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Note on the Text

This first complete English-language version of Paul Klee's Tagebiicher is
based upon the text of the German hardcover edition, published by M. Du
Mont Schauberg, Cologne, in 1957. Certain Klee drawings and several of the
minor textual changes in the paperback edition, also issued in 1957 by the
same publisher, have been taken over. Like the German original, the transla-
tion has no scholarly paraphernalia. The reader who requires precise identifica-
tion of persons or fuller information on other points should consult Will
Grohmann’s large-scale study of the artist’s life and work, Paul Klee (New
York: H. N. Abrams, Inc., n.d.) and Felix Klee’s memoir, Paul Klee: His Life
and Work in Documents (New York: George Braziller, 1962).

Swiss German occurs fairly often in the Tagebiicher. Much of the pungency
of such entries as 414, 428, 586, 608, and 721 evaporates in translation; the
same is true of the erratic German of Jean de Castella, in entry 464, and the
mock-Japanese German of 570/72.

Paul Klee had the habit of noting down sets of rthyme-words, which were to
be used in poems. The sense of these rhymes has here been translated—in
order to show something of Klee’s association of ideas—but no attempt has
been made to capture the sound (see entries 184, 286, 292, 296, 306, 325, 330.)

Grateful acknowledgment is made to several persons who have provided
information: Dr. Norbert Raymond, Los Angeles, and Professors Robert R.
Heitner and Marcel Rothlisberger, University of California, Los Angeles—for
advice on points of language and history; Professor Fritz Faiss, San Fernando
Valley State College, a former student of Klee's at the Bauhaus—for clarify-
ing certain technical passages; Mrs. Kate T. Steinitz, the Belt Library of
Vinciana, for the benefit of her acquaintance with the “Blue Four” and her
shrewd insight.

The translation was a combined effort. Pierre B. Schneider of Paris, France,
prepared a draft version of the main text. R. Y. Zachary and Max Knight of the
University of California Press made the final translation of the entire volume.

R.Y.Z






Preface

The reader of the four diaries of Paul Klee in this volume will be initiated—
being presumably an outsider—into a mysterious, rare, individual, and watch-
ful world, that of Paul Klee the “painter.” Indeed, the entries in his diaries
were not originally intended for publication, but merely for his own reflec-
tion. During his lifetime my father allowed no one, not even myself, access
to his most personal confession.

Shortly after the First World War Paul Klee moved into the limelight of
public notice, and after the Second World War he attracted the attention
of the whole western world. Along with this great interest, partly critical in
character, partly full of the most positive praise, went naturally a growing
curiosity about his life. In the recently published book by Dr. Will Grohman
we find a wealth of biographical material and much instructive information,
but this most personal confession of Paul Klee will have a far more com-
pelling effect on the observer.

So far as I know, Paul Klee, who was always a fanatic about orderliness,
kept a diary from the year 1898, when he was nineteen years old. He gave
each chapter a running number and date. However, in the course of 1,134
numbers Klee skipped several figures in the series. About 1911, my father
began to make a clean copy of these very diverse notes in two notebooks,
which were to be followed later by two more, final, copies.

With great pleasure, and with a full appreciation of my responsibility, I
gave my consent in the summer of 1955 to the plan to publish the diaries
of my father, Paul Klee. For quite a while many art lovers, who knew of the
diary from excerpts that had appeared in several books about my father, had
expressed their strong interest in a separate edition of the unabridged text.
My first task was to decide whether the many private and personal notes of
Klee could be of value to outsiders. After a detailed examination I felt that
I could assume this responsibility and undertook a review of the whole text.
I should now like to transmit some comments to the reader based on this
work:

1. Various parts of the text were written by Klee in Swiss German, the
vii
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dialect my father always used with the family. I have kept to the,original
version.
2. Following the usual practice, several passages in the original text of Klee
were adapted to what is accepted style at present. Mistakes, misspellings,
and obscurities in the text were corrected.
3. In several places proper names were replaced by initials. This precaution
was necessary in order to avoid subjecting some still living friends of my
father’s to the glare of publicity.
4. T happened to find several rough drafts of diary entries in my possession;
these I added to the text I edited. (My father would often cut out pieces
from the first version and paste them into the final diary at the proper
places.)
5. In the archives of the Paul-Klee-Stiftung there turned up a notebook of
my father’s covered in black oilcloth. Besides notes and some poems, it con-
tained an essay on “graphic art,” a first version of his Creative Confession,
and, in the form of extracts, under the respective numbers, some noteworthy
variants of the diary text. The publisher and the editor have refrained from
publishing both versions side by side or one after the other. Rather, we
agreed to accept only the more essential statement in one version or the
other.

Otherwise it was possible to publish everything without demur, and with-
out too much offense to Klee’s original intention to keep his diaries secret.

After Klee’s death, on June 29, 1940, the four diaries were faithfully
guarded by my mother, Lily, in her apartment in Bern. After the death of my
mother, on September 22, 1946, the notebooks came into the possession of
the newly formed Klee-Gesellschaft. Upon my return from Germany to
Bern on November 13, 1948, I presented a claim under my copyright, which
I had never waived. After a vigorous dispute our opposing attorneys, in the
spring of 1953, entered into an agreement that was satisfactory to me. The
Klee-Gesellschaft was dissolved. The possessions and copyrights it had laid
claim to were returned to me. In a further agreement I granted recognition
to the Paul-Klee-Stiftung, which was founded in the year 1947. Its holdings,
apart from a rich collection of paintings, were augmented by the diaries, the
catalogue of the complete artistic works, the literary remains consisting of
theoretical writings, a Klee library, and a collection of documents. The foun-
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dation has its headquarters in the Berner Kunstmuseum and is administered
by it. The reproduction rights for the paintings of Paul Klee which are in
its possession belong to it, while the reproduction rights for the remaining
pictures, as well as the literary copyright, remain with me and my family.

The encompassing world of Paul Klee, which was alluded to at the start,
is impressively thrown open to the younger generation in this way: By reading
the diaries we are introduced to his life and into the realm of all the arts—
music, painting, and literature. We witness in their true sequence the inner
growth and the struggle of the young Paul Klee. A struggle with human and
with artistic problems, as they confront every developing and serious artist.
We recognize today the source of Klee’s distinctive, philosophically humorous
picture titles; they grew out of his formally perfect and strongly pictorial
knowledge of the German language, here amply documented, and far sur-
passing what is ordinarily met with in diaries. Apart from his solid musical
background, we observe a literary creativity and mastery marked by true
genius, whether in written dialogue, aphorisms, letters, critical remarks, obser-
vations, travel impressions, his humor often edged with sarcasm, or his
astounding assurance in the appraisal of his own personal fate. Thus we recog-
nize in this document Paul Klee’s strong attachment to all the events of daily
life, as a part of the whole of and with nature. Reading and studying the
following four diaries will open another unexpected and marvelous blossom
to the friend and observer of Klee’s art. Be it the spirit of this first publication
to carry us off for ample time to distant worlds, on this side and beyond.

Bern, summer 1956 FELIX KLEE









List of
Illustrations

DRAWINGS

A Brief Autobiography, Bern, January 7, 1940

The Carousel, 1889 (ten years of age). Drawing, 11 x 14 cin

Red-backed Shrike, 1894. Drawing from the zoology notebook, 19 x 12.3 cm

Rothenburg on the Tauber, December 1896. Drawing, 12.8 x 8.7 cm. Felix
Klce, Bern

Drawing from the Mathematics Notebook, about 1896. Felix Klee, Bern

Drawing from the Mathematics Notebook, about 1896. Felix Klee, Bern

Pencil Study at Knirr’s School, 1899. Klee Stiftung, Bern

Two Men Meet, Each Presuming the Other To Be of Higher Rank, 1903, 5.
Zinc etching, 11 x 19 cm. Klee Stiftung, Bern

Young Man Leaning on Lyre, 1905, 33. Pencil, 10.8 x 4.5 cm. Klee Stiftung,
Bern

Cat, 1905. Pencil sketch

Portrait of My Father, 1906, 23. Picture on Glass, 31 x 28.5 cm. Felix Klee,
Bern

Masculine Head, Gypsy Type, 1906, 4. Pencil, 5.7 x 6.1 cm. Klee Stiftung,
Bern

Nude Study in the Art School, 1906, 30. Pencil, 11 x 13 cm. Klee Stiftung,
Bern

Soothsayers Conversing, 1906, 33. Pencil, 21.5 x 17 cm. Klee Stiftung, Bern

Two Aunts, Nudes with Crests, 1908, 14. Pen, 14.2 x 12 cm. Bernhard Spren-
gel, Hannover

Girl and Little Boy on the Floor, Simple Contours, 1908, 31. Pencil, 7.1 x 12.5
cm. Klee Stiftung, Bern

