What I saw was horrible. I cannot grasp it. I cannot resign myself to what my eyes have 

seen, I must know it more deeply. I and the others never wanted this. These times do indeed 

contain more horrors and are more terrible than the times when I was alive. And if you want a 

confession from me, then there you have it. But this – is not my world.” 
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“It’s the one you started, you, Copernicus and Galileo.” 

“Oh please listen to me. Do not break the rod over my back so soon. Did you come to me 

as a judge, are you one of my murderers, do you really mean to contrive a posthumous 

triumph for them?” 

“I am listening, and waiting.” 

“I thank you, I do, for summoning me. My soul was already in another existence, and is 

glad to see all this again. Wonderful world! Wonderful world! Whatever I did to you, I did not 

kill God. I removed from the divine the petty human face, and set it in its eternal, mysterious, 

everywhere radiant place. I did not turn beasts into gods. You forests and streams that I have 

now seen again, you clouds and stars, surging seas, flowing airs of the sky, sun, this one of the 

many great worlds, all of you, you words of the Eternal, I greet you. Accept me again into your 

circle. Receive me once more. There are none who praise you more devoutly than I. Show me 

freely your cruelties, your guns and cudgels, your miseries, your dead, I remain steadfast, I 

know the world does not smile like a little girl. It is so vast, without beginning or end, 

plunging into eternity. You primal Being, power of powers, you live and rule here and 

everywhere. My arms seek to embrace your knees, my voice seeks to reach your ears, you veer 

away into eons, swirl in the stars, planets, comets. You glow in fire, you breathe the cold, hurl 

yourself as water on our fields, in wind and hurricane you scud across mountains, billow as 

smoke from volcanoes, you lift up the mountains, you scoop out the valleys, you draw the 

compass needle to the pole, the boulder falls, who lets it fall if not you. Who lets rivers fill and 

empty, rise and fall, and Man arise, animals grow, plants bloom. From whom do we come if 

not from your hand. We shoot like sparks from your primal flame. We are all of us sparks of 

your primal light. Oh, are you not divine, primal and eternal, like a serpent winding quick as 

lightning through the temporal, sloughing off world after world. Wonderful, more than 

wonderful, that once again I can praise you, having been cast down. Now I see you again in 

your profusion, you the uncreated, immortal, most deep, most high, brightest and darkest, 

you everything in us: the ladder and the climber. I have but one complaint: that I cannot 

worship you sufficiently, you who enter through the portals of my senses and leave through 

the portals of my senses. As sunlight falls on empty husks, as breezes waft through reeds and 

make them sing, reeds and wafting breeze, so do you suffuse my being. Oh power and glory, 

dominion and true life, power and deed and wisdom and love, all-encompassing sustaining 

love, endless Centre.” 

This was Giordano’s softly sung hymn, his rapturous sigh. It faded. Giordano stood 

motionless as he sang. His head was lowered, cloak drawn around him. The church was huge. 

But although Giordano’s voice was feeble, it resonated around the columns, statues, pictures, 

overlaid the high gloomy vaults of the roof like wax on a young fruit. And as he fell silent, he 

was answered by whispers, murmurs, susurrations from above and from the sides.  
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Pan Twardowski stroked his little goatee. After a while he cleared his throat. “All this does 

not answer my question. It was not for this I summoned you. You always spoke in such fashion. 

There was no need to traipse through cities just for this. You will sing this song regardless of 

the times, and the world can be destroyed by fire and a Deluge can come upon us. What 

trouble does it put you to, praising Glory and Eternity. Who are these lies aimed at? Take 

them to that poor girl, the extra, whose life is wasting, ask the Pole, ask unhappy Therese lying 

there on her face.” 

As if Twardowski had not spoken, Giordano again started chanting.  

“Love, oh Love! You make manifest the deepest foundations of truth. You uncover the 

darkness, and where there are clouds you shine through them. You alone have this power. You 

are the eye of reason. You shatter the iron gates of error. What Heaven, Earth and Hell hold 

fast and guard, you make manifest and all can see it. Oh doltish people, do you want to see the 

Truth? Open your stupid eyes. If Love has not entered into you, you shall seek in vain.” 

The whispering around the columns, in the nave, from the sides grew louder. Already it 

was a soft harmonious song, billowing towards Giordano. It kept sounding long after Giordano 

had finished. Twardowski had pounded his sword on the floor, now he cried in fury: “You will 

stop now! I think it is enough. I had assumed that one who went to the stake for his beliefs 

was a somebody. But you are a nothing. You are a windbag, an orator, beguiler. You are a 

scandal, after all that you have seen. So shameless: to mock those who lie dead, who carry 

hideous death in their hearts, and squirm! That’s nothing, you say to them in consolation, for 

God is wonderful and sits on his throne. No! That god is dead. He is dead! And never again 

shall he dare to become alive in the world and show his face. Misery is in the world, 

wickedness, arrant perfidy, and no reason at all, no wisdom at all, and no love!” 

The church was deathly quiet. The whispering had stopped. Giordano shrank into his 

cloak. No glow came from him, unbroken darkness filled the church.  

A long time passed before a word came from the black figure at the feet of Twardowski, 

who was drawn up to his full height. It was a breath: “I know, I know.”  

“Well then,” growled the other. 

The black figure groaned, and sobbed: “I saw more than just the three I was sent to see. I 

sat in lecture halls and heard what they teach. I walked through libraries and browsed in 

books. I stood beside workers in factories, men and women in these wonderful factories. 

Pardon my tears. I have spent many hours doing nothing but weep. It is a debased humanity. 

All we did was in vain. They sit deeper in shame than in our day. We gave them everything we 

saw and felt. And this is what they have made of it, this is what has come of it: the possibility 

of acknowledging no laws, of glorifying everything they do in their wickedness, of hardening 

themselves against all feeling. Where is the villainy they would shrink from, what lies will they 

not fling in humanity’s face. Yes, it happens, and I saw it and heard it. In the lecture halls I 
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learned how they justify themselves: there are only numbers and weights and motion, all else 

is illusion and deception, now they can unlock their chains. This is not me, Twardowski, it is 

not me. Hear how I curse them. 

“We meant to lead them to the Earth, to the glory of the Earth, to its inexhaustible riches, 

its inexhaustible spirit in which the human has a share. They were to see who they are, find 

themselves again. Why prate of a Paradise that existed somewhere, sometime? We wanted to 

open their eyes so they would see what lies right beside them, created by the primal Eternal 

and laid out before them.  

“It failed. What we offered was torn from our hands by evil spirits. The powers, the wicked 

who rule on Earth, took control of our gifts and now, I tell you, they are ripe for the flaming 

sword of retribution. It shall come to pass. Oh, they think they can know everything, they 

think that every secret, every mystery was chased from the world along with their distant god. 

But it only buried itself deeper. The wicked, the degenerate, the depraved, how they have 

hollowed out the world, how they have poisoned, impoverished, and stultified all of humanity. 

And they call on us, on me, to be their witness. If they could, they would make me their saint. 

I gave them a noble songbird, they plucked its feathers to stuff their stupid beds. And it was 

not Copernicus, and not Galileo, and not I. We wanted to make humanity more divine in a 

divine world, they drove it into a swamp, turned it into a ravening toad. No love, no reason, no 

wisdom – only violence, murder, loneliness, and fear! This is what I saw.” 

“Now I have heard the case for the prosecution, Giordano Bruno. How do you answer it?” 

“Destroy the world! Destroy it! Destroy it! The Eternal, the primal Eternal, lives on! Truth 

destroys those who shackle it! Humanity is sinking into a depravity of new lies and delusions. 

This is not the will of God, this is not what we died for.” 

Giordano’s glow flickered here and there in the space between two columns, his voice, not 

loud, had taken on a piercing hiss: “Bring a mirror! New singers, new poets! New warriors! 

New martyrs! The human species has foundered. The wicked are among you, they have 

dominion over you. Grieve, oh grieve! See it and grieve! Grieve more, still more. From the soul 

of grief comes a helping hand, consciousness, the avenging arm. The time is ripe. Save 

humanity from its downfall! Oh defiled world, oh wonderful Earth!” He was surrounded by the 

murmuring of a thousand voices. He flew wildly up into the heights of the nave.  

Twardowski tracked him: “Where to, Giordano?”  

The voice rang out: “For five hundred years we strove to draw the eyes of men back down 

to Earth. I need five hundred years more.” 

“And then there’ll be Paradise? That’s what they said after Jesus Christ. Five hundred years 

more, let’s make a Church that encompasses all humanity, then everything will be all right.” 

“The world is in flux. There is always a need for new churches. Look at the grief, it shows 

that truth lives. Say again, Twardowski, who are you? How were you able to summon me?” 
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“I am the conscience of your age. I have been granted the power to summon you and hold 

you to account.” 

“Twardowski, you summoned me too soon. Another five hundred years.” 

Giordano stood in flames before him, the entire nave and star-spangled ceiling were lit by 

the glow. His fiery eyes glared at Twardowski, who stood, both hands on the pommel of his 

sword. How the heart beat behind the ribs in Giordano’s fiery transparent breast, how it 

pulsed, rose and fell. How his lungs expanded and sagged. How the tongue played in his 

mouth. How intently, hands outstretched, challenging, did he await Twardowski’s response.  

Twardowski threw back his bony head. He raised the sword high, closed his eyes. 

All at once Twardowski’s sword swung through the air. Dense black multitudes rustled all 

around him. Giordano, screaming, whirled, flung himself about. Twardowski, huddled in his 

cloak, groaned, wept as he had at the beginning: “I say no. I won’t do it.” 

“You must.” 

“I won’t do it. I will not be lied to. You can lie your way like this through ten centuries, 

twenty centuries and still complain and still cry out for yet another five hundred years. You 

will not succeed. You brought misfortune on mankind. And you must pay.” 

“I brought them the truth, and you shall not touch me.”  

“Because you believe this and still have some hope for these dregs of the Earth, this 

humanity, I shall put an end to you. Humanity is cursed. They shall be cursed. And you with 

them. You shall be dead, a nothing.” 

“You shall do nothing to me.” 

Giordano, spinning like a pillar of fire, was surrounded by a cloud of whispering voices. 

Twardowski swung his sword at the cloud. It parted, receded from him, flowed around him 

like a swarm of bees, enclosed him. From one side of the nave, from the statues and pictures, 

bright streaks emerged shouting, merged with the cloud that hovered there. Twardowski 

swung about him, roared. But already the bright mass was veering away through the air. A 

window high in the vaulted ceiling cracked open.  

The bright cloud flew out, Twardowski screamed in pursuit. 

Over the silent marketplace, high above the houses beneath the clouds Giordano flowed, 

flung himself, whooped, swirled.  

Twardowski in his black cloak pursued like a dark rag. In vain he snatched at the bright 

tumultuous figure ahead of him. He gave up. He sank into himself. He floated with the other 

clouds.  

The stone church stood there in the night.  

≈≈≈ 
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The Man who Disappeared 

AT FIRST KLINKERT, a man of his time, no different from most of those around him, settled 

for a few short weeks on the hill road above Frankfurt am Main. It was a lurch towards 

Heidelberg, Therese’s home town. Along the way he lay low in Frankfurt, then pushed on 

farther, and then one day he wrote letters and received replies and was despatched far away by 

Posten and the business his father had founded, across the national border (it was another 

border he wanted to cross): to Paris. 

Paris. Work, visits, tasks, impressions. At first he seemed lost in empty space, and in quiet 

moments it grew unbearable, then unfamiliar impressions seeped in, and inward questionings 

and conflicts faded. To forget, cast it all away: this was hard to achieve. After a visit from 

Posten, who boosted his morale and for the first time made him laugh again, he planned, since 

it all seemed to be working out, to rent an office in the city for their firm. And so he sits one 

morning at a table in the hotel’s breakfast room. Few guests, waiters chatting at the buffet. 

Klinkert has opened two business letters, laid them aside, holds a third in his left hand, which 

has dropped to his lap. The letter bears a Polish stamp, the handwriting is unfamiliar, perhaps 

a woman. The mother of Jagna, the handsome Pole. She had obtained his address from Posten, 

her son has been missing for ages, they have tried in vain to find him, apparently he is in 

France. If Klinkert could perhaps find some trace of him –. 

Jagna the roué. That was then. Unconsciously, Klinkert sits stiff and upright as in the old 

days, his face tense, his gaze seemingly aimed at the pattern in the carpet. But he does not see 

these tulips that merge into lilies and hyacinths. He stares into the distance, because behind 

his eyes an imperious voice is speaking in his head.  

Our dear Jagna, rogue, gambler, skirt-chaser, discussions with a monk, we tested his 

mettle, the husband visited, he shot him. How gracefully, O man, with thy palm-bough, Upon 

the waning century standest thou, In proud and noble manhood's prime. And as if from a pulpit 

a voice speaks to him: You knew nothing of this. And what in fact did you know. I shall open 

the door to your past, your dead past. You gulped down wisdom from Socrates to Nietzsche 

and strove to add your own little bit. You had to busy yourself with everything, except with 

what concerned you. Let a wolf eat what it may, it remains a wolf. For what battlefield, for 

what desolate struggles have you spent yourself, not your battles, your soil is patient, it covers 

itself deep in debris. All those decades gone, the years of your life. You grew up like this with 

Posten, oh, where did you grow up. Look at you, sitting in this fine hotel. Far from the 

shooting, that’s your motto.  