Self-portrait—Drawing for a Woodcut, 1909, 39. Pen drawing, 13 x 14.5 cm.
Felix Klee, Bern

Portrait of My Sister in Profile, 1909, 24. India ink, 20.2 x 26.4 cm. Klee Stif-
tung, Bern

Reading on the Bed, 1910, 13. Pen and India ink, 12.1 x 22.4 cm. Klee Stif-
tung, Bern

xii

Xv
13
15
17
19
25
145

166
171

178
195

201
209

233
235
237
241

249




xiii / List of Illustrations

Caricature of a Piece of Furniture, 1910, 15. Pen and India ink, 22.4 x 25.7 cm.
Klee Stiftung, Bern

Young Man Resting (Self-portrait), 1911, 42. Brush and India ink, 14 x 20 cm.
Rolf Biirgi, Bern

Scene in the Restaurant, 1911, 89. Drawing, 13 x 23 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Candide, Chap. 7, 1911, 63. Pen and India ink, 16 x 24 cm. Klee Stiftung,
Bern

Harlequinade, 1912, 84. Pen and India ink, 6 x 14.5 cm. Klee Stiftung, Bern

Good Conversation, 1913, 84. Pen, 15 x 12 cm. Alex Vomel, Diisseldorf

Sisters, 1913, 140. India ink drawing, 12.4 x 9.8 cm. Klee Stiftung, Bern

The Afflicted Policemen, 1913, 54. Pen, 28.5 x 22 c¢m. Felix Klee, Bern

The Fleeing Policemen, 1913, 55. Pen and India ink, 19.5 x 15.5 cm. Klee
Stiftung, Bern

Flight to the Right, 1913, 158. Pen and India ink, 14.2 x 10.4 cm. Klee Stif-
tung, Bern

Critic, 1914, 207. Pen, 16 x 15 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Jerusalem My Highest Bliss, 1914, 161. Pen, 19 x 18.5 cm. Siegfried Rosengart,
Lucerne

Medieval City, 1914, 15. Pen

Instrument for New Music, 1914, 10. Pen, 17 x 17 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Death on the Battlefield, 1914, 172. Pen, 9 x 17.5 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Naval Station, 1915, 10. Pen, 10.5 x 20 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Abstract Architects of the Heights, 1915, 232. Pen, 16.5 x 11.5 cm. Felix Klee,
Bern

Spiritistic Catastrophe, 1916, 32. India ink drawing, 7.3 x 15 cm. Klee Stiftung,
Bern

Without Title, 1916, 1. Pen, 6.5 x 16.5 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Tower by the Sea, 1917, 160. India ink drawing, 9.2 x 13.7 cm. Klee Stiftung,
Bern

Embryonic Elements of Abstraction, 1917, 119. Drawing, 19.5 x 14.5 cm. Felix
Klee, Bern

Drawing with the Fermata, 1918, 209. Pen, 15.9 x 24.3 cm. Klee Stiftung, Bern

Birdplanes, 1918, 210. Pencil, 21.7 x 27.4 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Departure, 1918, 207. Drawing, 21 x 7.5 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Lost in Thought (Self-portrait), 1919, 113. Lithograph, 24.5 x 18 cm. Klee
Stiftung, Bern

Travel Picture, 1919, 132. Pen, 27.5 x 22 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

Two Times Fourteen, 1918, 49. Pen, 11 x 22 cm. Felix Klee, Bern

257
259

261
269
273
277
279

281

289

296
309
311
317
319



xiv / List of Illustrations

The Unredeemed, 1918, 189. Pen, 15.5 x 25 cm. Felix Klee, Bern 401
Picture of the Artist (Self-portrait), 1919, 260. Pen, 23 x 13.5 cm. The Pasa-
dena Art Institute, California 403
Oppressed Little Gentleman, 1919, 133. Pen, 27.5 x 22 cm. Felix Klee, Bern 405
Bathing Life, 1919, 28. Pen, 26 x 17 cm. Felix Klee, Bern 407
Kaiser Wilhelm Raging, 1920, 206. Pen, 18.5 x 20.5 cm. Felix Klee, Bern 409
PHOTOGRAPHS

Following page 42
The Hands of Paul Klee, Dessau, 1931
Mathilde Klee, Ernst Frick, Paul Klee, Bern, 1886
Hans Klee, the Artist’s Father, Hofwyl, 1925
Ida Klee, née Frick, Mother of Paul Klee, 1876
Paul Klee, Bern, 1892
Lily Klee (Wife of Paul Klee), Munich, 1906.
Photograph by Paul Klee
Paul Klee, Bern, 1906
Paul Klee, Landshut, 1916
Paul Klee’s Studio in Munich, Werneckstrasse, Schlésschen “Suresnes,” 1919.
Photograph by Paul Klee
Paul Klee, Weimar, 1922
Felix Klee Puppet Theater; Puppets and Décor by Paul Klee
(Kasperle and the Devil in the Magic Box), Weimar, 1922
Paul Klee’s Studio in the Bauhaus, Weimar, 1924.
Photograph by Paul Klee
From left to right: Felix, Paul, and Efrossina Klee
in the Railroad Station, Basel, 1932
Wassily Kandinsky, Paul Klee, and Nina Kandinsky,
Dessau-Worlitz, 1932
Paul Klee, Dessau, 1933
Paul Klee in His Studio in Bern, 1940




Ll

Vi b an 7§ Boyonto 4315 n Wit -
‘:4\4’('4/5“’ }‘/("’_"‘ MWern Vwln twar Mnsrc =
d msine Wk wat Fbmrezonin,  Lifs uf skt
193¢ 1 \/L&M/ﬁyu/wzﬁ:ﬂtw W-izq
O&W wr B " Zen WAt e Arla Vo,
A fon g Ok | Sfnim
/7W'm/ Mess e Vaor % 4 M-w’ﬁwo,t;
Y (o & A /ZEMM fon s M Fhesttr—
T O
%?2,.7, LAA L Voo /me_d_._ Widari LT e amn
S b wr Bt 7378 A
o™ Plornfprnl gy dissestd
Sfiher . Sbuobd e Aok Vhs ppadotis -
b= < = (fans W & T
}A/‘v alles %,. ) i
4%"1 A WU 4 leres Q«M&L- 297" }ﬁ,,“,,/,
ot W !
ﬂz/r‘;,‘w? ,Z”[/r& Srnt e . Cni Farlrni Gk,
/Lmv‘: ot — Gt e Weg Tt Fusland .
%‘w— gy le A B entaitn e A /S e
,/W/gm_a. Wt v fo YorTolons

A BRIEF AUTOBIOGRAPHY,
BERN, JANUARY 7, 1940



e e e
st am W =
0”»/1/4«/‘{‘- M- Vhuwmes %o} u/;v;: wt,
%Mﬂm WW«) e ;/Ik- Lo \/‘lc /éz,”._
(Toiie fon Fmraradimi e apm b Bin
)71 e Teloe tmiitnes Woimionsn, Satbims
Mw—'Znﬁ wo Jaz Sk e bu7¢2/\}~ fr‘-.ﬁ._-
(ke mak Jfabie( Kanpfniibis o)
%*;mu bl Lt o
-;Z:W W S T r 7».(7,,{0)’ /:’w,,,, 2t
LA, s 4 ;ﬁ. éu/t ok il AL
Ok he St 1903 b /70/ W«»—-.;—../
e St wels  wnid  wbeadbt blter. .
\ WéL ﬁ?”‘?‘"/ e wow
Wobelev. g posft o, FAT it o
e M“’"“? M b s oo t5 P
JMS"’N %9W M\A 'IL"‘%—;W
W‘ﬂﬂ’%v X e J\hvné,z_ ;,_“__‘y L ol
W MA’ e ’"Z“hwé&-[}/«/ésx-fja{/
Moty ausse~ STl wt nok  ats %.‘,/eq

L~




bt g

. e enes x e Ao ol
Y et S5 WJ%Q% %.SZA el
I % gastiafes, T
M'hgukxh e a Teb. 7720
j"” 7 e ol Bere frabio Mo dursmtt
b s el E LY KL A" Frresd
Vo l- 3 Yt o Am /&/5‘/{‘71’ lar é/,i.,w&..,. s L

W ,
S Tebe Tp10” Lot sz he (e
S Do s Srr AiTE g@wtz«drz %ﬁ/:?h/.
4/_‘\01 («WV‘/{/& wi Z_’g )“f Zf‘ﬁ—f/«Jn‘.,JcLy lze:‘“ “man
/@M'%MM et Dessars o 7,‘,4,,_7724
%«/ﬁrf o A uih Wl Tl /530 s RAt
ks s WAL “‘“‘”/’*““"‘*‘*g‘
A A gf.:mw,,/. B o estiam -
Lz/woé‘ e Ll Atypit gy
b "'}‘"/“V’W“'L‘- W P ﬁ&/téf-’mx—-/
li— Jo CAAe v AT A fso L f st
gt Pr T D937 G5 7933 .
T ¢ eman AL W%,,h’g( Loil 4
e Wirpcags amk Bof s Ll
/7/1 %M W A M Tt h“"ﬁ}ﬂ%
Var~ Lok faihaity o i Bt bon Lo comirimy—
s vt st les 1o Sihaffor . Pl






A Brief
Autobiography

[The following is a translation of Paul Klee's autograph letter, reproduced on
the preceding pages. The letter accompanied his application for Swiss citizen-
ship, which was not offered to him until May 1940, the month of his death.
By this time he was in a sanatorium at Ticino and remained a German citizen
until he died —Trans. note.]

I was born on December 18, 1879, in Miinchenbuchsee. My father was a
music teacher at the Cantonal Teachers’ College at Hofwyl, and my mother
was Swiss. When I started school in the spring of 1886, we lived in the
Linggasse in Bern. I attended the first four grades of the local primary school;
then my parents sent me to the municipal Progymnasium. I then entered the
Literarschule of the Gymnasium. After I passed the cantonal examinations
and was graduated in the fall of 1898, I had concluded my general education.

Although every career was open to me by reason of my graduation certifi-
cate, I decided to study painting and to devote my life to art, despite the risk
of such a career. In order to realize my aim, I had to go abroad (the same
would be true of many young Swiss artists today), either to Paris or to Ger-
many. I felt more strongly drawn to Germany, and decided to go there.

That is how I came to the Bavarian capital, where on the advice of the Art
Academy I went to Knirr’s preparatory school. Here I practiced drawing and
painting, and before long was able to enter the class of Franz Stuck at the
Academy. After three years of study in Munich, I broadened my experience
by a year of travel in Italy (principally in Rome). Then I had to settle down
to evaluate what I had learned and to use it for my future development. To
carry out this intention I returned to Bern, the city of my youth; the fruits of
my stay there were a number of etchings done between 1903 and 1906, which
even then attracted some notice.

During my Munich years I made many friendships, including that of the
woman who is now my wife. Since she was professionally active in Munich, I
decided—for what seemed to me an important reason—to move back there

Xix
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(fall, 1906). I was slowly making a name for myself as an artist; and Munich,
a center of art and artists at that time, offered significant prospects of artistic
advancement. Except for three years of military service, when I was stationed
at Landshut, Schleissheim, and Gersthofen, I maintained my residence in
Munich until the year 1920. At the same time, I did not sever my connection
with Bern, returning every year to the home of my parents for a summer
holiday of 2-3 months.

In 1920 I was appointed to the faculty of the Bauhaus in Weimar. I taught
there until this institution was moved to Dessau in the year 1926. Finally, in
1930, I received a call to the Prussian Art Academy at Diisseldorf, to be in
charge of a painting class. I welcomed this appointment; it permitted me to
confine my teaching to the field that was genuinely my own, and thus I
taught at the Academy from 1931 to 1933.

The political turmoil in Germany affected the fine arts too, constricting
not only my freedom to teach but the free exercise of my creative talent. Since
I had by then achieved an international reputation as a painter, I felt con-
fident enough to give up my post and make my livelihood by my own creative
work.

The question of where to settle down for this new phase of my life answered
itself. Since my close ties with Bern had never been broken, I was now
strongly attracted to it again as my real home. I have lived here ever since,
and my one remaining wish is to be a citizen of this city.

Bern, January 7, 1940

(signed) Paur KLEE










1. [ shall preface my childhood memories with the remark that I was sup-
posed to have been born in the schoolhouse at Miinchenbuchsee, near
Bern, on December 18, 1879. I was a few months old when my father,
who in his capacity of teacher of music at Hofwyl Teachers’ College, was
granted permission to live permanently in Bern. At first, we settled, so it is
said, in a rather poor, all too-common little street called Aarbergergasse; but
soon we moved to 32 Hallerstrasse, a big and grander street. I can’t remember
this flat any more than the preceding, but only the next one, at 26 Hallestrasse.
From my third to my tenth year. We then moved to the Kirchenfeld (8
Marienstrasse), where I spent the later and less innocent part of my child-
hood. During my last years in the Gymnasium we lived at the family estate on
the Obstberg.

Memories of Childhood
(Bernin the Eighties)

2. I developed very early an aesthetic sensibility; while I was still wearing
skirts I was made to put on underwear that was too long for me, so that even
I could see the grey flannel with the wavy red trimmings. When the doorbell
rang I hid to keep the visitor from seeing me in this state (two to three years).

3. When grownups were talking, my mother and a friend, for example, I
wasn’t able to catch individual words out of the swift flow of sentences. End-
less sentences without meaning, like a foreign language (very early memory;
two to three years).

4. On one occasion my mother came home and found her beautiful lamp
broken. Her hysterical tears made a deep impression (three years).
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5. My grandmother, Frau Frick, taught me very early to draw with crayons.
She used a particularly soft kind of toilet-paper on me, so-called silk paper!
She wouldn’t take a bite of her apple, nor would she put slices of it in her
mouth; instead she would first scrape them into a sort of pulp with a pen-
knife. From her stomach sour breath rose periodically (three to four years).

6. My first impressions of the beauty of little girls were very precocious yet
extremely intense. I was sorry I was not a girl myself so I could wear ravishing,
lace-trimmed white panties (three to four years).

7. For a long time I trusted my Papa implicitly and regarded his words
(Papa can do anything) as pure truth. The only thing I couldn’t bear was the
old man’s teasing. On one occasion, thinking I was alone, I indulged in some
playful mummery. A sudden amused “pf!” interrupted and wounded me.
Even in later life, this “pf!” was heard occasionally.

8. In a dream I saw the maid’s sexual organs; they consisted of four male
(infantile) parts and looked something like a cow’s udder (two to three
years).

9. When my parents went out at night the maid took command of the
house. On such occasions a room would usually be cleaned, and when it came
time to scour the floor, we were allowed to sit on the brush and ride back
and forth. But there was one unfortunate thing that was distinctly unfavor-
able to me: my sister always had special privileges. Unhappy moments, which
called the value of entire evenings into question.

10. Evil spirits that I had drawn (three to four years) suddenly acquired
rea] presence. I ran to my mother for protection and complained to her that
little devils had peeked in through the window (four years).

11. [ didn’t believe in God; other little boys were always saying, parrotlike,
that God was constantly watching us. I was persuaded of the inferior nature
of such a belief. One day a very old grandmother died in our barracklike
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apartment house. The little boys claimed that she was now an angel; I wasn’t
in the least convinced (five years).

12. The dead body of my grandmother made a deep impression on me. No
resemblance could be detected. We weren’t allowed to come close. And Aunt
Mathilda’s tears flowed like a quict brook. For a long time I shuddered when-
ever I passed the door leading down to the cellar of the hospital, where the
corpse had been kept for a while. That the dead could terrify us, I had thus
learned myself; but shedding tears appeared to me a custom reserved for
adults (five years).

13. My father once described a spinster as a dry girl. I thought this referred
to her oddly shrunken lower lip (six years).

14. From time to time, I played tricks on a little girl who was not pretty and
who wore braces to correct her crooked legs. I regarded her whole family,
and in particular the mother, as very inferior people. I would present myself
at the high court, pretending to be a good boy, and beg to be allowed to take
the little darling for a walk. For a while we’d walk peaceably hand in hand,;
then, perhaps in the nearby field where potatoes were blooming and june
bugs were all over, or perhaps even sooner, we would start walking single file.
At the right moment I'd give my protégée a slight push. The poor thing would
fall, and I'd bring it back in tears to its mother, explaining with an innocent
air: “It tumbled.” I played this trick more than once, without Frau Enger’s
ever suspecting the truth. I must have gauged her correctly (five or six years).

15. I imagined that everything adult was naturally different. When my
mother had been at the opera and next day praised the tenor, what I pictured
in my mind was this: of course, no play-acting, no costume—that was for
children; but instead, a man in tails, with the score in his hands. At most, a
little scenery, maybe an ordinary room (six to seven years).

16. Tramps often attacked me in my dreams. But, I always managed to
escape by claiming to be a tramp myself. This ruse always helped me with
my fellow students (about seven years).
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17. I frequently drew at Frick’s house—he was my uncle, the fat restaurant
owner; I used to look at the Fliegende Bldtter there. A guest watched me as
I drew a horse and buggy. When it was done, he said: “Do you know what
you have forgotten?” I thought he might be alluding to a certain organ pos-
sessed by stallions, and answered this man who was trying to embarrass me
with stubborn silence. At last he named it: “The yoke” (six to seven years).