You did not join in the game. You were never in the game. Your game never got started. 

You came in only at the end, and now you run away. You lacked all awareness. Evil times! Now 

you sit stiff and upright as before. But you spent a long time down there.  
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The pale young waiter in his black apron gravely pours coffee from the big pot, retreats 

without a word. After a while Klinkert stands up. The boy at the door hands him hat and 

gloves. He is a man of medium build in his thirties, but looks much older. Face grey and bony. 

He starts the search for Jagna without delay. He hires detectives.  

Just look at the city. Hellish, satanic world. Dancing bear on a hot grid.  

Sometimes along the street you collapse onto a chair at a café, stir your coffee, look 

through the window, out there people walking happily, peacefully along in a crowd. It looks 

like chaos, but everything flows smoothly. Even the hearses here are smart motor cars that sail 

over the asphalt with their dead and the bright wreaths people have piled onto them. And for 

the living and for the dead it is all like a peaceful garden, you smile, walk past one another, 

exchange greetings.  

Klinkert has to find Jagna, it’s his affair. After weeks of hunting he tracks him down, in 

Paris. Jagna works in a suburb, in a cork factory. Klinkert waits for him one evening in the 

street. The Pole is stunned to see him, then angry. Then Jagna walks beside him in his blue 

shirt, hands deep in the pockets of his baggy dungarees, he puffs his pipe, on his head a 

peaked cap. He is much thinner than before, his chin is hard, he has a little black moustache. 

Klinkert recognises him by the big black eyes, now mournful, now icily immobile.  

How did you find me, he asks Klinkert. It is a dusty autumn evening, they sit outside a 

little café. When Jagna hears about the letter from his mother, he is mute. He shakes his head: 

“That woman won’t give up. As if I were her son.”  

Klinkert is astonished: “She’s not your mother?”  

“In the sense people mean. She can do nothing for me.”  

“I never knew she meant you ill, Jagna. Her letters are friendly.”  

“We were never on bad terms. It was the usual theatre. Forget all that nonsense. What are 

you doing here?”  

“I’m in business.”  

“With Posten?”  

“You remember him?”  

“Oho, you villains, you landed me in hot water. Fine brothers you are. Now you regret it, 

want to drag me back to my mother, is that it? Or what are you after? Earn money off me?”  

Klinkert had nothing to say to this ironic tone. As they parted, Jagna tested him: “A noble 

youth, as ever. Probably think you’re the cat’s whiskers, finding me at last. Are you going to 

play a new game with me? Where is Posten?” He spun on his heel, was Posten nearby, then 

nodded disdainfully to Klinkert: “When you see him, say hello from me. And my mother. I 

guess that’s all you can take back, yes?” He held out a limp hand, took his pipe from his mouth 

with his left hand, now his face wore an expression of disgust.  
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Klinkert ran after him to the Metro entrance and asked if he could see him again. Jagna 

stood on the landing, drew slowly on his pipe without looking at Klinkert, then raised his head, 

frowned and said yes.  

A few evenings later they were to meet at the same place. Jagna turned up an hour late, 

puffed smoke for ages before saying a word. When he had gulped his glass of wine he said 

Klinkert was lucky, he was going away next morning.  

“Where to, Jagna?”  

“Since when was it your business?”  

Now it was time to put cards on the table. “I want to go too.”  

“Just as I thought.”  

“You did?”  

“Of course. You didn’t hunt me down on behalf of an old woman in Poland you’ve never 

met. You want to know how I managed to hide myself away.”  

“Jagna, I want to go too. Tell me, where are you going?”  

“So you can betray me. I’ll never trust your sort again as long as I live. You fine scum.”  

“You’re right, Jagna. We know it all too well. What are your plans?”  

Jagna laughed: “Detectives these days, they want their prey to confess on the spot.” All of a 

sudden he stared directly at Klinkert: “What’s up with you?”  

Klinkert: “It concerns others, not just you.”  

“They’re following you? Want to collar you?”  

“One day you realise what a stinking mess you’re in. And you want out, for God’s sake.” 

Jagna drank from his glass, wiped his little moustache and gave Klinkert a long hard look. 

He started to fill his pipe, muttered “So so” several times. Then he punched Klinkert on the 

arm and smiled craftily: “Has the money run out?”  

“No, it’s – gone.”  

Jagna understood. “Good.” He reached a hand to Klinkert across the table, a firm grip.  

Now Jagna filled his pipe, he had a grave determined look, said reflectively as he took the 

first puff: “Yes, I’m going away. You can know that much. You can write to my mother and tell 

her. She needn’t worry her head any more about the one she calls her son, and who is her son 

if she wants.” Jagna’s lips twitched, you could see it working away inside him, he coughed, and 

without looking up said: “Meanwhile, something’s happened that draws a line under my 

account.” He looked up at Klinkert: “Have you heard of Houteville?”  

“No.”  

“Robbery with murder.”  

My God, where is this going.  
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“I knew him well, here in Paris. And his girlfriend. She was a streetwalker. He didn’t like it. 

They were very much in love. She fawned over him like a schoolgirl. At first I thought her a bit 

common, but later –. Maybe you’ll see her, she’s coming to collect me. Then she fell ill, and 

the two of them couldn’t get by without cocaine. He was no ordinary fellow, his parents threw 

him out over some foolishness, he told me about it, they never gave him a penny, he was 

supposed to eat humble pie. Then he was desperate, they went hungry, and then cocaine. So 

he took a taxi, meaning to go over to his parents’ place and make them see reason. Then the 

taxi had to go past a jeweller’s. It’s evening, a little quiet street, the jeweller’s arranging his 

shop window. So the taxi drives on a bit and then Houteville tells it to stop. He has an idea, 

goes back. He was a fine big lad, how the woman clung to him, such love, and he for her. 

What he did, he did only for her. And she knew it. He’d take a handful of pearls and some 

watches, it all went well in the shop, he’d already stashed some things in his pocket. Only the 

man had to notice, he demands it back, grabs the lad, begins to shout, the loser. You can 

picture the scene. Can’t you, Klinkert?”  

Klinkert nods slowly.  

“So you’re just like him. But the prosecutor saw it differently. He said: you throttled and 

shot the jeweller. That’s why you had a revolver with you. Of course he had a revolver with 

him. It was premeditated murder. Says the prosecutor. So they sentenced him. Penal colony, 

for life. I’m going with him. To Cayenne. Can’t be as bad as here.” 

“How many years did he get?” 

“I told you, life. It was all about a scalp. When they haven’t got a clue they always demand 

a scalp. Their machine never errs, but if someone comes along and points it out, they foam at 

the mouth.”  

“He did it for his girl, and no extenuating circumstances?”  

“It was the extenuating circumstances that put him in the penal colony. And for that I 

won’t grant them any extenuating circumstances.”  

“What will you do in Guiana?”  

“Turn my back on them, Klinkert. There’s only two options: tear it all down here, or leave.”  

“Jagna, think it over. I was in despair once, but I didn’t give up.”  

Jagna laughed in his face: “Klinkert in despair! I know despair. No doubt you wrote 

something in your diary or felt bad for an hour, poor little rabbit. But I went to the Dominican 

as well, you remember, back in Munich.”  

Before Klinkert could reply, Jagna put the money for his coffee on the table, took a deep 

breath, stood and clapped Klinkert on the shoulder in farewell. For a common-looking woman 

was standing on the pavement a few paces away, hatless, holding a shopping bag, a broad 

emaciated face, deepset dark-circled eyes, a thick scarf around throat and shoulders, big 
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earrings, she seemed to have no teeth, her mouth was clamped like an old woman’s, a single 

colourless line. She watched them both without expression. Klinkert went with them. They 

walked to a Metro station. The woman said: “Perhaps the gentleman has something to spare. 

We could use it.” 

Klinkert came again early next morning to bring the woman money for the convict. She 

was wearing a cap and a dark green overcoat, and dragging a suitcase. She had no objection to 

Klinkert going with her to the train station. On the way he gave her the money, she nodded, 

tucked it away, barely said thanks. She said goodbye outside the station.  

A few days after this, Klinkert looked for Jagna in his lodgings, not far from the café. The 

landlady was suspicious, there had been a lot of visits by detectives on account of the murder.  

“He’s going to Guiana. You’re his friend? Why couldn’t you talk him out of it? To listen to 

him he’s a terrible tearaway, but he’s the most peaceable fellow in the world.” She announced 

that he’d waited until the transport ship sailed with his friend, then bought his ticket. His 

suitcase is no longer here.  

 

You learn to live more slowly 

KLINKERT LIVED through savage days.  

He gnawed his fingers in impotence and despair. I don’t know what’s meant to happen. 

Blessed those who have a faith. Should I stay alive, should I try again, should I follow you, 

Therese? 

Because he had no one around him, because the news from home was dreadful, he went 

back to Germany. The great coup had succeeded. The parties that had fought each other were 

defeated by the most robust, which then, amid the general confusion and cheered on by many 

people in Klinkert’s circle, proclaimed itself the State.  

As it was dangerous to talk, Klinkert kept his views to himself. It stabbed him to the heart 

to see how many radiant faces greeted him and in a way congratulated him: the victors were 

conducting themselves as he had always advocated, steely, instrumental. Broad robust Posten, 

the smug savage daredevil, was intoxicated with the methods and their effect. He was 

delighted that Klinkert, whose spiritual strength (now Posten speaks of spiritual strength) 

could be put to good use, had returned to take part in the reconstruction. Klinkert had no 

regrets about returning. It pulled him out of all his confusion. People seemed reborn, they 

went about in a kind of holiday mood. But he could see what was also going on, like the 

muddy trickles after a thunderstorm – how petty vindictiveness reared its head, how friends 

and acquaintances sniffed around each other and dared not speak, how mistrust loomed like a 

monster over everyone, how mindless hordes of careerists, a wretched downtrodden tribe, 

hurled themselves into public positions and offices and kicked others in the face.  
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“How now, wise owl,” cried faithful Posten, “you see: home is best.” And Posten confided 

that he had excellent connections, they’d be working full steam. “It really is a revolution!”  

“Whose property has been confiscated,” Klinkert wanted to know.  

“Why?”  

“Because you all act as if you’ve come into a massive inheritance, or it’s your birthday.”  

“The uncle from America,” said Posten, “is we ourselves. That’s what’s new, dear boy. The 

strength of the people is our bank, and it’s available to all.”  

“Free of charge?”  

“Workers and trades unions are all in it with us. There’s never been a revolution like it.” 

He said this without winking.  

And young people Klinkert came across in the street, whom he had known in Heidelberg, 

said the same. They besieged him, exchanged excited remarks about the turnaround, the 

deliverance. It should have come ten years ago. They sounded Klinkert out. Then one after 

another they stole quietly by themselves to Klinkert in his lodgings and wanted to know how 

he stood. They were unsure, uneasy, a few were frightened. Klinkert did not reveal himself, he 

trusted no one. One of those who came presented a shocking picture. He had become a 

journalist, and swiftly joined the new movement. He was a shining success. Before, he was 

thoughtful and restrained. Now he acted as if he had discovered himself, railed against the old 

epoch that had suppressed him, spat fire and flames against perfidy and corruption and 

painted himself as a flag-bearer for the new age. Klinkert let the words flow over him. They all 

seemed happy to have their elbows free, so they could lash out as the fancy took them.  

In a tête à tête with his friend, Posten delivered his views: “Now you see what it was we 

lacked. In the Middle Ages the proper gentry, the knights, sat in their castles and ran a true 

regime. Then the emperors came and mashed it all up. They suppressed the knights and 

wanted to rule all by themselves. There was only serfdom. Now we’re free. We shall reach an 

understanding with the people. The regime will be strict, but that’s as it should be.”  

In the evenings industrialists and engineers, friends of Posten, came to visit. They smoked. 

An engineer, pale and greasy, clever smooth face, blew smoke into the air meditatively: “Bah. 

Talk of dictatorship, despotism. We should be glad there are people willing to take it on, such 

positions are dangerous. Instead of thanking God that someone’s prepared to play the dictator, 

people slander him.”  

“You’re right,” said Posten.  

“I’d never want to be dictator under any circumstances. But what we need is a pack mule, 

ready to take on everything they hang about its neck.”  

Posten twinkled at Klinkert: “Even liberty?”  
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“Even liberty. And astronomy. And tar from coal. It’s all the same to me. Plunder, plunder, 

I say. Plunder, I say for the third time. What should a man do? Fritter away his life. That’s all 

there is. Or is there something more, Posten, Klinkert? Then tell me the secret. Since you 

won’t, I assume you too know nothing. Fritter away, fall in love, annoy people.” 

The same rotund young engineer, only a couple of strands of blonde hair on his bald head, 

repeated during a pause in the card game: “My principle: steer life towards the gentle not-life. 

Keep spinning along. And then I think: a war now and then, as a freshener. What do you say?” 

≈≈≈ 

After a few weeks it was clear to Klinkert that he had to leave, come what may. There were two 

phenomena: whispers, and shouting. Menacing shouts filled the foreground, keeping quiet 

had become dangerous. They tipped Klinkert off: he’s being watched. And he noticed it 

himself. They tried to challenge him with remarks about bloodless heads and brain-creatures 

whose time was past. They valued the deed, and mocked him: “The deed arises not from 

knowledge, but from instinct, from our demonic desire, from belief in our mission.”  