18. My fat Uncle Frick was good at imitating the voices of animals. He
once fooled a little boy by meowing. The little fellow searched the entire
restaurant for the cat, until my uncle put an end to the affair by uttering
a trumpetlike noise. But the boy kept up the idea and, with a mixture of
stupidity and shrewdness, said: “The nasty kitten has sh. . . .” Hearing this,
I had feelings of social revulsion. I would never have used such words in good
society (seven to eight years).

19. I was told that tailors sat on the table. Deep down I took this for a fib.
But when I actually encountered one of these gentry on his table, 1 was
startled, as by a vision become flesh (seven years).

20. Two little boys, four or five years old (I myself was seven), were sup-
posed to obey me, in every thing, because I was the strongest. One of them,
Richard, was a gentle soul and easy to influence—it excited me to play on
this weakness as well. I reproached him for his sinful way of life, told him
that God (in whom I didn'’t believe) would punish him, and kept on until
he burst into tears. Whereupon I relented and comforted him, telling him
it wasn’t true. Several times I allowed myself to be tempted by this experi-
ment.

The other one, Otto Eicher, spoke in lovely cadences, which at first strongly
appealed to me. But later this sugary tone began to irritate me to the point
of nausea. I started to hate the boy and to persecute him. Simply because of
that. To this day, I can hear his way of reiterating his questions: “Whatcha
doing there, wh-aat??” (seven years).

21. In the second year of grammar school I already harbored very special
feelings toward Hermine, the girl who sat next to me. I still remember a
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moment during class, as we sat on the desks, with our feet on the bench, and
looked at the picture posters hung on the rear wall. The child had a rather
silly way of continually smiling with her nostrils: lost to the world, she would
pick glass beads from her lap. I cast many glances to the left—feeling at home
in this world (seven years).

22. This didn’t keep me from busying myself concurrently with a girl from
the Suisse romande. I was her favorite playmate, because I understood her
language and could even speak a bit of French. But in due course the little
tyrant was no longer content with this and started questioning me about
vocabulary. A sprightly little thing, red-brown velvet cap with a pert white
feather (seven years).

23. While I was in charge of distributing the new books in school, a girl
showed a preference for a cover of a certain color. I was in a position to ful-
fill her wish, and pushed the book toward her. This started the rumor that
she was my sweetheart, a supposition that wounded me because she wasn't
beautiful and lived in Felsenau (eight years).

24. For a long time I stayed faithful, with a few interruptions, to little
Camille. This little lady was beautiful, I could swear to it even today. It was
a strong but secret love. Whenever we met unexpectedly my heart quivered.
Still, we greeted each other briefly and timidly; before witnesses we acted as
if we didn’t know each other. At one of our meetings she wore a pale red dress
and a big red hat (in Hotelgasse). Another time she walked backward along
the Kirchenfeld Bridge, and I was barely able to avoid a collision; that time,
she had on a short, dark blue velvet dress and a little cap. Her braid was
abundant and loosely bound. Her father was a German Swiss and her mother
from Geneva. There were five sisters, each one more beautiful than the other
(seven to twelve years).

25. Through a gap in the garden fence, I stole a bulb from a dahlia and
transplanted it into my own miniature garden. I hoped for pretty leaves and
perhaps a friendly flower. But a whole bush grew up, covered with countless
deep red blossoms. This awakened a certain fear in me, and I played with the
thought of renouncing my possession by giving it away (eight years).
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26. I won a victory over Frau Scheurer, though it was not complete. While
sliding down the banister I had broken the metal stand of the oil lamp with
my foot. I was terrified, but no witness was present. So it hadn’t been me.
Suspicion settled on me anyway. Now it was just a matter of consistently
denying the crime. I even went so far as to broach the subject myself with-
out any urging, again stressing my innocence. Finally Frau Scheurer at least
became unsure (eight to nine years).

27. In the restaurant run by my uncle, the fattest man in Switzerland, were
tables topped with polished marble slabs, whose surface displayed a maze of
petrified layers. In this labyrinth of lines one could pick out human gro-
tesques and capture them with a pencil. T was fascinated with this pastime;
my “‘bent for the bizarre” announced itself (nine years).

28.  One night my mother returned at night from a trip, after an absence
of about three weeks; I had long since gone to bed and was supposed to be
asleep. I pretended to be, and her homecoming was only celebrated the next
morning (eight years).

29. ‘“His sister consoles him,” read the illustrated passage in a poem. But I
didn’t put any high value on the sister’s consolation, because she looked
unaesthetic (six to eight years).

30. [ clearly recall a stay in Marly, near Fribourg. At least, the second one:
the first lived on in my mind only through the expression “Marly-skirts,” which
we applied to a certain kind of children’s clothes we wore at the time. The
second visit took me for the first time to a strange town, without arcades, on
a small river greener than the Aare. Marvelous drawbridges. A horse carriage
which was said to contain fleas. The catholicism of the region. A procession.
The sisters Kiienlin, who ran the boardinghouse. Their French dialect. The
hefty lady-director. Gentle Eugenie in the kitchen. The flies there. The poul-
try yard. The killing of these animals. The squirrel in the wheel. Downstairs,
the water with its ticking mechanism. Coffee outside in the afternoon. The
cosmopolitan children. Some from Alexandria, who had already traveled on
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THE CAROUSEL, 1889 (TEN YEARS OF AGE)

the sea in ships as large as a house (this I didn’t completely believe). A fat,
brutal Russian boy. The walks in the surrounding countryside. The small,
swaying foot-bridges. The grownups’ fright on these bridges. The man who,
at the other end, said “Dieu soit béni.” The terrible thunderstorm, during
which we found shelter in an aristocratic country house. The various bowling
alleys. Swimming in the brook. The high reeds. Swimming with a couple of
gentlemen near a threshold-like waterfall. The sad farewell to this paradise.

A third stay, which confirmed and strengthened the impressions gathered
during the second. The fat, merry young priest who played “musical chairs”
with our parents and us (about six to eight years).
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31. Herr Winter’s daughters smelled of groceries. One of them was in my
class. On the first day of the fourth grade it was discovered that this child
should really have been kept back in the third. The mistake was corrected
by a written statement that was handed to me together with the job of escort-
ing the girl (like a policeman) to her right classcoom. I did this with the
necessary discretion, and although I didn’t like her family and even though
all the girls had bad teeth, I never said anything about it in our street (nine
years).

32, When I was ten I went to the opera for the first time. They were play-
ing Il Trovatore, and I was struck by the fact that these people suffered so
much and that they were never calm and seldom gay. But I quickly felt at
home in the pathetic style. I began to like the raving Leonora, and when her
hands fumbled wildly about her mouth, I thought I recognized in this ges-
ture a desperate grab at her denture; I even saw the glitter of a few outflung
teeth. In the Bible people used to rend their garments: why shouldn’t pulling
out your teeth be a beautiful and moving expression of despair? (ten years).

33. One day, while I was in the lowest class of the Progymnasium [prepara-
tory school], I saw the primary school teacher, whom I'd now got by, ap-
proaching me. An inexplicable impulse drove me to go out of the man’s way,
in order to elude the whole business. During class I saw a fellow student
sitting in front of me masturbating in the shadow of his desk (eleven years).

34. By a stroke of bad luck some pornographic drawings fell into my moth-
er's hands. A woman with a belly full of children, another extremely décol-
leté. My mother was unjust enough to take a moral view of this and scold
me. The décolleté was the consequence of a ballet performance at the thea-
ter. A rather plump elf bent over to pluck a strawberry, and you could gaze
into the deep valley pinched between swelling hills. I was scared to death
(eleven to twelve years).

35. Iimagined face and genitals to be the corresponding poles of the female
sex, when girls wept I thought of pudenda weeping in unison.
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36. The first girl I approached with any carnal passion was little nine-year-
old Helene from Neuchitel, a delicate beauty. I met her twice over a stretch
of a few weeks during summer vacation, in my uncle’s hotel in Beatenberg.
A favorable moment came, and I drew her violently against me and would
have covered her with kisses, if she had not fought me off madly.

This young lady being very capricious, I suffered much on account of
her. Every moment she was fdchée: “You're bad.”

A young Russian intruded on my hunting grounds. But he was inclined
to sadism and couldn’t refrain from giving the lady’s tiny bare legs a good
going-over with some thin rods, until I threw myself on him (only after I had
reached the peak of anger) and put an end to the affair. A cold stare was his
only reply.

On another occasion my victory was less easy. A young boy from Bern
joined us as a third party, and during one of the “fdché” periods, ousted me
altogether. These were my first torments of that sort. Once I unexpectedly
met the girl with her aunt in Bern, near the main police station. I had been
strolling through the town with Thiessing. Shortly before, he had bought
some candy, and just then my mouth was stuffed and I could hardly speak.
He witnessed the whole occurrence. Afterward, he felt as if he had discovered
something. His words, “That’s your sweetheart!” sank in deeply and pain-
fully. How cruel boys are, even when they are fond of each other (eleven to
twelve years).