Klinkert gritted his teeth, was defenceless. People who had never opened a book crowed 

about “cowardly intellectual courtesans crawling ever deeper into their mouseholes”. In the 

beer gardens they spoke loudly about the patriarchy that had created states, they wanted to 

reintroduce the ancestral tablet, but were scared of their wives and superiors; and instead of 

honouring or even idolising their dead parents they nursed a rage against them, preferred not 

to think of them, and none could be stirred to visit the cemetery more than once a year.  

≈≈≈ 

Klinkert was Posten’s guest. He had no plan yet. He shut himself away a great deal in Posten’s 

little library, tried to come to terms with himself and put himself back on his feet.  

In the street, near the Zoo station one misty day, as Klinkert was turning into the zoo, a 

slight, elderly, very plainly dressed man looked at him attentively as he passed. Klinkert felt 

uneasy, he turned around, followed the man, looked sidelong at him, recognised him: 

Professor Krug, his Latin teacher from school. They spoke. The teacher had been pensioned off 

long ago. As they stood there he asked, after a pause and a long strangely penetrating look, for 

Klinkert’s address. Barely a week later he turned up at the door.  

“Do you sit in here often?” he asked Klinkert in Posten’s library. “Do you read?”  

“Of course,” Klinkert nodded. Again that probing look from the old man. He moved closer, 

said softly: “You don’t approve?”  

“What do you mean?”  

The visitor repeated: “You don’t approve?”  

Klinkert understood, a chill went through him, he was hesitant even before this old man 

who was surely not capable of betrayal. The man whispered: “You see, that’s how it is. You too 
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have no courage. We are all the same. They should have told you that a year ago. You’re afraid 

of me. You’re afraid of the whole world.” And the frail professor with the trim snow-white hair 

sat upright, his hard blue eyes fixed Klinkert, and now Klinkert knew who it was facing him, 

his stern teacher, incorruptible, relentless.  

“No,” said Klinkert, returning his gaze, “I don’t approve.” 

“So what will you do?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“I’m a pensioned civil servant. My father fell in 1870. I’m Prussian, remain Prussian and 

won’t allow myself to be made Asiatic or African. I will not betray my father, my teachers and 

my books. My colleagues in service do that. Shame on them. Tell me, what is happening?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“You don’t know. But you know these people. This is your generation.” 

“I really don’t know, Professor. And really I have no desire to understand it.” 

“Well. This is what our education leads to. Some betray, and the others shrug it off.” 

“Our hands are tied, professor, now that things have gone so far.” 

“What is your opinion of Christianity?” 

“Why?” 

“They are courting it. You think of everything when you’re in a tight spot. In my family we 

followed only a lukewarm Christianity, unsurprising, we were all scholars of ancient languages. 

I’ve thought hard about it. Even Christianity is no use. Christianity is despair. It affects only 

the ego. We are lost, betrayed and sold left and right, this is Christianity’s starting point. You 

can only depend on yourself and your faith: that, frankly, means despair.” 

He looked expectantly at Klinkert. Klinkert: “I’ve had little to do with Christianity. Though 

I haven’t broken with it. It wasn’t worth the effort. If you ask me,” he thought for a moment, 

“in times like these you still need Christianity precisely because people are lost, left and right. 

You have only yourself to fall back on.” 

“That takes us no farther. What do people hope for from a doctrine that says: abandon 

your father and mother and follow me? It nullifies us from the start. And what do people do? 

They hide behind prayers, they assert a particular character called God – with what methods, 

with what possibility, let’s be frank, with what recklessness, even if they do actually mean 

anything when they use that word. Someone said: a world that dares to do without God will be 

its own ruin. And vice versa: whoever dares to engage with such a God is ruined.” 

Klinkert listened, attentive and deeply moved: “Could be. Could be.” After a pause: “And 

what then should a God be?”  

The eyes of the old Latin teacher flashed, he laughed: “What should light be? What should 

lightning be? I don’t know. That’s what he should be. He should show himself. How, that’s up 
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to him. And if he doesn’t reveal himself – especially now – and you see that nothing at all 

depends on his solemn approval, then we should stop playing the fool, cast off the whole spell.” 

Klinkert nodded again: “I see, I see. Perhaps you really mean it, perhaps you’re just posing 

the question to yourself.” 

“And you?” 

Klinkert considered: “Many new necessities confront us. The way is not yet clear. You’re 

right, of course: the ego, the ego.” 

The old man shook his head: “I never said that. But what then? A king? Education?” He bit 

his lower lip, which was trembling: “All that is gone too.” 

“Were we ever guided by education?” asked Klinkert. The professor looked at him with a 

frightened expression: “How do you answer?” 

“The question just occurred to me. It’s easy to answer ‘no’. But I just see the question.” He 

rested his arms on his knees, sank into himself and said softly to the floor: “The ego. It must be 

the ego. Maybe not our ego, as we conceive of it. Maybe another, stronger, mightier ego that 

contains something, wants this, does not want that – that knows what it wants.” 

The professor shook his head in frustration: “Leave it. It doesn’t help. Brooding is no help.” 

“There’s no help, today or tomorrow,” said the man who had lost Therese.  

≈≈≈ 

After the professor left, Klinkert sat a long while at the desk in the library, head in his hands. 

Who had said: “It’s wonderful being good, it does you good to be good – what wellsprings we 

tap when we can be good, what torments fall silent!” Who said that? Therese.  

At last he raised his eyes. 

There on the shelves stood the theologian Angelus Silesius, leather-bound Goethe, on a 

high shelf Nietzsche, Hölderlin, Novalis; Posten had raised them to the dusty heights. Come, 

you rarest vial, you precious potion, that I now fetch down in deep devotion. 

Klinkert sprawled in the leather armchair.  

I’m being punished. My enemies go about triumphant. They deny me air. Your enemies, 

why your enemies? – Because they set themselves up as my masters, but I have not granted 

them that status. And I refuse to accept it. – But you see how they go about and hope. Stand 

up and hope along with them. Or don’t you need to? It’s a fact you gave up on Latin. – I’d like 

to hope. It shouldn’t upset me to go along with them, with their hundreds of thousands, and 

millions. I can’t imagine anything finer. That’s what I have learned, I know it, I was blighted 

without it. But this. – Why not this? Why not? Just do it. – Don’t tempt me. They don’t go 

together. It’s a pretence. Rapture is not enough for me, I want transformation. This is not it. 

They don’t move. They are led, herded, driven into a garlanded trap. 
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He leafed through Goethe’s poems. Suddenly he shook convulsively. He felt that if he 

could cry, this would be the time. He read: A violet stood upon the lea, Hunched o'er in 

anonymity.  

He whispered: “Hunched o’er in anonymity.” He lighted on the Sorcerer’s Apprentice, long-

lost friend: Good! That old sorcerer has vanished, And for once has gone away! Spirits called by 

him, now banished, My commands shall soon obey!  

There, see the Roman Elegies, here you are:  

Speak, ye stones, I entreat! Oh speak, ye palaces lofty!  

Utter a word, oh ye streets! Wilt thou not, Genius, awake?  

All that thy sacred walls, eternal Rome, hold within them  

Teemeth with life; but to me, all is still silent and dead.  

Oh, who will whisper unto me,--when shall I see at the casement  

That one beauteous form, which, while it scorcheth, revives?  

Can I as yet not discern the road, on which I for ever  

To her and from her shall go, heeding not time as it flies? 

He closed the book on his knees. Eternal Rome, silent for so long. Long-lost world. I knew it 

once. You creep up on it like a criminal. Unmasked as a criminal. But what can I do. I couldn’t 

avert what’s happening out there, I was wicked to help it along, now it’s on my shoulders. Eat, 

bird, or die.  

Silently he glowered into the room, clutched the book tightly. Locked up like a criminal, 

here in this room. They will burst open the door and come to me to loosen my tongue. Cursed 

logic of existence: first Therese, that was a hint to me, now I’m in the firing line.  

His hands kneaded the book, he whispered, swore at the carpet. Fetters, they’ll try to seize 

me, they’ll dare, they’ll presume, my young men, and if I do what I must and speak what I 

must, it’ll be all over for me.  

A newspaper lay on the little table beside him. Posten had marked something in red: 

“Theoderich the Great was the vehicle and executor of an inevitable historical catastrophe. 

Teutonicism confronted Christianity and the classical world. The fulcrum of history lies 

between the Mediterranean and the north.” Klinkert stood up in anger, carefully put the 

Goethe volume down on the table. Teutons! Teutons! They are Germans. They scream it daily. 

They do nothing but scream. I’ve never made head or tail of that claptrap. Let them support 

what they want. But I too am a German. I am a German. Yes, I am. I am just as good a German 

as those with their foam-flecked mouths. This is my country. Mine too. I shall defend myself. I 

am not Jagna, I shall not leave.  

Just then a piano began playing overhead, a female voice sang Schubert’s “Trout”. My 

homeland, they have the power, but they shan’t drive me out, these grotesques, these grubs. 

He ground his teeth. 
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They were marching in the streets, these neo-Sbirri. Their singing and the stamp of their 

marching boots sounded through the window. He groaned, buried his face in his hands. Oh, 

stop looking in the mirror! Stop looking every day at the corpse you are. 

≈≈≈ 

He stayed, unable to tear himself away. He wanted to see it through. It was hard. 

It’s the law of the strong, I myself swore by it.  

Little by little it grew easier, and different. He performed his work on the coast, in the 

factory, in the office in the city. Posten mocked: “We bungled it, Mr World Improver. Now it’s 

back to the herrings.”  

He noticed, a thousand times more clearly than before, how like millions of others he kept 

silent about the life around him, how it retreated, concealed itself, disguised itself even, in 

order to cope in its own way. It was a strange, uncanny world, no one opened up for others to 

know, but you sensed yourself, feared and loved yourself, even esteemed yourself. Once he 

came upon an employee eating at his desk in the office, the elderly man calmly put away his 

sandwich and apologized: “One must eat, alas, Dr Klinkert, there’s no government that can 

cure my sick stomach.” 

This dumb struggle that adapted itself to objects. It was like the sea, washing around 

mighty cliffs thrusting jagged out of it. Posten tried to hear his friend out: “Now, old man, isn’t 

it better for you, following in your father’s footsteps, free from the plague of politics. When we 

could do nothing but speechify?” Klinkert kept silent. He felt: yes, we leave it to them, it has 

its bright side: at last we’re able to see ourselves. Perhaps violence and tyranny must first 

become monstrous, perhaps you must become desperate, before things will become better. 

Desperation was a long time coming. It gathered in all sorts of ways, washed ashore, the 

violence was sometimes hard and brutal, sometimes it let up, but always it lapped around the 

mass of people. Day by day, night by night, the deeper and fuller life was absorbed into it. 

People went around clad in shame, countless faces were closed in against the disgrace that had 

to be endured, but a thousand things that power desired were effortlessly transformed.  

It became difficult and utterly serious. And it became harsh, harsher and utterly harsh – 

towards the gentle, gentler, utterly gentle.  

At that time the adversaries were not identified by their colour, white or dark. They all had 

white skins, the lords and enforcers were distinguished by grimaces and clothing from those 

who offered resistance. The harsh shouts of command, shrill rabble-rousing cries you heard 

came from the throats of the conquerors. What once bloodhounds and firearms had done 

against naked natives with bows and arrows was done now by speeches, newspapers, radio, 

police, prison. People’s thoughts were upended until ideas no longer had a secure foundation, 

then people were tame lunatics in cages. Thus had methods changed since the days of the 

weary emperor Charles, and I the King of Spain.  
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It was the misfortune of the masters and enforcers that tribes could not be killed and 

annihilated as in earlier times, and moreover did not commit collective suicide.  

Patience, patience was the big word. Time, stronger than bloodhounds and weapons, 

became a force that could not be seized from the people.  

You learned to live more slowly.  

 

Voyage to the penal colony 

THE TRANSPORT SHIP La Martinière anchored off the Ile de Ré. In the jail on the island 

convicts were assembled from the whole country, some sentenced to life, some to twenty years, 

some to ten. They were escorted from the jail by small troops of armed guards, chained and 

unchained, led down to the dockside, jostled aboard the little steam launch that took them to 

the prison ship.  

It was a last echo from the time of the old kings and lords.  

The great ocean lay at play. Calm and smooth, it lay there giving away nothing. It lapped 

on the shore with a sweet soporific sound, swirled around the landing stages. It emitted a 

gentle, steady breathing. The grey surface sparkled under the sun’s rays.  

The little ferry came steaming back. On the shore more troops marched down in step. 

They looked around, sniffed the keen air, their lungs expanded, they waited.  

They were those the land was not yet finished with.  

The young broad-shouldered man who had become a soldier stood there with a mean and 

gloomy look. In his younger days he had served time in reform school. He grew up cunning. 

Among soldiers he made it to sergeant. He liked a drink. And then he lost his temper in a 

tavern, the fight spilled into the street, a lieutenant came by, Fate had led the unlucky man 

there just for this moment, but the bell tolled for the sergeant too. The lieutenant confronted 

him, told him to move on quietly. There was a rabble of soldiers, all excited and drunk. Then 

the sergeant, in a blind fury from his time in reform school, drew his revolver and shot the 

lieutenant. When he came to his senses it was all over for him. They gave him a hard time, 

kept careful watch over him, maybe his spirit was weak. Drunkenness was no excuse. He’s for 

the penal colony. He sat in the courtroom with the learned judge and sworn laymen. They 

observed the man, heard him and the witnesses, had to make up their minds. They knew the 

country and his kind. Before the judge were piles of books old and new, specifying what 

crimes there were and how they should be punished. They searched through them to see what 

the crime was in this case. Then they read out the sentence. They knew: this is a man just like 

us. They knew what a difficult childhood and reform school meant. But they were not allowed 

to follow those thoughts. So they judged it murder, sat solemnly in their chairs and went 

home, uneasy.  
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Beside him as they wait for the launch stands a fat pale man. He is young, hollow-eyed, has 

the face of a fanatic. Long dark hair falls over his temples, his shoulders droop, an untidy 

moustache sits on the thick slack upper lip. He looks neither right nor left. He too has come to 

the end of the road. What did they say, men in these countries of white men? You have to 

make something of yourself, do great deeds, become famous maybe. This hollow-eyed man 

had thought of nothing else from the start. But everyone on every side wanted to be 

something. As trees in the forest stretch towards the light and try to overtop each other, so too 

you must strive. He didn’t grow very tall, never amounted to much. So he made his way with 

violence. His wife nagged him. He took refuge in a delusion. What everyone dreamed about 

became a compulsion with him. So he exists alongside the wife, quiet and distant, invests in a 

silver-fox farm, and one day, when the wife asks all innocently about his work, he is provoked, 

starts on her, cuts her down, and later attests that he had no regrets, still has no regrets. In 

fact he is filled with a manic joy, he blesses the corpse with holy water, he feels the envious 

eyes of his environment on him. He did this; he has shown who he is. They expel him, this 

ugly face of their passions. How long will he survive over there. And what happens when he 

dies. They are appalled when they read about him. But they devour it. They suspect something. 

Out, they say. But it has taken root in them. 

He murdered from jealousy. Out, they say. Out of our sight. But it has taken root in them. 

They stand four abreast. The launch approaches. Now it ties up at the landing stage. They 

start moving. Tramp over the gangplank. The boarding gate closes, the engine throbs.  

Hey dear Mother, you bore me and I grew to a rogue and ran away, hey, dear Mother, it’s 

all up with me now. 

Hey dear Father, you sired me, let me grow to robber, murderer, rogue, you’ll not beat me 

again, your task is done. Huzza huzza. It’s over. 

Adieu dear homeland, dear homeland adieu. What a thoroughly loathsome land. Wait till I 

see you again. I’ll burn down your houses, you judges, jurors, witnesses, sitting so calm in your 

houses, you think you’re done with us, we’ll show you.  

You pack of curs, you pigs, you band of robbers, you hypocrites. We’re off to the penal 

colony, and one day we’ll come home again.  

On the back of the giant monster called Ocean, they glided to the transport steamer. 

Waves marvelled at the mighty ship. What strong ribs you have, ship. How did people 

know to shape your breast and make it hard, so you can float on the sea with heavy loads and 

not sink. They built thudding engines. They put them in your belly. They give you the power 

to swim along. People are not fish, but they made you stronger and hardier than any fish. Oh 

how powerful people are. 

On the transport ship they chorused: “You jurors with your fat wives, you stuff your gobs, 

then sit at your green bench and pronounce judgment on us condemned men. On your table 
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you have jam, butter, wine, white bread. Us they give watery coffee, tinned food and tough 

vegetables.”  

The herring is a joy we’re given. Every day he leaves his tun and shows himself unto the 

sun, and stinks to highest heaven. He’ll never rot, we slurp him down, we ought to turn his life 

around, we of course can rot away, over that, no lords hold sway. 

The sea snuggled tenderly against the ship’s belly. There’s nothing to compare with white 

people. Whoever could think like them. They look as if they could never walk. They can’t last 

long in water, but they’ve transformed themselves into a giant fish. They lay cables over your 

bed, they call each other up and say how are you, over many miles. They often praise our 

waves. But they have no idea how wonderful they themselves are. They’re like gods, creating 

everything. We mourn every human who drowns. We’d like to hear what he knows. But he’s 

silent then. You can toss him around, he won’t reveal a thing.  

 

The New Indies 

ON THE SOUTHERN continent a mountain range extends along the west coast, hundreds of 

miles wide, a rampart for the land. The land with its primal masses rises from the whitehaired 

mumbling sea that knows day and night, heat and cold, moonlight, stars and the sun that 

glides up and sinks back down. The sea responds to it all with soughing and thunder, flood 

and ebb, thunder and retreat. It rasps for words like a deaf and dumb man, gropes for the land 

like a blind man, and falls back to its lair.  

The land piles up its towering peaks, spreads out its plains, leaves the sea to its roaring and 

looks to the stars, moon and sun. Proudly lines up peak after peak. From the frigid zone of 

Tierra del Fuego they advance to the equatorial furnace. Snow-clad unattainable crowns, 

volcanoes: high plains and coasts tremble beneath them. And onto the land and the 

mountains there must pour the water that rasps and rages out there at sea. In yearning it 

sends its emissaries across the mountains, they fall, become brooks, rivers that trickle and 

splash across the earth. 

The lands where Alfinger, Quesada, Belalcazar, Federmann rampaged with their little 

gangs of adventurers were partitioned now into Venezuela, Colombia, Guiana. The 

mountainous coast belonged to Peru, Chile, Ecuador. Orellana ventured down the Amazon 

between the walls of its gallery forests, and fought with the Women People. That wide country 

was now Brazil, a colony of the Portuguese Crown and later a free state. Where the Jesuit 

Fathers built their Christian republic was today called Paraguay, Uruguay. Argentina sprawled 

away into the distance, and touched Bolivia.  

Now it was all about imports and exports, trade, industry, finance.  
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In Brazil they had a rubber zone, a sugarcane region, a coffee region, cotton region, a 

region for agriculture and large-scale livestock rearing. They bothered their heads with 

questions of wage labour, latifundia, small businesses, banks, democracy. Everywhere the 

question was how to loot the natural treasures of the country, discover new processes for the 

task, dismantle the old methods, inject money. On the east coast, in Minas Gerais, not far 

from that old robbers’ nest Sao Paolo, now a modern city, they found seams of copper, 

mercury, lead, and in Rio Grande do Sul, wolfram and sulphur. In Ipanema blast furnaces 

smoked, near Ouro Preto an iron smelter.  

Coalbeds in the state of Rio Grande do Sul, coalbeds on the banks of the Uruguay river.  

From the trees of the primeval forest they extracted a thousand kinds of timber, the 

hardest wood on earth, of many colours and scents. There were such quantities of timber and 

felled trees that in many regions people heated their ovens with cedar and laurel. They cut ipé 

wood for railway sleepers and shipbuilding, rosewood for furniture and fine cabinetry. There 

was even a veritable ironwood; on the Paranà gopherwood, then teak, cedar, peroba, barouna, 

jacaranda, massaranduba. These gave work for railways, sawmills, ships. 

On the surging, rolling, flooding Amazon, in riverside clearings, winding channels, 

swamps, in this hot steamy world, rubber was the thing. Forests accompanied the waters of 

the Madeira, Purus, Acre, Vaco, Javary, Juruà. They were Hevea, the rubber tree, a leafy tree 

thirty meters tall, the tapura which men sought out, attacked with hand axes, and tapped its 

thick white sap.  

In great factories in the cities they produced linen goods, silks, blankets, ropes, hats of 

straw and felt, hammocks, paper goods, leather, cigars, cigarettes, beer, matches, biscuits, 

vinegar, oil, ceramics, soap, candles, vehicles, acids, salts, resins, chalk, umbrellas, tinware, 

perfumes, artificial flowers, woollens, cotton fabrics, socks, knitwear, glassware.  

Small businesses manufactured fats, jams, banana flour, fishmeal, inks, lacquer, coloured 

coatings, saddles, bridles, brushes, brooms, mattresses, clocks, spoons, nails, clogs, silverware, 

travel rugs, barrels, billiard balls, buttons, meat extract, gloves, lamps, combs, shoe polish. 

Much of this was exported to North America and Europe.  

 

Escape into the Jungle 

GUIANA, IN THE southern hills. 

The people lay in grass. They stared down through brush. There was a gully, this was hill 

country. Stags called and played in the gully. When the dance was over, the people withdrew. 

They walked through many gullies. On the way home they said nothing, so as to remember 

the leaping and calling. The mountains were the Tumuc-Humac, the highest peak was called 

Timotakem. In a valley with a river flowing through it lay their village Pirai-fish. The people 
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called themselves Pirai. Some walked south through the scrub to the village of Ash-crane, 

some stayed the night with the Crane People and next morning went on to Hocco. Each of 

them in their own village practiced the dance they had observed and heard. Their king was 

sick. These were the Oyampi people.  

After several days people went to Pirai, where the king lay. They carried him out of his hut 

and danced the stag-dance, shook the horned masks and clapped maracas. All the while the 

villagers hid away.  

That evening the king died. The people gathered anxiously together. They burned his hut. 

They dug a deep hole behind and placed him in it. They gave him an oar, his staff, bow and 

arrows, eating utensils, all his feather ornaments, metal pendants. They drummed the news to 

the neighbourhood. There was a great feast in Pirai. The spirit of the tribe was a stag. They 

drank cashiri for a day and a night, and danced. They had often had to punish the king for his 

harshness and the failure of several harvests. He was also blamed for an attack of termites in a 

distant village, the creatures had vanished by now.  

After the king died the village waited a long time before choosing a new king. First they 

wanted to see how the dead king behaved. There was plenty, no illness appeared, the Tupi 

tribe between the Maroni and Plabo and the Emerillon on the Maroni held back. So they 

decided to live without a chief, let the dead king go on ruling. The piache, the sorcerer who 

performed the correct dances in the villages and brought gifts to the king, uttered loud cries.  

From the sea where the Salvation Islands – Devil’s Island, St Joseph’s Island, Royal Island – 

lay, bush, savannah, swamp and primeval forest stretched southward from the coast of 

Cayenne. There were river valleys and hills all the way to the massif of Tumuc-Humac, source 

of the Maroni and Oyapock. The savannah was boundless, in winter it was covered in pale 

green grass, in summer it became red and yellow, the swampy plains were transformed into a 

continuous sea of vegetation. Mauritia palms with their fans followed streams and rivers, and 

palms also stood in clumps. Then the dark silent forest climbed away, it was already the forest 

of that great stream the Amazon, which had its being farther south. 

The convicts had escaped from the penal colony and were hacking their way through bush 

and savannah. One had tried some years before to escape to sea, but was caught and brought 

back. On his advice they were making their way south through the bush. They knew their lives 

were at stake. They were three Whites, two Blacks, an Annamite, and came from the colony of 

Saint-Laurent on the Maroni.  

The Annamite was blind in one eye, coarse panacoco grass grows in the savannah, he had 

rubbed one eye blind with it, the other was milky. He had spent five years on St Joseph, after 

his escape he was chained up as punishment. When they brought him to Saint Laurent on the 

Maroni to work, he found the panacoco grass and rubbed his eye so he would not have to 

work. They called him Ahmed.  
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The two Blacks were Largi and Mustafa. They took turns toting the gun and ammunition 

box they had stolen from a bush Negro. They were burly men. In the middle of his chest Largi 

had a tattoo of a blue heart, under it the words ‘Death to Traitors’. Mustafa, the smaller man, 

had tattooed himself as an officer, he wore a medal, a big red ribbon across his whole torso, a 

long white dagger on his right leg, each arm depicted a rifle with bayonet.  

A former cleric, the White they called Chaplain, wore a red kerchief around his neck. His 

blue shirt was sleeveless. On one arm were the words: ‘Fear not the judgment seat’, on the 

other: ‘Sorry Cecilia, amen’. Under it a snake. He limped, and his right leg was wrapped like a 

parcel, palm leaves tied with liana strings. 

The other two were Perros and Vivien, both White. 

They trudged through the bush. Now they dared to follow watercourses, where they risked 

coming across settlements. There was a reward of five dollars on each convict’s head. In the 

first weeks, colonists had posed a mortal danger. They were nine when they slipped away from 

Saint Laurent, their real leader, a Negro, was already dead.  

The bush forest was often like a cave, heavy rain had washed away the soil around big trees, 

roots stood exposed, you walked in half-dark through man-high roots, long branches with 

leaves and hanging ropes dangled down into the root-caves.  

At the start they had some good days on the way south from Saint Laurent, they had three 

rifles and ammo, acquired by Vivien, who was not a prisoner (once he was called Jagna, he was 

a Pole) but wanted to help a friend (who was already dead) to escape. He had collected 

choppers, knives, hammocks, even salt and sugar for snakebite. Most was lost in ambushes 

and the organized roundups that pursued them. They loaded up the Annamite with provisions 

they came across on the way and could not finish at once, lizards, plums from the carambola 

tree, wild cacao. Now and then they shot a bird. In the swampy region on the Maroni they 

even tried to bag a deer.  

Long weeks passed. The hills became higher. “We’re coming to hill country. Once we’re 

over the hills, Guiana will be behind us, we’ll be in Brazil.” They made a fire night after night, 

camped, ate and slept. They started to spend whole days not marching.  