Our last encounter took place on board a steamer on the Thunersee. I had
already sated my curiosity about sexual matters in Munich and felt rather
soiled. She was like an angel, and seventeen. The impression, however, was
no more than relative, resting as it did on memories.

37. A volume of short stories by Wilbrandt fell into my hands, and I read
with special pleasure “Der Gast vom Abendstern.” My father looked unfavor-
ably on this; he was of the opinion that problematic characters weren't good
at my age. I didn’t know what to make of this point of view. What did
“problems” mean? What one didn’t understand now would doubtless be
worked out at some later date. At least one could satisfy one’s curiosity in
part (fourteen to hfteen years).
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RED-BACKED SHRIKE, 1894



The Student at the
Classical High School

50. A stay in Basel, autumn of 1897 and 1898, with my relatives. Great care
was taken to entertain me. A certain admiration was shown for my talents.
I felt well. My puberty also produced certain timid relations with my girl-
cousin D, typical things, completely unconscious.

I took a splendid walk with D. through the vine-covered hills from Weil
up to Tiillingen. I can still see the fruit-laden plain spreading broadly at our
feet.

Many visits to the theater. Mainly opera. An evening of ballet. I com-
posed many a quatrain to compensate for my too meager satisfactions. Art
as authentic as it was bad. 4.24.1898.

51.. Bern. At a subscription concert I heard Brahms’ Piano Concerto in
D minor played by Frenné. It leaves me completely shattered. As a result,
I stay up too late, far into the night. I arrive at school a quarter of an hour
late, but this doesn’t make up for the time lost.

A somewhat melancholy letter from Basel made me completely despond-
ent. Dark, foggy weather fits this mood. I almost feel as if the best thing,
now, would be to lie down for a long sleep, to wake up only on the return
of spring. 1897.

52. Bern. 11.10.1897. As time passes I become more and more afraid of my
growing love of music. I don’t understand myself. I play solo sonatas by
Bach: next to them, what is Bocklin? It makes me smile.

La Landi made a deep, unforgettable impression on me with old Italian
songs. I sigh, Music! Music!

53. Bern. 12.12.1897. After a time I once again picked up some of my
sketchbooks and leafed through them. In the process I felt something that
seemed like hope reawaken in me. By chance I saw my mirror-image in the

14
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windowpane and I thought about the man looking out at me. Quite likable,
that fellow on the chair; his head resting against a white pillow, his legs on
another chair. The gray book closed, the index finger of one hand inside it.
He remained completely motionless, bathed in soft lamplight. Before this I
had often observed him searchingly. Not always with success. But today I
understood him.

54. Bern. 4.27.1898. “Sit down and learn it better!” So it went in the
mathematics course; but all that is past and forgotten. Just now the year’s
first thunderstorm is raging outside. A fresh wind from the west grazes me,
carrying the odor of thyme and the sound of train whistles, playing with

my moist hair. Nature does love me! She consoles me and makes promises to
me.

ROTHENBURG ON THE
TAUBER, DECEMBER 1896
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On such days I am invulnerable. Outwardly smiling, inwardly laughing
more freely, a song in my soul, a twittering whistle on my lips, I cast myself
on the bed, stretch, and keep watch over my slumbering strength.

Westward, northward, let it drive me wherever it wishes: I have faith!

55. Bern. 1.19.1898. Brahms’ Symphony in E minor stirs me more and
more deeply. Even the variations in the last movement are beginning to
entrance mec.

In our circle, where everybody attends voluntarily, we read Sophocles’
Antigone. There were also some ladies present, the wife of a Bundesrat and
a matron clad in mauve! I wrote a long comic poem about her, and Bloesch
read from Waldmeiser’s Brautfahrt. These are the fruits.

56. 1.31.1898. The westwind is on the land. Headache above the right eye.
At nine in the evening the temperature is still 41°F.; unable to tune the
violin. Sick.

The landscape was just as sick, but magnificent. The woods a deep violet.
In the Dihlhélzli T lay down on the ground. For a long time I looked up at
the swaying pine tops. There was a rustling, cracking, and rubbing in the
branches. Music. One time I lay in the Elfenau and was refreshed by the
birches. Their silver trunks, and behind them, the deep Gurten forest. By
the forests, the meadows bare to the earth. No more snow.

At home I dabbled a bit with paints. It irritated me. Writing poetry didn’t
go well either. Just as on “that certain summer evening” I thrust my hand
into a swarm of mosquitoes without catching a single one. And yet the air
is filled with the hum of a thousand voices.

57. Bern. 3.3.1898. Feminine impression connected with yearning for ar-
tistic form.

3.5.1898. I even sang and wished I had a voice, as a bridge toward music.
I had never wanted to become a violinist; for this, I felt I had too little of
the virtuoso’s temperament.

58. Bern. 3.6.1898. Gripping moment on a winter’s day, with a warm wind
blowing.
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In the Egelgasse my emotion reached its climax. In the pond inverted
clouds were mirrored. Secret pulsation of the still snow, like breathing in
one’s sleep. Old trees. The impression of a controlled passion. My portrait.
Motion stirs an impulse to act in me, an impulse to experience first. My
yearning to wander away, into a springtime. Far out into the land. Away.
Ever onward.

Now back home in good spirits. Lamplight. Warmth. Assurance, strength,
humor, faith.

59. 3.13.1898. Little erotic poems. A touch of frivolity in these things.

3.23.1898. Plan of a book of lyrical songs, before a single song had been
completed.

6.17.1898. Last night I felt so well disposed I would have worked till dawn,
if my eyes had allowed it. Now I'll work at night, sleep in the daytime. For a
future painter this is not quite the right method.

The muse, a harlot dispensing solace for a botched job: but studious zeal
doesn’t please her at all, especially in mathematics.

6o. I wrote a few short stories, but destroyed them all. Anno 1898. None-
theless, I took myself under my own protection again.

The fact that the results are no good is still no proof of ungodly descent.
In such a “classical” environment there is no reality to lean on. What nourish-
ment does an elemental drive find in pallid humanism?: One is referred
exclusively to the clouds. Drive without substance. Exceedingly high moun-
tains with no base.

61. Recognized that the erotic energy in me was polygamous. My infatua-
tion switches with every soubrette at the Opera.

Contempt for chastity:

Chaste are these four walls,

If I may say so!

Pure are these two hands,

And how honestly I yawn! 2.13.1898.

62. When I was about fourteen I took a beautiful trip to Lucerne, Flielen,
and Altdorf with my father and Herr Pfyffer from Saint Imier. We walked
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to Goschenen, spent the night there, then walked to Andermatt, Hospental,
Gotthard, Airolo, Rodifiesso, and took the train to Bellinzona.

On the third day, to Lugano. Here we stayed with a relative of Herr
Pfyffer’s. After two or three days we moved to their country estate in San
Mamette, where we remained about ten days, making many excursions during
that time.

Finally we returned to Lugano and took the train back home.

When I was about twelve or thirteen I took a trip with my aunts. We
left Beatenberg for Interlaken by carriage in the morning, then crossed the
Brienzersee by boat, landed in Meiringen, thence to Alpnach and Lucerne
by way of the Briinig Pass. On the next day, to Vitznau, and on the third,
back to Lucerne and to Bern by way of Langnau.

When about fifteen, a student trip with Professor Tobler. I. Bern-Grimsel-
hospiz; II. Grimselpass Glacier, by carriage to Fiesch, on foot to Hotel Eg-
gishorn; III. Top of Mount Eggishorn, Riederalp, Belalp, down to Brig. Train
to Leuk, on foot to Leukerbad; IV. Gemmispass—Kandersteg; V. Oschi-
nensee and back to Kandersteg. On foot to Frutigen. Train to Spiez—
Bern.

When about seventeen I traveled with Siegerist to Spiez and thence walked
to Kandersteg. Lower Oschinenalp. Spent the night in a shepherd’s hut. Up-
per Oschinenalp, Hohtiitli (hut of the Bliimlisalp club). Here we were
forced to remain two days, because of the fog, and to manage as best we could.
On the first clear morning we walked down to Bundalp, Kienthal, Reichen-
bach, and took the train to Bern.