Emerillon Indians latched onto them, three men also making their way through the bush, 

they ran away and then came back. It turned out lucky that they’d brought the Annamite 

along, he’d encountered Indians on his first escape and could communicate with them. The 

three Emerillon said they were engaged on a revenge killing, and had to stay away from the 

tribe for a while. An old man, a relative, had died suddenly, the chief of a distant village was to 

blame, they had to kill this chief and his clan, but he was protected by his village and their 

own village wouldn’t let them back until they’d taken revenge and pacified the dead man.  

The Chaplain wanted to know why they were in the bush and their people wouldn’t let 

them back, had they perhaps killed someone in their village. They denied it, and were puzzled 
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that their situation was not plain; of course they couldn’t live with their tribe until the dead 

man had been avenged. They were armed with spear, bow and arrows, and also carried axes. 

They wanted to exchange all they had for the convicts’ guns. That was why they’d come back 

to the convicts. They were refused, at night they were kept away from the fire, they were rabid, 

complete savages, it was a matter of life and death for them, and you could see it wouldn’t be 

long – three men against a village – before they paid for the revenge with their lives. But they 

had no choice. Now they eyed the rifles and tried it on with the two Negroes guarding them. 

When the three avengers saw the treasure so well guarded and the men in any case hostile to 

them, they gave up. For three days more they slunk around the group like cats. The Negro 

Largi, with the words ‘Death to Traitors’ on his chest, was hit in the thigh by one of their 

arrows, luckily it was not poisoned, they fired a shot in their direction and then were free of 

the sinister stalkers. 

Largi’s wound slowed the march even more, and finding food became difficult. Largi had 

been the best climber and had the luckiest hand. They made only a few hours progress each 

day. In the evening the temperature dropped sharply and they were chilled, dew fell overnight. 

When the sun sank in a fiery glow, the moon rose over the hills and shone into the abyss of 

forest where they lay. Bats flitted like ghosts around them, possums scurried by. And in the 

mornings, when the moon disappeared and the stars paled – bejeweled masses of the heavenly 

host parading in the face of their misery – then a mist was loosened from the ground, it rose in 

swathes, parrots set up their cacophony, a many-voiced birdsong arose. The men, transported 

convicts, got up and walked wordlessly on. They were exhausted, they drank swamp water 

when they found some. Spiders bit them, at night leeches clung to their legs and fed. It was 

harsh on the Maroni, the banks reflected a terrible heat, but there were manioc, maize, cattle 

and turtles, the fugitives could break in and steal vegetables.  

Now one of the Whites, Perros, became waxy pale. Once a sergeant, that broad-shouldered 

young man from reform school who shot his lieutenant in the street while drunk. They’d been 

reluctant to take him along, he was already sick at Saint Laurent, but he was in on their secret 

and wouldn’t be put off. One of the two Whites who had died mistreated him at the start of 

their trek because he was a dead weight, the Negroes took him under their wing, the White, 

the attacker, died sooner than Perros. This whole forest and the swamps and savannah were 

full of creatures, not many big ones but countless small ones, and in Perros’ skin and guts 

there were lots of little worms that multiplied and destroyed his blood. He had acquired them 

in the ponds at Saint Laurent as he worked, they came from the guts of cattle he herded.  

Young Perros, waxy pale, dragged himself on with superhuman strength. They watched 

anxiously for who might die next, for each death increased the risk that the others would die. 

Ever since Largi’s wounding the Negro and the Annamite had drawn closer, and the Whites 

feared a rift. They had three hammocks, Largi had always slept on the ground unafraid of 

insects, after he was wounded they had to let him use a hammock, and for several days until 
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they wove a new one from palm leaves, raffia and lianas three of them had to take turns 

sleeping and keeping watch, which slowed the march even more. It was the dry season, they’d 

planned for that, and it was good, but now there were forest fires and they had to make 

detours, and there was always the danger of finding themselves too far from a water source 

when the last of their drinking water was gone.  

In the evenings, tall strong Largi sat on the ground until late and let Perros use the 

hammock. Night after night Largi narrated and hummed new verses about young Sambi, who 

had to flee from his wicked uncle. They even talked about Sambi during their daytime 

marches. The farther they moved from the Maroni, the more the dark men spoke of their 

homeland, and grew quieter and more serious. Now the crazy Chaplain had to stop his 

profanity and cursing, he was warned by the Negroes, they thought his words dangerous.  

“He went away, Sambi, son of Galadieyi, he had to flee from his uncle who took away his 

father’s property. He went away, Sambi, head bowed but with fire in his eyes. He left his land, 

his family, his troops, his prisoners. With fire in his eyes he carried vengeance with him.” 

The Negro ballad told of the tests that poor young Sambi had to undergo on his travels in 

faraway lands. At first only the dark men listened, then the Whites too. The Chaplain, his 

beard now long and white – the other two Whites as well looked like men of the forest, Vivien 

in his European hotel five years ago could never have imagined this – laughed and hissed:  

“Listen! It’s all up with Christianity! A new heathen age is dawning! Leave the Christians 

behind! They cling to a spar, they’re drowning! Every man for himself! Pooh! Christianity has 

betrayed and sold us. Life is holy, whose life is holy, no one’s life is holy, there’s only hunger 

and thirst and murder and killing.” This was his old prison song. No one listened now to the 

crazy Chaplain, he babbled to himself. He was the first to go to Largi and clean maggots and 

flies from his oozing wound; the leaf dressing they used to cover it soon tore loose in the bush.  

A little later Perros and Vivien joined in and hummed about Sambi, there was no more 

gossip about prison, cheating, stabbings. Sambi’s tale was better for hacking through the forest. 

His aged mother who wept for her husband, his sister, his younger brother all followed on 

unsteady legs. But his spear had an iron tip that could penetrate a shield and bring down an 

eagle. His trusty squire walks by his side. His wife too walks beside him, arm across his 

shoulder, speaks more sweetly than the nightingale. He hasn’t yet reached the borders of his 

land, and his prisoners - he has watched them grow to adulthood –guard him as a mother 

guards her child, and his dog, whose teeth can maul a jackal, looks up at him.  

Swarms of flies surrounded the six fugitives. They had been on the run so long, and were 

so exhausted, that sometimes their conversation turned to staying here in the hills, felling 

trees along a watercourse, planting manioc and sugarcane like the others, keeping hens in a 

coop and then some larger livestock. But passing Negroes and Indians told them they were 

still in Guiana. So Largi again shouldered the rifle. Despite all precautions their ammo was 
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now a soggy mess, but strong cheerful Largi kept it to himself, every morning he looked into 

the metal box and announced with a grin: “All dry.” But they dared not fire the guns now. 

A time came when they had to carry sickly Perros. The young soldier said: “Throw me 

away, the ants will eat me soon enough.” But he was light enough for two to carry on branches. 

In open country even the Annamite helped.  

Largi limped cheerfully along singing his endless song of Sambi; the tests imposed on 

Sambi before he could return and strike down his wicked uncle were legion. When Largi’s 

deep voice rang out each morning they stood up – as if they hadn’t shivered half the chilly 

night and weren’t sluggish as death – and walked, carried, endured. Niab was a lion, two 

hundred years old, a fearsome beast big as an elephant. His roar made mountains tremble. 

When he walked through the forest, trees tumbled like maize stalks, his eyes streamed fire 

into the night. Sambi had to overcome the lion Niab. Sambi rose without fear, thought of his 

mother, his wife, his children. The night was black, the moon hid her face, the stars had gone 

to sleep in the vault of heaven. Then Sambi goes into battle, his servant at his side, his trusty 

dog following. They wander through the forest, and after they have wandered for an hour a 

bird croaks, and suddenly everything is filled with a harsh light, the trees seem to be on fire, a 

terrible roar rends the air. It is Niab, the old lion.  

Sambi’s spear has an iron tip, it’s smooth as a flint that a child picks from a streambed, it’s 

made of bentinie wood. Oh my eyes, you must be deceiving me! Oh my eyes, what are you 

showing me! See there the dead lion, the terrible creature, two hundred years old, big as an 

elephant, mountains trembled at his roar. He is dead. And a spear stands there thrust into the 

ground, a living dog is tied to it, see the sandals beside it. And Sambi stands before the king 

and the king asks: “Why do you come without sandals?” And the king asks: “Why do you go 

without a spear?” And then the king asks: “Where is your dog?” 

Largi’s endless tale of courage is their newspaper, sermon, roll-call. They need think of 

nothing else. Their thoughts are confused. The six of them are nothing but a heap of debris. 

They’re in a more open and much hillier region. They don’t know if these are the mountains 

they’re aiming for. Now Vivien, who still drags around the body of Jagna and the shame of his 

past, comes out of the forest with a new sorrow. His face is swollen, his head aches, he falls 

down. This is on top of his swamp fever.  

 

The Oyampi 

AS THEY LINGER a long while near a plantation that they assume belongs to bush Negroes, 

they are observed by Indians. They had come already to the Tumuc-Humac hills, the high 

peak they could see was Timotaken. The Oyampi wanted first of all to know what kind of 

people these were, and if others were following. So for several days they allowed Largi to 

gather maize from a field without interfering. But when the convicts started pulling 
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themselves together for a march into the hills, where the village of Hocco lay, the Pirai people 

sent word to the people of Hocco. Largi’s loud singing seemed threatening. People from Hocco 

blocked the forest path up into the hills, people from Pirai surrounded the climbers. Poor 

Largi tried to shoot, he took aim, his precious rifle must do its job now, the others flourished 

their bows and arrows that were good only for shooting fish and birds. But the powder was 

damp. Largi was hit by a spear, lay there, blood streaming from his mouth. Since he couldn’t 

speak he encouraged them by hand movements to defend themselves, shook an angry fist at 

the assailants, and died.  

The other five were taken to Pirai: the mad Chaplain who walked bent like an old man and 

talked to the ground; the blind Annamite, hands tied behind his back – now the strongest of 

them, he’d defended himself; the stocky Negro Mustafa who wept and whimpered, not for 

himself but because his friend Largi had been left behind, he was towed by a rope around his 

waist because he kept trying to pull away; the two white men, Vivien with his swollen 

forehead and nose, seeming blind, and the young soldier Perros, shrivelled to a skeleton, 

stumbling behind Vivien, clinging tight around his neck. All five wore ragged breechcloths, 

the Chaplain still had a torn shirt, howling Mustafa still displayed the blue-red officer’s tattoos 

on his scrawny black body, scratched and bleeding. On one arm the mad Chaplain had ‘Fear 

not the judgment seat’ and on the other, ‘Sorry Cecilia, amen’ with a snake underneath.  

The path led down for a stretch. They went very slowly, Vivien and Perros often had to lie 

down, the warriors dared not grab at them. At last they were in the valley, a little shining river 

meandered through it. They went through tilled fields, the convicts looked around, they were 

among people. They weren’t taken into the village. The sorcerer appeared at the old shacks 

outside the village, looked at the men, a chief and several warriors kept their distance. Mustafa 

and the blind Annamite sat bound in one shack, the three Whites in another. They were given 

manioc mash, bananas, and a great deal of thin beer. The young soldier died the first night. 

Dark men came in the morning, drawn by the Chaplain’s loud prayers and singing, peered into 

the shack. Soon others appeared, dug a hole behind the shacks, laid the dead young soldier in 

and filled it. Vivien and the Chaplain sat through the afternoon in the shade near the grave, 

the Chaplain grew calmer.  

That night, when the light of the fire between the shacks and the village died down, 

Mustafa and the Annamite broke free. They didn’t go far. They were confronted on Tacapatere 

hill by one of the Cussari tribes. Although both were unarmed and the Cussari were merely 

checking them out, they barricaded themselves in a thicket. When the Indians signaled to 

them to come out they refused. Mustafa fell after the Annamite.  

≈≈≈ 

In the first days the Chaplain became very quiet and lucid. When not sitting silently by Perros’ 

grave, he occupied himself with Vivien, who squatted moaning in the rear of the shack. Both 
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sported wild beards. The dark people had sent out into neighbouring villages to find someone 

who knew the language of the Whites. Every two days the sorcerer grabbed Vivien by the hand 

and pulled him out of the shack, clappered around him and blew smoke. It was no use. Vivien 

pointed to his head. His face was now so swollen he was unable to open his eyes.  

Then several people appeared with the witch doctor, and the Chaplain grew fearful when 

he saw their preparations. Vivien lay quite passive. When all the procedures had been 

completed, the sorcerer lit the kindling that had been piled outside the shacks, kicked aside a 

few embers and threw down a handful of leaves from a sack carried by a child. Then he made a 

sign, and forced Vivien to lie on a plank that had been placed over the embers. He was 

reluctant. And the Chaplain said he shouldn’t. Finally the sorcerer, a strong man, seized him, 

flung him onto the plank and held him down. Jagna had to breathe acrid smoke. He lost 

consciousness, but did not die. 

He awoke with a terrible cough. He was still stretched over the fire, the dark man’s fist 

pressing on his neck. Fly larvae were swarming from his nose. He spat more out. His head rang. 

He could see better. He turned his head to the side. When the sorcerer felt the movement he 

let go, helped him sit up. He pointed at the larvae. The dark people went away. Vivien 

stumbled by himself into the shack. The Chaplain sat outside, face hidden in his hands. 

By evening Vivien felt better. He ate and drank. The Indians did not bother them again.  

 

Cast out 

THE PIRAI PEOPLE debated what should be done with the two Whites, they weren’t guests, 

they couldn’t be sent back to their own people, no one knew who they were. In the end they 

decided to lead them back into the forest and show them a path. So one morning Vivien, who 

was still weak, and the little Chaplain, now almost mute, were fetched from their shack. They 

were each handed a leaf basket of provisions, they had no idea what they were supposed to do. 

The little band of dark people hemmed them in. When they had gone barely half an hour into 

the forest, the leader of the dark people made a signal with his spear, the path forked, the dark 

man asked which direction they wanted to go in. Now they understood: they were being cast 

out. They exchanged glances, looked into the baskets they were carrying, so this was for them. 

But before they could answer, the dark people had vanished. The last one turned round on the 

path, broke off a branch, and glaring at the two Whites laid it across the path, for a moment 

held his spear over it: don’t dare to come back.  

They did not stray many paces from the path. For two days and three nights they lay low. 

During that time no one came by in either direction. Vivien was still not steady on his feet, his 

head was again growing thick. He felt it was starting again, he touched his forehead, nose, 

they were swollen. He was tempted to run back, but he could only crawl and couldn’t make it 

through the scrub. The little Chaplain, completely mute, hugged him and tried to hold him 
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back. He went around, gathered dry leaves in a heap and did his best to keep Vivien at the 

campsite. They still had bananas, they hadn’t touched the manioc mash, now sour-smelling 

and seething with worms. They were thirsty. Kiskale birds screamed all day long from trees, 

sometimes monkeys showed themselves, small and medium sized, came down from the trees 

in curiosity. During the second night there was a crashing in the bush nearby, they saw a big 

creature with phosphorescent eyes in a darkness lit by stars and white clouds. They sat upright, 

clutched each other, the Chaplain held a hand over Vivien’s mouth. They sat immobile for a 

long while, then the jaguar took a step closer, turned around and slowly ambled off.  

Early next morning the Chaplain went in search of water and fruit. Vivien slept on his bed 

of leaves. A crab spider crawled out of the leaves. It was big, black and hairy. Each leg, thick as 

a grub, had a yellow claw, two small backwards-pointing horns projected from its head. It 

crawled over Vivien’s body and bit him in the navel. He woke up and screamed. The spider 

scuttled off. The bite burned. Vivien sat up. His eyelids were swollen shut, he could see only 

dimly. His hands supported him on the ground. “I shall die soon, the Chaplain’s gone off. 

They’ve left me here.” He spoke out loud. His head was swimming. He said aloud in a 

monotone: “They’ve left me here, left me here, left me. Jagna will die, Jagna will die today, 

today Jagna will die, yes he will, he will.” 

As he lay prostrate a deer came out of the scrub, stepped close on slender knobby legs and 

eyed the big white body on the ground. It looked at Jagna’s feet, didn’t know they were feet. It 

stepped closer, and as the feet revealed nothing, explored further up the lanky body. It turned 

its lissome brown head. The narrow slit of the man’s eyes looked into its eyes. Jagna’s dry lips 

did not move. His eyes said, and the deer understood: I’m dying, deer, I’m dying, I have to die. 

The deer had never seen a white man or a dying man, it made a couple of sudden jumps 

and came back with its mother the hind. The eyes down there looked as before. I’m dying, you 

deer, I have to die. You have it good, wish I could be you. 

The hind: Come. What a funny shape you are. Are you a tree? 

No. 

Someone has bewitched you. Come with us. 

I can’t. I’m dying. 

You’re bewitched. You’re not speaking right. I shall fetch my husband. Stay here, little deer. 

She crashed through scrub. When she found the stag browsing among the trees they 

hurried back. On the way the stag made signs. Men were following. The stag wanted to go 

back but the hind forced him on towards her child, the stag ran with her, arrows whistled past, 

they found the little deer by the pale body, the deer was hit by an arrow, it ran after its parents, 

the men were able to catch it with their hands. And so they found Vivien. He was still alive.  

They were Crane people, come with one of their men who was familiar with Whites. They 

were on their way to Pirai, where Whites were being held prisoner and had to be questioned. 
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The five of them stood around Vivien and nudged him. He moved his lips and shivered. 

His eyes asked: Where’s the deer? 

They had gourds, gave him water to drink. His swollen bluish face shocked them. They 

took him for one of the runaway prisoners. They debated whether they should go to Pirai and 

bring news. But because the little deer had stood over him and they had been led here by the 

stag and the hind, they dared not leave him lying here. They gathered bamboo staves and laid 

Vivien on them. They dragged the little deer along behind. 

Uproar in the village when the strangers appeared. They took Vivien to the old shack, and 

sent for the witch doctor. Then they were worried about the Chaplain, and sent out a search 

party. They did not find him that day. Next day they went out with dogs. He had found a 

spring, and was lying there. The little bearded man looked terrible, scorpions clung to him, 

their pincers had bitten deep into his skin, he seemed not to notice. The dark people brushed 

the creatures off, he did not bleed. He went with them quietly. He mumbled at the ground.  

 

Mutushi and Loveherb 

THE VILLAGE GAVE an awed welcome to the Whites. They spent the evening after the arrival 

of unconscious Vivien discussing the case. The spirits of the forest, who usually kill, had 

spared him. So Vivien was carried from the shack to the guesthouse next to the chief’s house. 

The wounded deer was handed over to the sorcerer’s care. A debate ensued about what should 

happen now. Next day they dug up the body of young Sergeant Perros from behind the shacks, 

held a mourning ceremony for him to appease his spirit, burned and buried the remains. Then 

they concerned themselves with the two Whites, observed their demeanour.  

Vivien regained consciousness, expelled a lot more fly larvae, and felt better. They had 

trekked a long way from Saint Laurent on the Maroni, from the start of the dry season to the 

start of the big rains. Now clouds hurtled down from the heavens and burst. Trees were 

overturned, leaves strewn over the ground. It went on for days, then it poured for hours, the 

sun brooded in between. The two Whites froze in the wet hot air, fever was setting in. Dark 

forests stretched away north and west of the hill, to the east the savannah began. And when 

the haze lifted and the sun shone over it, the fresh green grass down below bent to the breeze. 

The wind sighed and howled over hill and plain, swaying grasses and vegetation all the way to 

the distant green horizon. Men sat and fished at the lake in the valley, which before was just a 

pond. They sang from morning till night.  

The interpreter, a Crane man, sat in the guesthouse with the Whites, an elderly, clever 

man. He knew his task. The Whites thought they were dreaming when they heard the dark 

man utter words they understood. They squeezed his hand, were happy, then afraid. Vivien 

asked him to thank the chief and the tribe for their hospitality, the witch doctor too. The 

interpreter asked who they were, what they wanted. Vivien replied that they were heading 
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from the coast in the north to Brazil, to a sugar plantation, at first there was a whole gang of 

them, the others died. The interpreter studied the tattoos on the Chaplain’s arms; he 

explained they were protections, prayers. The interpreter wondered if others were coming 

through the forest and the savannah. They didn’t know.  

They wore the raffia skirts they had been given. They asked the interpreter to bring sharp 

wood or grass, then sat behind the guesthouse and hacked away at their beards, people 

warned them to bury the shavings. Seeing their feet torn to shreds, people made raffia soles 

for them, tied at the ankle. The chief sent word that he would receive them. Following the 

silent formal reception, where they squatted a long time on mats facing each other, ate mash 

and drank, the clever man visited them several times. He promised to provide guides to take 

them as far as possible southward to the great river basin. He invited them to be his guests. 

They both sighed with relief and hugged each other. The Chaplain was now a serious man, his 

madness had left him.  

They were taken fishing and hunting, shot waterfowl that thronged the marshes. There 

were hours when the sky was cloudless, and a sweet gentle air drifted across the land. They 

travelled along a winding watercourse in canoes, in the shade of overhanging branches. Vivien 

forgot his dull aching head. The Chaplain spoke calmly. Vivien had never heard him like this. 

Fishermen from other villages came in canoes to meet them, happy laughter sounded from 

boat to boat. 

Then rain crashed down again, storming from the heavens out of nowhere like a raging 

trampling beast. It tore the ground, and Vivien and the Chaplain recalled terrible days in the 

forest when they lived in root-caves, that forest lay far back, the young white lad Vivien had 

tried to free was resting there and was no more, Largi, the strong Black they all loved, was 

gone too, how lustily he sang of the king’s son Sambi, the lion Niab was two hundred years old, 

Sambi set out from his camp without fear, thought of his mother, his children, his wife, why 

have you come without sandals, Sambi, why do you go without your spear, where is your dog? 

≈≈≈ 

The interpreter stayed. The Pirai wanted to learn a lot from them. It was the chief’s job to win 

their trust. For his sallow face and long dark hair they gave the little shrunken Chaplain the 

name Mutushi, after the cork tree whose bark is streaked yellow and brown. Vivien, once 

Jagna, they called Cungerecu after a plant that infuses love, for even here Vivien-Jagna 

delighted the girls.  

 

The Blue Jaguar 

MUTUSHI THE CHAPLAIN, head hunched between his shoulders and little eyes screwed up 

as if he were gazing into the distance, sat during those long days of rain beside Vivien the 

Loveherb while they talked with the chief.  
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Mutushi was surprised that so many men sat quietly with the chief, and asked: “Why do so 

few go hunting, fishing or to the fields?”  

“What could they do,” they answered.  

“The fields are waiting for them.”  

“It is the rain time. Everything is wet, later the sun will come, everything will grow quickly.” 

The people were happy, they ate and drank, wove, slept in their hammocks, whittled, 

painted masks.  

“Oh you have it good,” Mutushi said to the chief, whom they called Mira.  

“We work a lot,” laughed Mira. “Farther south are tribes that have no fields, they have the 

issara palm, coconuts hang from it, they have the palmito, they eat its buds and leaves, the 

women knock down trees, they have the inga, it provides sweet shoots, they have a tree that 

bears green beans. When the dry season comes they move to another place. What trees grow 

in the land of the Whites?” 

“Not many. We must till many fields to win food from the earth. It doesn’t yield willingly.” 

“A difficult land.”  

“Winters are hard and cold. Nothing grows. We go hungry. And there are many more of us 

than here in your villages. We must always gather loads of provisions, and make our way to 

others to obtain more provisions. We Whites are never free from toil.”  

“Then your paths must be wide, and you must do much walking and carrying.” 

Mutushi thought, but did not say aloud: calamity has already befallen us. We have many 

paths to walk, and few places to sit. We are always pushed to work and accumulate and cannot 

leave it alone. We don’t even know why we accumulate. We can leave nothing undisturbed, 

cannot wait for anything.  

Mutushi said: “If I sat like this so quietly at home, I would be ashamed.” 

Mira wore a woven ribbon with feathers, he pointed to it: “Can you weave and dye?”  

“Your women and girls wear ribbons of raffia as ornaments on arms and ankles. In our 

country they wear chains and rings of fine gold and silver. They add shiny cut stones to them. 

They wear plaited and woven hats and caps, they have many clothes that they change. Cloths 

have many colours and patterns.”  

“Oh lovely ornaments.” The dark people were very attentive. 

But Mutushi the little Chaplain sighed: “To have ornaments we must work hard.” And 

made pensive by memories of crimes he had committed, he looked across at his poor 

companion Vivien: “If we can’t achieve what we set out to do, we do terrible things. Bad deeds 

come about. An evil spirit drives us to it.”  

Vivien stared at him: “You’re right.” 
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The interpreter was puzzled, frowned. Mutushi soothed him: “I was talking to my friend.”  

Vivien: “You’re right. We are scum. I’m glad to be clear of Europe.”  

“Hush,” whispered Mutushi, “they’re watching us.” 

Mutushi cast an enquiring glance at the witchdoctor, who came out with a question that 

had long lain in his heart: “Who wished evil on the Loveherb, or what is he guilty of, that flies 

crawled into his head? Flies don’t go into everyone’s head.”  

Vivien-Cungerecu spoke. Though still young he had a long joyless life behind him. And 

now he wanted to know – strange for Jagna to be so curious, but he’d come through the forest 

with fugitives from the penal colony, seen the crab spider crawl over his body, the deer had 

conducted an enigmatic conversation with him which he’d never forget – Cungerecu wanted 

to know: “Do the flies listen if you tell them to do something?”  

“The words must be strong. Their king will listen.” 

Following these words the white man Cungerecu had a dream. Nothing of his misery, 

nothing of hotels, revolver shots. He felt the eyes of the deer on him. They conducted an 

enigmatic conversation. He lay on leaves. No one was with him. 

≈≈≈ 

Next day, despite Vivien’s warnings, the Chaplain made the mistake of talking about home. 

But he was brooding on a particular topic, it just came to his tongue. He said: he had to flee 

his homeland where life was so hard. He’d made mistakes. But everyone in Europe, good or 

bad, makes mistakes. His people were not without guilt and had made even more mistakes. 

The dark people were disturbed. They had taken the Whites for fugitives, but thought 

nothing of them beyond that, they were under the protection of forest creatures. Now they 

seemed abominable. Mutushi, oblivious, added: an evil spirit rules over the white people.  