Shortly before my graduation finals, in the summer of 1898, my work in
school had sunk to a low point. I was forbidden to take part in the student
trip. Instead I spent a short while alone on Saint Peter Island in the Bielersee
(my first trip with my sketchbook and pencils). The days were ideally beauti-
ful, and I worked very hard. I made the acquaintance of a Catholic priest and
we visited the church in Ligerz, which had a handsome view. Beforehand we
had drunk copiously of the wine from the lake region, and the pious man had
become the best of companions. The fine stained-glass windows particularly
held our attention. On the island I was attracted especially by the lower part
around the once isolated Rabbit Island; some flowers called “crown imperial,”
which didn’t open until evening, grew there.
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I had no schoolbooks with me; I recovered thoroughly from my painful
cramming, which was much more sensible. As usual I had faith in my lucky
star, and at the examination I obtained four points more than the minimum.
After all, it’s rather difficult to achieve the exact minimum, and it also in-
volves risks.

63. Backward glance. At first I was a child. Then I wrote nice essays and
was also able to reckon (until about my eleventh or twelfth year). Then I de-
veloped a passion for girls. Then came the time when I wore my school cap
tilted back on my head and only buttoned the lowest button of my coat
(fifteen). Then I began to consider myself a landscapist and cursed human-
ism. I would gladly have left school before the next to the last year, but my
parents’ wishes prevented it. I now felt like a martyr. Only what was forbidden
pleased me. Drawings and writing. After having barely passed my final
examination, I began to paint in Munich.



Munich; First Year
of Study 1898—-1899

65. Having passed my last examinations, I went to Munich in October 1898.
My mother, worrying about me, remembered one of Frick’s acquaintances
named Otto Gack. These were honest people from Swabia, but pretty much
working class and therefore hard to bear. As a result, I soon fell into the habit
of repaying their kindness with harsh ingratitude, and gradually stayed away
altogether. For a long time I felt sorry about it. Still, it was not my fault. I had
been sent to this family without being asked for my opinion.

Herr Gack had come to fetch me at the railway station. His son, a farm
worker jobless at the time, had helped me to find a room. Two daughters, one
frustrated and overripe for marriage, the other a rather thin adolescent who
went to handicraft school, showed me the sights in town. Two or three Sun-
days I was invited to dinner; the food tasted rather strange. And then I simply
couldn’t bring myself to go any more.

At first I lived on Amalienstrasse, in the home of a doctor’s widow. My first
business step was to go to see Herr Léfftz, who then directed the Academy,
with my landscape sketches. He was a kindly man, praised my work, and sent
me, as preparation for the Academy, to Knirr’s private school. Knirr welcomed
me with great joy. Upon Knirr’s recommendation, a Herr Loh from Basel
gave me some assistance and brought me to Dury’s to buy paper and pencil.
‘The atmosphere of the studio made a special impression on me. The ugly
woman with the flabby flesh, bloated breasts, disgusting pubic hair—I was
now to draw her with a sharp pencil!

I did my duty and set to work. Knirr remarked: “For the time being, I won’t
say anything,” a comment which did not exactly encourage me. Then a certain
First Lieutenant (Ret.) came over to me and explained the motion of the
line and the tactile process to me. This I liked, and soon I produced works
that earned me praise and applause. Now I began to enjoy Munich.

Soon I became one of Knirr’s hopefuls, and he introduced me to his best
students, Lichtenberger and Hondsik, with whom I immediately went to have
lunch in a restaurant on Akademiestrasse. The new master, Slataper from
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Trieste, a good, sweet man, joined us. In short, I was off to a career as a Knirr
student. K. hardly thought about the Academy any longer. Rightly so.

66. After I had achieved success as a Knirr student, drawing nudes began to
lose some of its glamour, and other matters, problems of existence, became
more important than glory in Knirr’s school. Occasionally I even played
hooky. Then too, I didn’t in the least see (and I was right) how art could
ever come from diligent studies of the nude. This insight, however, was an
unconscious one. Life, of which I knew so little, attracted me more than
anything else: still, I regarded this as a kind of scampishness on my part. It
seemed to me that I had no strength of character whenever I heeded the
inner voice more than orders from the outside.

In short, I had first of all to become a man: art would then follow in-
evitably. And, naturally, relations with women were part of it. One of my first
acquaintances was Friaulein N., from Halle on the Saale. I considered her—by
mistake, to be sure—free and fitted to introduce me to those mysteries around
which the world, “life,” for better or worse revolves. Much later, when she was
no longer important to me, I learned about her unhappy love for a singer.
Perhaps this was a good thing for me: this way, the lady couldn’t get her hooks
into me.

I had met her in a (mixed) evening course in nude drawing. A daughter of
Professor V. in Bern, who knew me by sight from there, suddenly spoke to me.
I went over into the ladies’ camp, where the nude model, a mulatto who was
sexually very excitable, could be seen from the back. The Swiss girl introduced
me to a girl from East Prussia. I pondered whether she was the right subject
for me to study. But the stimulus was too weak. The right one was to be in-
troduced to me on the following evening; it was the N. previously mentioned.
A blonde, blue-eyed thing, with a soprano voice and more elegant. I stayed
near her without further ado and walked next to her on the way home. We
admired the wintery beauty of the Leopoldstrasse, whose trees were heavy
with snow, glittering in the light cast by magic arc lamps. I carried a bag of
apples for her, and when we took leave in the Schellingstrasse, she gave me
one. At the church fair, which was soon to be held, I hoped to take a further
step toward the Holy of Holies. Hummel, a Swiss fellow from Gottlieben, was
enormously amused at seeing me in love. Perhaps I really was, but certainly
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only because I wanted to be in love. After the feast I sought to maintain what
little intimacy I had obtained and to meet her more often. During a walk to
the Isartal with some fellow students, I vowed never to waste such a landscape
again on idiots. When I saw Munich lying in the distance, I thought: if only
she were here and those boors there! Friulein N., however, was there; in fact,
she was sick in bed.

I didn’t fail to send her a note with good wishes for a prompt recovery.
‘When she turned up at the drawing course again, she thanked me emotionally
and expressed her gratitude by presenting me with her photograph in the
Dutch costume she had worn at the peasant ball; it was quite charming, even
though her hands might have been smaller. When she went so far as to utter a
word of praise about one of my nude studies, it was time to make a move. 1
steered the conversation to the subject of the Isartal and how beautiful it was
there. She pounced on the hint at once: “Do you plan to go there some
time? Then I'll come along.” I was delighted, and on one of the first days of
spring we carried out the project, and of course went out to Grosshesselohe.
The next rendezvous was in Starnberg. Friulein N. had been visiting there
for two weeks. We had decided to meet at the railway station, but there was
no trace of her. Relying solely on my instinct, I went out to look for her.
After a while I saw a lady who resembled her strolling in the distance. If
it was she, what a lucky chance in this huge place! Impatience made me
quicken my step. She thought she was being pursued by an adventurer and
started running too. But I ran faster and was able to persuade the frightened
creature that it was I and that I had a good reason to chase her. And so
the day was saved. We sailed around the lake on the steamer. There I had
the satisfaction of hearing the remark made by a Frenchman—*Ia jolie petite
blondine”—with which he called the attention of the other members of his
party to my companion. By recounting it to her, I was able to pay her a fine,
objective compliment. I also remember that we enjoyed a thunderstorm, just
as in Werther, and this delicate miss was inclined to shiver in the evening.

As our friendship became warmer, I realized that she didn’t guess my real in-
tentions. We strayed along a thousand side streets, but never where I really
wanted to go. Of course I was powerless because my lady no longer felt herself
free, but since I was not aware of the fact, I sometimes got the feeling that I
had some defect or other that kept me from being successful with women.
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PENCIL STUDY AT KNIRR'S SCHOOL, 1899

The maternal tone that she sometimes assumed with me bore out the false-
ness of my position. She even scolded me for my slightly stooped posture.

Nonetheless, the interruption of our relations by a visit that absorbed me
for weeks was unpleasant to me. When I was again free, the invitation of my
friend to visit her once more filled me with expectations. I spruced up to have
tea with her in the best bourgeois fashion. Then we strolled about most
properly in the English Garden and, on the way back, dropped into a bar for
beer. We took an ironic pleasure in this conventional side of the affair.

Again in May we went out to the Starnbergersee and walked a way along
the right shore. At a particularly beautiful spot she took off her shoes and
stockings and waded out some distance in the water. I sketched her then on
my pad, with a humorous emphasis.
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My young lady finally moved to the landscape school in Worpswede. After
we had drunk a last cup of tea in an idyllic garden pavilion, in the presence of
a third girl who hung cherries around my ears, we shook hands with comradely
vigor. Later as I walked alone down the road, I said “phew!” and spat. How
dishonest it all had been, not in the least like the new, unknown experience I
had looked for.

Still, in the period that followed immediately, I felt bothered by not having
a girl friend. I suffered especially from it in Burghausen, where I went at the
end of the year at Knirr’s school. I was yet to receive a maternal letter and a
landscape from her. I gave this study, in a carved frame, to my parents.

Two years later I saw my girl friend again briefly. For the first time, she
came to my room in the Catholic Casino. She was now free of her singer, and
I had just started a new relationship. Her protracted sadness hadn’t made her
more beautiful; her delicate face was just a touch faded, a hint that she
wouldn’t marry, that she would give lessons in watercoloring to adolescent
boys and girls.

67. Music, for me, is a love bewitched.
Fame as a painter?

Writer, modern poet? Bad joke.

So I have no calling, and loaf.

68. Many paradoxes, Nietzsche in the air. Glorification of the self and of
the drives. Boundless sexual drive. Neo-ethics.

69. Force demands forceful expression. Obscenity as expression of fullness
and fertility.

BURGHAUSEN 1899

70. In Burghausen I wanted to start painting. Therefore I went with Hond-
sik to buy paints and a box. I left for the trip loaded with luggage. In Miihl-
dorf at the River Inn, the little train went off without me. I didn’t mind. I
didn’t care whether I spent the night in Burghausen or here. Miihldorf sur-
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prised me with its southern architecture. The evening was enchanting. The
great Inn nearby. The next morning I pushed on to Burghausen. I immedi-
ately rented a splendid room for a month. Painting was difficult, but I soon
attained a certain manual dexterity and brought off bold studies. Besides, one
idled, drank beer, and over in Austrian Ach, good red wine. But there was a
great shortage of girls.

Among my colleagues, I shall mention Blittersdorf, whose accounts of
Sicily impressed me, and who more than once deplored the fact that I wasn’t
a girl, but later found a substitute in the horrible Lorenz. Trapp, a good fellow
from Darmstadt, who was always raving about Schmoll, whom I got to know
quite well later in Rome. Karfunkle, who wanted to work hard and often
actually started at five in the morning. An American Jew whose line had a
certain fire in it. Regarded Lenbach as his mortal enemy because he had had a
portrait refused by the Artists’ Society.

Naturally we constituted a kind of locust plague for the town of Burg-
hausen. However, it depended on the tourist trade and shut an eye. None of
the high-school professors we insulted ever frowned on us.

Once in the early morning hours we visited a very queer dive. Blittersdorf
led the way, after asking the night watchman for the address. It was obvious
we weren’t wanted there, and sinister faces soon admonished us to clear out.

A Herr Granichstitten showed up and had himself trumpeted as a musical
genius. Frau Knirr believed in him. He was a handsome, stout Jew. Later
he tried to compose operettas, after an attempt to sing his own serious songs
had earned him catcalls in Munich. (Frau Knirr fled from the concert hall.)
As fruits of my labor, besides the lightning oil sketches, I brought a humorous
sketchbook back to Bern. In order not to have to go back to Munich, I chose
the following itinerary: Salzburg-Innsbruck-Buchs-Sargans—Zurich-Bern.

BURGHAUSEN-SALZBURG 1899

71. Before leaving I accepted the invitation of Ziegler the engraver to visit
him in his little castle nearby. When I rang the bell I was deafened by the
barks of a monstrous dog. I liked it better upstairs. Ziegler showed me his
material for the book he was planning on engraving. There was something at-
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tractive about his laboratory. Less attractive was his attempt to separate me
from Knirr, even though he may have intended to be objective.

I departed in old-fashioned style, by mailcoach. I climbed on the coach-
man’s seat, my arms filled with an enormous bouquet of flowers. We trotted
through charming countryside, as far as Tittmoning if I'm not mistaken.
Here a funny little train stood waiting. As far as Freilassing, a Herr W., who
was going to Reichenhall, entertained me with pleasant conversation; here I
transferred to an express train and in no time I reached my first goal.

Now for the first time I was in a strange land, abroad, completely on my
own. My arrival was greeted by an extraordinary rainstorm for which I was
quite unprepared. As a result, my arrival at the Hotel “Blue Goose” was not
very brilliant. I was given the last room; the window opened on the staircase:
This idyllic arrangement suited me quite well, since I was constantly on the
move, drank in the wonderful city in deep drafts, and dutifully inspected the
noteworthy sights in the vicinity with the help of a small guidebook. I recall
mainly the Mozarteum, the Monchsberg, the Cathedral, the great fountain, a
restaurant up on the hill where there were foreigners and music, the cemetery,
the off-pitch chimes.

But when after a few days my money started melting away, I first cautiously
purchased my ticket to Bern. Then I paid my hotel. After that, not much re-
mained, but it was probably enough for a good lunch somewhere. Fate, how-
ever, had ordered that in Austria, too, good trains were more expensive, and I
was glad that my financial reserves proved sufficient. A Swiss fifty-centimes
coin was my last possession.

On the other hand, T was full of good humor; it even stood the test of see-
ing a man next to me having a tempting meal served to him. The weather
was superb. It’s pleasant to see places like Zell-am-see, Kitzbiihel, Innsbruck,
Landeck, Vaduz speeding by your window. On the whole, I was, as a “Swiss,”
slightly disappointed in this part of the Alps.

Buchs came as a kind of salvation in that I was able to exchange my fifty
centimes for a ham sandwich and a glass of lukewarm Swiss beer. After the
Wallensee, darkness came and I gradually fell asleep with only one last little
worm gnawing at me: would I find a connection to Bern in Zurich? It was so
fine to manage from Salzburg to Bern on fifty centimes, it really had to work.

And work it did: at 2 am. I arrived in my hometown. I awakened my
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mother by whistling the Mime-motif and soon lay again in my own bed for the
first time in many months.

BERN, SUMMER VACATION, 1899

72. With Siegerist, a mountain-climbing friend, I made a fine trip into the
region of the Faulhorn, which then took a rather unexpected turn. We went
by train to Thun, Interlaken, Brienz, Meiringen, then walked to the water-
falls of Reichenbach and the pass of the Grosse Scheidegg. Here we turned
northward in the direction of the Schwarzhorn. We spent the night in a
mountain hut, lying on the straw above some quarrelsome pigs. II. Departure
for the summit of the Schwarzhorn. Then down the other side, over a pathless
stretch of loose stones; in a dale we took the direction of the Faulhorn. We
disagreed as to which direction to follow. My companion was stubborn; be-
sides, he felt responsible for me and demanded that I obey him. I didn’t see
his point, and my strong sense of direction made me feel sure that I could find
my way alone. He followed his own direction, thinking that I’d soon be un-
able to proceed any further. But he had to turn back, whereas I went so
quickly along my own route that he soon lost sight of me. I felt right, free and
alone on heavenly heights, and I easily reached the top of the Faulhorn. There
I asked for a cup of coffee and a piece of white bread; afterward I lay down in
the grass and for hours contemplated the clouds and the high peaks. When
the familiar tiredness seized me I found the inn bustling with newcomers, a
group of Englishmen with a pretty girl, not of the delicate sort. Of my friend,
not a trace. What a splendid route he must have found! When the party of
Englishmen started I followed them at some distance, constantly keeping
the light creature in sight, as if T were a huntsman and she the game. When I
clearly saw Grindelwald below I thought of the hotel prices there and pre-
ferred to spend the night in a hut 3,000 feet above sea level. A young fel-
low took me in and we slept close to each other. When it was already dark a
couple of girls’ voices called him and begged him, in singing tones, to escort
them because they were late. The youth showed himself chivalrous, for he got
up without protest; I didn’t object, because he took along his feet, which
didn’t exactly sweeten my sleep. III. When I woke up he had not only re-
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turned but had long since arisen. I paid and went down to Grindelwald. I
made my first pause in Zweiliitschinen, where I downed many glasses of milk,
at least five in a row. In Interlaken I drank beer and ate ham sandwiches. Then
I whiled away the time in that town until the last train left. In Scherzligen I
met my comrade again. He was still quite excited and related his adventures.
After he had failed to ind me at the place where we had parted, he became
obsessed with the idea that I had had a fall somewhere. When the people in
the “Hotel” Faulhorn claimed they had not seen me, my friend, who was
exhausted from having searched the district, regarded the case as settled be-
yond the shadow of a doubt. He spent the night up there while people hired
by him continued the search. Of course, without result. However, we decided
not to be mad at each other any longer, shook hands, and shared the extra
costs in brotherly fashion.

73.  On August 25, 1899, I received a letter from Worpswede. She wrote me
a motherly letter that cooled me off for good, in spite of my fondest fancies.
Enough of mothers.

Once in the course of a conversation she said to me: “I believe you don’t
actually love anyone from the bottom of your heart?”” My answer was a brash
“No,” which struck me, falsely, as a bit dishonest when I uttered it. It was the
truth. I only wished to find out the mystery. Within certain limits the per-
sonality of the woman was of no importance.

I compared myself to a rock that was cold at night and on overcast days, but
that could become burning hot under the sun.

BERN, 1899
74. Often I had cheerful drinking sessions with my father at home. Once
he uttered this beautiful sentence: “There is no more beer. Under the circum-
stances nothing remains for us but to show consideration for die Alte.”