For a week after this conversation, which ended in ominous silence, they were avoided. 

Momentous action appeared to be in preparation against them. At last the chief summoned 

them. They went. The interpreter was there. Mutushi sat down nervously, Vivien was docile. 

Mira the chief scowled as he repeated the abominable words of the cork-tree man:  

“Your tribe made more mistakes than you. What mistakes did your tribe make?”  

The Chaplain turned aside. Vivien, who was more sensitive than he, had warned him again 

not to speak of the past (“And for our own sakes too, Chaplain, leave it alone”), but he felt so 

compelled to speak, and exactly on this topic, in order to know themselves, purify themselves. 

In this silence, in this other world, he had begun to see everything differently. When the dark 

people saw that Mira’s question put Corktree in some difficulty, they were content, it seemed 

he recognized his error. But the chief persisted:  

“How can your tribe make a mistake? How can Corktree know this? Who was Corktree in 

his tribe?” 
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Then Mutushi pulled himself together and began to speak of the Great War that not long 

ago had raged for four years in the countries of the Whites. There was no good reason for the 

war. More people died than were found in all the tribes here. Afterwards the countries fell into 

even worse disorder, which continued still. 

The dark people recalled confused rumours of disorder and violence among the Whites; 

and when they appeared among the dark people, they brought only disorder and violence. The 

chief asked the little Chaplain to tell more about his tribe, perhaps these two Whites were 

sacrifices, like so many of the dark people.  

Mutushi said: “We don’t have tribes. We live together as great nations. We speak different 

languages.”  

“Who is your ancestor?”  

“I know of no ancestor.”  

“You are a people. So you have ancestors.”  

“We know of no ancestors. None have been named to us. We know people who rule our 

nations, and some who have subjugated other peoples, we learn their names but they are not 

our ancestors.” 

“Who created your people?”  

Corktree glanced at Vivien and smiled: “We believe that humans are descended from 

animals, from monkeys. People laugh about it.”  

“Monkeys are not the ancestors of all humans, only of some tribes.”  

“Before, everyone believed (and many believe it still) that the creator of all humans, our 

great ancestor, lives in Heaven. He is called God. But many laugh at this.”  

“Do you bring him presents?”  

“Some speak softly and sing together in big houses that they have built for him. They call 

this praying. Many laugh at it.” 

There was a long pause. The dark people exchanged comments. The interpreter responded 

to Mutushi’s query: “They discuss the fact that people in your country laugh so much. They are 

puzzled that you can be so merry when disorder and violence prevail in your country.”  

“We are not merry, we do not laugh out of joy.”  

The unease among the dark people persisted, no meeting of minds had occurred between 

the Whites and their hosts. A few days later they visited the Whites, many had discussed them 

among themselves, they filled the whole space beside the Whites in the guesthouse, several 

elders came along, brought mats. The witch doctor, who was more amiable than the chief – 

Mutushi’s words about the guilt of the tribe had infuriated the chief, and like most of the 

others he couldn’t let the topic go – turned to Mutushi, the little Chaplain, and after a few 

pleasantries with Vivien, his patient, began his cross-examination:  
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“Where are your dead?”  

“We bury them in the earth.”  

“Who takes care of them? Who honours them?”  

“People don’t think about them much. Most are happy to forget them. Their lives were no 

different than ours.” 

Again the people sat in deepest astonishment. But the witch doctor, not allowing this to 

affect him, played his trump card: “But you have children. Where do your children come from?” 

At this remarkable question all eyes turned to the Chaplain. It seemed they saw this 

question as conclusive. They smiled eagerly. When Mutushi hesitated, the witch doctor posed 

a supplementary question: “You give names to your children. What are these names?”  

“We give them whatever name we like.”  

“According to what rules? Who determines the name? Under what conditions are they 

determined?”  

“The parents choose them, as they like.”  

“Who initiates the enquiries?”  

“What enquiries?”  

“About the child, about its name, who the child is.”  

Mutushi understood, he nodded: “Ah, who the spirit of the child is, the spirit of the 

newborn. We believe it comes from the parents.”  

“The parents? How can the parents obtain a spirit for them? Where are they supposed to 

fetch it from, how do they induce it to come? It is very hard to control a spirit. Or do you 

magic a spirit into the newborn once it is born?”  

“No.” 

Now they all looked on smiling, Mutushi was refuted, a spirit must come from somewhere, 

after all the two Whites were sitting there, alive and able to talk. The chief waded in and said 

sternly: “We can see you. You are alive.”  

Corktree shrugged his shoulders unhappily: “We think so.” 

The dark people were unclear whether the two white men were trying to mislead them, or 

if such muddled conditions really did prevail among the Whites. There was much whispering. 

It was not just an interrogation: they really wanted to know who it was they were dealing with. 

The chief, Mira, though stern and not well-disposed, remained patient, and took pains to show 

them they were in error: “You are great nations. You have no ancestors. How do you live with 

one another?”  

“We live in one place, it’s where we were born, our parents and grandparents too. We till 

the soil, keep cattle and other animals. We gather provisions and exchange them with others.”  
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“Who assigns tasks and rewards?”  

“All look for employment where they can. Whoever doesn’t find it has a hard time. There 

are rich and poor, most are poor. Nothing trickles down to them. There are many crimes.” 

Now loud cries erupted. It was what they had expected. But Mutushi confounded their 

acclaim by adding: “”Many crimes arise from poverty, and because everyone wants to be rich. 

If poverty could be abolished, we believe, the disorder among us would cease. Many people 

struggle for this.” 

The people laughed uproariously when this was translated. It was the height of foolishness. 

The elders laughed so hard that tears flowed down their cheeks. The chief asked: “Do the rich 

want to rid themselves of the poor, and kill them so that only the rich remain?”  

“No, the poor want to rid themselves of the rich and take away their wealth.”  

The chief calmed the new outbreak of hilarity and said: “But that is impossible. From 

where do the poor get the idea that they should take away the wealth of the rich and that 

order will then prevail?” 

“It is justice.” 

Now they sat up. Such madness was beyond comprehension. In utter disgust the chief 

Mira contradicted Mutishi: “No, it is not justice. The rich should kill the poor who want to rob 

them, for they disturb the peace and have no authority.” 

“Among us it is believed you need no authority to assert your rights. And everyone knows 

what justice is.”  

“We have heard this already. Your ignorance is appalling. You give your children any old 

name, you do not care for your dead, you have no ancestors. And then you claim to know what 

justice is.” 

He turned courteously to the witchdoctor at his side: “Among us not even the oldest and 

most experienced know at once and in every case what justice is. We have to come together 

and enquire and observe. We must observe in many places, and what we see must be 

pondered. Not everyone has the power to receive answers. The sorcerer, the elders and the 

chief must fast and prepare themselves, so that they have the power to ascertain the truth and 

speak what is right. It is very hard to find the truth and convey what is just.” 

Now the dark people sat without talking and weighed up what they had heard. The two 

Whites had not lied, but they and everything they said aroused profound misgivings. Some 

elders were frightened. As the interpreter chatted to the Chaplain – Vivien just listened 

intently, saying not a word – the people muttered among themselves. 

And then an elder who was hard of hearing had someone repeat Mutushi’s words to him. 

The elder looked at the two Whites and nodded: “They spoke the truth,” and said: “We know 

who the Whites are. They come from their countries where disorder reigns and bring 
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destruction. It has been reported: in Heaven, under the bed of the great Father, lies the Blue 

Jaguar. When the earth grows bad, the great Father becomes angry, sends the Blue Jaguar 

down to the earth to destroy it.” 

≈≈≈ 

They dispersed. Unrest among the dark people was growing out of control.  

There was an informal private visit from the doctor, who wanted to know: “In your country, 

who throws the knucklebones in a trial? Who prepares the poison when judgments are made? 

What plants do they use? How do you secure the perpetrator?” 

Mutushi: “In our country the court sets up an investigation. Clever people follow the trail.”  

“What sort of people?” The witchdoctor smiled, anticipating the answer.  

“Normal people, but especially cunning.”  

“They can identify the perpetrator? Uncover crimes? Mutushi, you must admit, when your 

friend Loveherb is sick, it’s not just some normal cunning man who can find the cause. He 

does not know the sickness, and cannot reveal the true cause. And the guilty person is not yet 

revealed.” 

Loveherb was alert now. Mutushi saw that he wanted to speak, hesitated, then in great 

excitement, his face tense, Jagna said: “You are right. They are bad at revealing the truth, in 

our country. They don’t know. They can’t know. That’s why we left it all behind. We don’t 

know how to change it.” 

≈≈≈ 

During the night Vivien woke the Chaplain: “What shall we do when they send us away? They 

will, soon.”  

“I don’t know.”  

“But Chaplain, you know your Bible.”  

“Leave me in peace, Vivien.” 

They lay side by side in their hammocks, the darkness was profound, a gentle drizzle 

rustled in the roof. Vivien’s voice: “I just thought. I don’t know much about it, idol worship, 

Tower of Babel. Lots of things. It’s the truth, Chaplain.”  

“Could be.”  

“It is. So we don’t know anything and can’t change anything and stay the way we are.”  

“Let me sleep.”  

“It’s the price we have to pay.”  

“Do shut up.” 

≈≈≈ 
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In the morning Mutushi found Jagna on the mat, face buried in his hands. Jagna spoke 

through his hands as Mutushi sat beside him: “You know our situation. But who will come to 

our rescue? It’s just how we are. And even if we’re cast out and rejected, still we are –.” 

≈≈≈ 

The dark people talked of the terrible things the Whites had reported. The Blue Jaguar has 

come down to earth and is doing his work of destruction in the lands of the Whites. They were 

afraid of their guests.  

Young people sang to each other from the palm trees as they tapped sap for wine. They 

were preparing a feast. Canoes went out into the neighbourhood. A girl in the Pirai village was 

called Nimoa. She painted a circle on each cheek, then two lines across, she drew two 

continuous lines from the corners of her mouth, circles between her breasts, snakes down her 

arms, black dots on her chin. She rubbed in a red paste from the sap of the urucu tree. She 

stuck flowers from the forest in her hair. When the young people were out strolling together, 

she went to Vivien, led him into the forest and laughed with him.  

When Vivien came back to the hut the Chaplain was alarmed. His eyes were big and rapt 

and lay deep in their sockets. Vivien had flowers in his hair and belt. He sank onto the mat, 

laughed like a madman, stroked the mat.  

“What is it, Vivien?” 

“I’ll tell you later.” 

That evening he said: “We men are guilty. Guilty of everything. Men only know how to kill. 

All life comes from the woman.” 

After the feast people said: the interpreter wants to go back to his own place. The 

witchdoctor came, leading the young deer on a string. The interpreter told the Whites: the 

deer has recovered, we can’t keep it. Vivien had not stood up, he sat with the creature for a 

while, arms around its neck, stroked it, gazed into its dark brown lovely eyes. The witchdoctor 

said people would guide them wherever they wanted to go.  

In the night the Chaplain asked: “Vivien, what should we do?”  

Vivien was sound asleep, hard to waken. He mumbled “South,” and went back to sleep. 

In the morning he lay in his hammock and did not rise. The doctor came with the 

interpreter. Vivien whispered: “To the south.” His gaze was vacant. The witchdoctor seemed 

worried. He observed him carefully and bent down to him: “You can go wherever you like.”  

Vivien was delirious: “Not back, not back.” 

The chief came, saw his condition, asked after the deer. It was in the forest. The chief said: 

“It’s the deer.” 

In the hammock Vivien’s limbs flailed, he clenched his teeth, lips pressed together, his 

eyes deep in their sockets rolled white, wide open. His breath rasped. He was cold. The 
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witchdoctor stayed with him. He danced in a stag mask, prepared a potion for Vivien, blew 

smoke on him.  

Vivien-Jagna died that afternoon. 

They discussed what to do with him. That evening they carried him from the village, 

buried him in the forest at the spot where the deer had found him.  

Mutushi, the little yellow Chaplain, sat all night at the grave of the last of the fugitives 

from the penal colony. They saw him there next morning. Madness lay on him again. Then 

they saw him no more. 

 

On the Amazon 

ACROSS THE PLAIN, Amazon rolled in its broad bed, called to the spirits of the dead, the 

fallen. 

Many spirits gathered around. They came from the savannah of Venezuela, the grassy 

plains and swamps of the south, the bogs and jungles of Guiana. They dropped by the wayside 

as they fled the penal colony, fell during military campaigns, died in the bush, their lives were 

not over yet, and whose life could be over.  

Swarms of spirits who had died when scarcely born. Some who had a long life behind them, 

whom fulfillment evaded like a fairy on a rolling ball. Some who seemed mighty and who cried 

out the usual “All in vain, all for nothing” and would not give up, who collapsed, died , rose up 

again and gathered with the multitudes that lay dead at their feet and the thousands torn 

away by fever and flood. 

They thronged to the gigantic tableau of the Amazon.  

The wide stream surged. Green-yellow fans of the cobya palm swayed over the llanos. 

Cloud shadows drifted over dreary monotonous grassy plains. Hot air wafted, bringing distant 

lagoons close to seeking eyes. Scissor-birds with long quill feathers whirred over swamps. 

Small channels were lined with pretty trees, lotos flowers with green leaves like frying pans 

covered still waters. The electric eel buried itself in mud.  

Surging sweetwater sea. Teeming fish. Nightly procession of turtles. The loro sweeps in 

swarms of hundreds through the warm steam rising from the water, where enormous columns 

of insects dance. From trees, in bushes, the shrilling of cicadas. 

The Amazon relinquishes a maze of islands, lakes, channels, absorbs them, draws them in 

again, like the clouds that it exhales. 

A youth sat by the water. The sun went down. He was fishing, the nets were cast. Vines 

dangled behind him. He watched the forest fringe. He sang: 

A maiden, there was a lovely maiden. At her breast she wore a string of pearls, 

she had a lovely string of pearls. The young man saw her and, oha, he loved her. 
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Once he looked up at the night sky. Stars sparkling, and one was especially 

beautiful. Then the young man’s eyes grew moist: ‘You are so far away, in two 

hours you will go, oh, if only you could stay by me, most beautiful one.’ 

And as he lay in his hammock, a girl with bright eyes came to him. He took her 

for a spirit and said: ‘Get thee gone from me.’ Then she said: ‘I am the star’, and 

stayed by him. And in the morning he put her in his flask. 

At night she came out of the flask. He loved her in his hammock. By day he 

took her into the forest. 

His brothers saw the flask hanging. They said: ‘We want to open the flask.’ It 

fell from their hands and broke in two. They screamed: ‘There’s a creature in 

the flask, with eyes like a woman.’ They ran away. 

The young man came, she ran with him into the forest. They came to a bucuba 

palm, the maiden wanted to eat fruit. And as he climbed, she called up to him: 

‘Hold tight!’ 

She jumped into the tree, the tree grew taller, the tree grew taller. The young 

man cried: ‘I shall fall.’ She held him tight in her arms and did not let him fall. 

They settled there in the sky. There were drums and blaring trumpets. She 

brought him food and drink. He looked at her and looked down at the earth. 

He wept. Even in Heaven there was no bliss. 

And when the young man’s song was done and he turned around, Sukuruya the river spirit 

came out of the forest.  

She ran at him like an enemy warrior, she wore ostrich feathers in her belt, gay parrot 

feathers waved in her black hair. She leaped forward with her heavy club, he ducked, screamed 

for his friends.  

She leaped in the water from treetrunk to treetrunk, the sun had gone down. She swam. 

“Hui,” she calls, throws water with both hands.  

She draws the spirits to her. The spirits dance with her. She splashes and stirs up dust. She 

stands in a cloud of spray. The spirits snap at it.  

They gather around Sukuruya. The throng grows as the night goes on. Sukuruya sprays 

and calls. They gather like birds around a peasant girl strewing maize kernels. Sukuruya lets 

the rivers carry her, laughs, chases the greedy spirits. They fall into the water, swallow some. 

They are fish and worms and insects. The ground takes them in. They fly as birds, a new skin.  

Forgotten, the thousand lives that everyone has lived, the cares, the daily troubles and 

vexations, the growing frail and tired, the sorrow, the love, the crimes. The water that 

Sukuruya sprays flows through them. 

Forgotten, the thousand lives. 
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Great Father and Blue Jaguar 

AND AGAIN, AGAIN, people climb down from the highlands to seek the Land without Death.  

They leave the heights of the Mato Grosso, the Sierra Hieronymo, the Sierra of Araras. 

They are the Apapocuva, Tanygua, Oguauiva. They want out of these highlands, out of this life, 

into the blessed land where none die and nothing bad exists. The blessed land is called Iwi 

Marag. The great evil under which they suffer is Mebu Megua.  

In the Father’s house there hangs the big bat. The Father’s house is surrounded by 

darkness. The Great Father wants to destroy the earth. Under the Great Father’s bed lies the 

Blue Jaguar. The big snake guards the door. The Blue Jaguar has received the Father’s order to 

carry fire to the earth. He is already out there. The Blue Jaguar roams, he tears people to pieces.  

The Apapocuva, Tanygua, Oguauiva know: the earth has eaten too many corpses. It is full. 

Fish in the water and birds in the trees all complain: Make an end of it, Father! 

They pour down from the mountains to the plain of the Paranà. They are filled with great 

joy as they enter the plain. Vegetation opens before them. Sweet water wells up to meet them. 

They find fruit and honey. They dance down into the plain with their sorcerers: “No more shall 

we have to work, no longer shall we go into the fields. A land is coming where the harvest 

grows unaided. Grains and shoots and fruit come into houses unaided. Spades overturn the 

soil by themselves. Arrows beseech their master: let us fly, we’ll go hunting for you.” 

Palms, ferns, herbs and grasses close around them as they wander. The dense forests that 

wail and roar will not stand still, the winds that whistle and swirl aloft, their cries of pain, their 

tittering and whining, the brooks of melted mountain snow, they trickle and beg: take us with 

you, strolling jaguar, leaping hart, birds that swoop high and low.  

Trees groaned, branches cracked, rainwater sapped their strength, and dripped. The 

speechless world babbled and gazed after the people. It moved along behind them like a 

gigantic comet tail. They prayed: Take us with you to the Father. 

Men sat on horseback and sang. 

Farewell, old friends, for I leave you now, oh friends, ai. 

Farewell, oh brothers, for I am leaving you, my brothers. 

Oh friends, take it not too much to heart that I leave you, oh friends. 

Oh brothers, take it not too much to heart that I leave you, oh brothers, ai, ai. 

It has been told to me, by one who cares for me, that I shall not be long away, 

that I shall return to you, oh friends. 

I believe, oh friends, you should not worry greatly when I leave you, oh friends. 

≈≈≈ 
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The Apapocuva, Tanygua, Oguauiva climbed down from the hills of Mbaracayù, Hieronymo, 

Araras, into the plain of the Paranà where horses and cattle roamed. Their medicine man and 

chief was Nanderikini, an old man. His nose was flat, with wide nostrils. Heavy folds lined his 

low forehead. His mouth was wide and thin. Little white hairs stuck out from his chin. He had 

sad long eyes with bags beneath. Once he had been strong and sturdy. Now his back was bent.  

They trekked with women and children, carried provisions and gathered more. When 

evening came they made a halt, lit fires. After the meal they moved away from the fire. A 

medicine man sang and shook his rattle, women beat the dancing pole on the ground. Facing 

the east they sang of the blessed land. The sorcerer, daubed with urucu, danced until his spirit 

wandered.  

And when his spirit came back it reported of the path they would take, of the owl that sits 

on the path, it does not let everyone pass, you must ask, plead, many must come and then it 

utters its cry and then the people appear who have come this way before, they exchange 

greetings and go on. The children of this land live on honey water.  

At this, the song of jubilation rises: 

We come to the sea. We traverse the scrubland of Yaboticaba, we approach the house 

of our great ancestors, we find the familiar gardens and the banana grove.  

We stride through. We step into the forest, our mouth is dry, who gives us honey.  

We stride through the forest. We come to the sea. We turn towards the house of the 

Great Father.  

O Great Father, we are here. As we approach, the arara-bird flies to us: ‘What would 

my children eat?’ ‘We would eat bread made of green maize.’  

We meet the thrush Sabia: ‘What would my children eat?’ ‘We would eat the kaui-nut.’  

And as we come, the Great Father weeps: ‘You shall die, all of you, on the earth. Never 

go back. Stay.’ 

The Apapocuva were in the van, the Tanygua followed, in the rear the Oguauiva. They 

suffered on the way. Hordes of Indian from the plantations came to join them. Many groups 

were left where they lay, the joy and expectation never let up. Many groups were snatched 

away by measles. White priests came and implored them to stop, turn back. The migrants 

laughed, invited the white priests to follow them: come, it’ll do you good. 

Some crossed the river Paranapanema. The rainy season began. The approached the sea.  

It poured the whole night. The fire went out. They lay on the shore with no shelter. The 

sun rose magnificent out of the sea. They stood in silence. 

They became sad. Seagulls swooped over the waves. Foam sprayed. 

The old chief had a dance-hut built. They began the dance, first in the house, then around 

the house, then along the beach. They wanted to dance across the sea to the blessed land.  

“The sea is dry,” some called, and they danced into the sea. They never came back. 
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A young medicine man danced a whole night and a whole day on the shore. Two birds 

came and showed him the way over the sea. He never came back.  

As the numbers on the shore grew, Nanderikini sent word to the others that they should 

wait. Let us be the first to go into the sky. They sat on the sand, hundreds, thousands. The 

sorcerer spun and leaped with his clapper, men and women beat the ground. Several jumped 

up and began to dance with him. 

The sorcerer whispered. Evil spirits clung to him and tried to slow him down. He stretched 

out on the ground, screamed: “Ga – ga – ga.” Three times he screamed “fedas”, three times 

“annes”, three times “hade”, twice “condei”. The people howled: “houk, houk”. 

Men and women held children in their arms as they danced. They wanted to take them 

along when they flew up. They had adorned themselves in the finest feathers. They laboured 

terribly hard, the flight to heaven must succeed.  

For a day and a night the medicine man and chief Nanderikini danced. I am old, I must 

work harder than all of them. They helped him with the dance. He leaped high. He succeeded. 

He no longer felt his body. They called to him, he did not hear their words. His body was 

weightless. He gave himself a push. He looked back. The dance-hut swayed around him, the 

roof bent and opened, the posts loosened from the sand. He had to tread and tread and stamp 

and stamp and spin and fling himself and leap, for if he did not tread and did not stamp his 

feet he would plunge back into the depths. But Nanderikini the old man was already flying, he 

rose with the dance-hut into the air, he hovered and flew. The earth lay beneath him, the sea 

rose. He crossed the threshold of Heaven and stopped by the hut of Nandecy the Great 

Mother. It was the Land without Death and without sorrow, the Heaven of eternal bliss and 

abundance, where maize and manioc grew by themselves and honey dripped from the trees. 

≈≈≈ 

They reached the sea at two places. As successor to the old man, those in the north chose 

Nimbiarapony. And when they retreated a little way inland to regain strength, and were in the 

region of Botas, a sickness came upon them and most died. Nimbiarapony led the remnant 

back to the Mbaracaya hills, to the river Iguatemi from where they had set out. He wanted to 

gather new people. Young people trekked with him through the wide lands of the Paranà. 

Forests, bush, grasslands and rivers exulted. The chief died on the Ivahy river. They searched 

through the forest, lamented and called out to him who was supposed to lead them. They 

scattered. None came back. 

In the north the chiefs Necguei and Avavucu went with the Tanygua people. They stood on 

the shore. And when they despaired and turned back they came to the forest of Caingang. 

The Caingang women gathered genipa berries and pineapple. The Caingang men went 

naked, wore wooden plugs in their lips, had shaven skulls, a big mat lay across the left 

shoulder. And when the strangers went through their forest they put on warpaint, set jaku 



Alfred Döblin AMAZONAS Volume 3 

A New Jungle Page 112 

 

feathers on their head, stuck feathers on their body, around the neck they hung bird bones, 

deer’s hooves, monkey teeth. They attacked the migrants. They were tree climbers, hunted 

snakes, they carried axes to break up rotten trees and look for larvae and fat beetles. They took 

aim with their axes at the weary bands lost in the forest. 

On their bodies the Caingang had painted jaguar skin, new moon, fish scales and bird 

footprints.  

Two hundred Tanygua remained alive. They danced and sang and were happy. They 

crossed the Itariry river. There they saw railway sleepers laid across the graves of their 

ancestors. They cursed the Whites and went to the shore and danced on. Soon not a single 

foot trod the ground of this earth.  

≈≈≈ 

The storm blew Sukuruya’s head feathers back, her long black hair fluttered, she gazed into 

the land. 

She heard people calling, their laments without end, their rejoicing without end, their 

songs, their prayers. She saw the dance of the migrating tribes. Her proud face lit up. She went 

down, hid in a bush, spied on the sorcerer’s dance on the shore. She saw old Nanderikini. We 

come to the sea, we traverse the scrubland of Yaboticaba, we approach the house of the great 

ancestors. What would my children eat? O Great Father, make an end of it.  

Sukuruya swung her club. She whooped at the forest edge. Deer, tapirs and herons came. 

They followed her, they stepped along with her. They tried to dance as the people had danced 

when they called to the Great Father. There is a land where no one dies and there is no evil. 

Spades turn the soil by themselves. Fruit comes by itself into houses. Spirits came rustling, 

rustled in hordes around them. 

On the riverbank, Sukuruya swished as a snake. She jumped into the water. Thousands 

after her, into the eddy.  

≈≈≈ 

 

END OF VOLUME 3 

 



 

 

 

  



 

 

 

A New Jungle 
Volume 3 of Alfred Döblin’s epic trilogy  

of South America and Europe 

Translated by C D Godwin 

 

While the first two volumes contain many hints of Döblin’s guiding purpose in writing this trilogy (to 

demonstrate with compelling urgency that the Nazis did not emerge from nowhere), Volume 3 brings 

his Europe-critique into sharp focus. How to justify ‘progress’ since the Copernican revolution, given 

the dismal condition of the alienated urban masses, and the surrender of intellectuals in the face of 

seemingly implacable political and economic forces? The trenchant words of the Indian chief puncture 

Eurocentric pretensions: “Your ignorance is appalling. You give your children any old name, you do 

not care for your dead, you have no ancestors. And then you claim to know what justice is.” 
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