And we went to bed.

75. A comparison: The sun brews vapors that rise and struggle against it.
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76.  On September 25, 1899, I went to Neuchitel and from there by train to
Areuse near Colombier to visit a young man named Bovet, who lived there
with his parents. I had met him at Knirr's and taken pity on his dreadful
German. His parents’ house was very handsome; it had something aristo-
cratically patriarchal about it. After a prayer one sat around a gigantic circular
table and ate great quantities of excellent food. Then to the wine, until one
could no longer stand. In the afternoon the two of us drove to town in the
father’s horse-carriage and visited the museum. Poor Bovet had a tendency
to kitsch. Imagine having such wealthy parents and not even being allowed to
paint what he wants to paint! He had already had to finish an animal
painting to bring it to the exhibition in Neuchitel.

Later he served in the dragoons in Bern. Unfortunately, he never returned
my visit.

77. A short sample of the way I used, in those days, to rthyme in the popular
vein:
I. Now Death has taken thee,

The rosy red tone

Is thrown on falsely.

Curtains magic in their delicacy

Colored my love who was dead,

Dead never to wake.

I1. Tell me, youpeople, what shall I do, O people?

My heart burns so,

Now I have no sweetheart more

To kiss and kiss once more.

Oh, if I were a little bird,

A little bird would know,

I would fly to the distant seas that roar

And cool my heart in the sea.

78. T am like the slope where the resin boils in the sun, where the flowers
burn. Only the witches’ sabbath can cool me; 1 fly to it in the shape of a fire-
fly and immediately know where a little lantern is lit.
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MUNICH I, ADDENDUM

79. How we talked with one another. For instance: one of us imitates a goat
successfully. Response: “Look what you can do.” Or: “What will you do once
you have nothing left but your bare body?” “Pose in the nude.” “Come to
think of it, the day after tomorrow is a holiday, let’s have a last one!”—When
both of us were broke, there was always something nice about it; but when
only one was broke, then the continuous borrowing only made things worse
for the one who still had money. —When one of us, at night, wanted to leave
the tavern: “Stay a half hour more, I'll buy you a half pint, and if you stay a
whole hour I'll buy you a cake to boot.” —“Man, be satisfied! Aren’t you alive!
That in itself is quite wonderful!” —‘“You've got time to rest only while you're
alive.” —*“So, now we shall celebrate your birthday; what else were you born
for?”” —When Karfunkle put on his socks: “Now he puts on a hole again.”
(Presuhn.)
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8o. Haller now also came to Munich; he had his way, instead of becoming
an architect in Stuttgart. He entered Knirr's school, and when I came, he al-
ready felt very much at home there. As a matter of fact, his friendship with
“the best student in ten years” had been quite useful to him; he made good
use of it when he introduced himself. Besides this, there was his fresh, enter-
prising nature, which even then could be quite irresistible. His laughter
made the studio all the more congenial. Now a group of talented young people,
including some Swiss, formed around us; they felt free to take every liberty,
particularly that of venting their sarcasm and irony on outsiders.

81. Wohat gives this joke its point, for instance, is that it really happened:
Chief I (85 years): “I believe that I am more destined to be a landscapist,
after all.”

Chief IT (84 years) : “Bah! How can you be sure of that yet?”

82.
I sank most deeply in the arms of dream
When I kissed you under the willow-tree.
It was a burning kiss,
And my temples hammered,
A cloud pack chased
Opver everything below.
O power of night!
O deep splendor of this burning joy!

83. Retrospect. Inspection of my complete self, said goodbye to literature
and music. My efforts to attain more refined sexual experience, abandoned
in that one single instance. I hardly think about art, I only want to work at
my personality. In this I must be consistent and avoid all public attention.

33
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That I'll eventually express myself through the medium of art is still the most
likely outcome.

A little “Leporello catalogue” of all the sweethearts whom I didn’t possess
provides an ironical reminder of the great sexual question. The list ends on the
initial of the name “Lily” with the remark “wait and see.”

I met the lady who was to become my wife in the autumn of 1899, while I
was playing music.

84. You have started a fierce fire in my soul, from which sonorous flames rise
(music as a way of sublimation).

85. Fear of the beginner’s stage. You who approach me and will someday
understand, I tell you that, if I should pass on too soon, you would lose much
in me.

86. Flower of fire, at night you replace the sun for me and shine deeply into
the silent human heart. February 19oo0.

87. 1 want to hold your head in my hands, tightly in both hands, and never
allow you to turn away from me. For suffering would make my strength grow
till it destroyed me.

88. I become clearer in the storm, and life fascinates me.

89. With the feeling that the development of my relation to Lily is in-
hibited: now I doubt the existence of love, it is turning to ordinary pity. In-
stead of adoring I analyze sharply and revealingly. Analysis turns ideal syn-
thetic traits into shameful flaws. Nature toys with us. Love looks upon de-
ceptive reflections. Distrust arises and slows down circulation. Nonetheless, 1
am filled with longing. I would call her Eveline.

go. By Eveline I meant accomplishment, the ideal. The reality was an overt
or latent struggle to achieve this ideal with Lily, and besides, the satisfaction
of my curiosity about the sexual mystery. In plain words, I had begun an
affair with a girl who was my social inferior (after the New Year of 1900).
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I felt well in “the storm of life.” Some rest would be healthier, but im-
possible. The longing is gone, or else it assumes a more tranquil form.

Alcoholic excesses were an organic part of the whole process. Entries made
in the state of drunkenness that followed long nightly parties must be deleted
here, for they invariably turned out to be completely incomprehensible.

91. 3.6.1900. Lily is not all gaiety after all; she says that she is often sad. Why
does she say this to me? Every time I feel more guilty toward her. I cannot tell
her: “Once again I have sinned against what would be best and most beauti-
ful—to have the right to seek and to find all my pleasure near you!” Some-
times I am really disgusted.

92. Sketch of a poem. After a May wine orgy. Everyone lies drunk. The
spring night has grown dark, the first storm breaks. Thunder makes the glasses
ring. Then mild rain comes down conciliatingly. All is forgiven.

93. The conviction that painting is the right profession grows stronger and
stronger in me. Writing is the only other thing I still feel attracted to. Perhaps
when I am mature I shall go back to it.

94. The Leporello catalogue turns up again. The name Lily is written down
in full. Next comes Eveline, that is, the longing for complete happiness in
love. The relationship is not stated.

95. My relationship to Friulein Schiwago was very peculiar. I admired her
greatly, but without losing control of myself. I probably already had within me
too close an attachment to Lily to do so, without guarantees, without risk, just
I myself.

Moreover, Schiwago at first seemed to be unattainable because it looked as
if something existed, or was going on, between Haller and her. (I only learned
in 1909 that she didn’t approve of this reticence on my part.) Afterward we
had taken leave of each other in April 1900 until the following autumn, on an
evening at Schiwago’s, strange because of the prevailing mood (Haller,
Friulein Wassiliew, Schiwago, and I were present); Haller later received a
short letter from Schiwago. Among other things, she said:
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“I have the honor to take leave of Herr Klee and the sad pleasure to take leave
of you.” From which I deduced that Haller was closer to her. At the end she
quoted these words of mine: “Humor must help us get through anything.”

96. The only extant alcoholic entry. I maintain. I know. I don’t believe. I
first want to see. I doubt very much. I beg! I do not envy. I do not turn back.
I act. I oppose. I hate. I create in hatred. I must. While I admit. I weep. None-
theless. I persist. I complete. I wager. Only quiet, only quiet!

97. A performance of Strauss’ Zarathustra directed by the composer made a
great impression on me. Read a brochure by Merian.

98. 4.26.1900. The most agitated days pleased me especially. I drew composi-
tions in the morning (‘“Three Boys”). Then my mistress visited me and de-
clared herself pregnant. In the afternoon I took my studies and compositions
to Stuck, who accepted me in his autumn class at the Academy. In the eve-
ning I met Friulein Schiwago at the Kaim concert. If I didn’t sleep deeply
and soundly that night!

MAY 1900, OBERHOFEN

99. To Eveline. I promised you much. To be a decent man. I want to prove
myself to you. First, I must kneel before God. Then, Eveline, save me com-
pletely! I have no one but youl—I toyed with poison, I poisoned myself, why
did I wish to be an outsider? I was basically too attached to the good for that.
Woe to guilt, perhaps it is greater than I thought. Oh, to forget it near you!
But you would first have to forgive it. If you can. I greet you from far off.

EXCURSION TO BEATENBERG WITH HALLER
AND SCHIWAGO

100. In Beatenberg, where I had experienced my first erotic sensations, I
became clearly aware that a certain worm was gnawing at my soul after all.
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The living presence of Schiwago, who had an ethical bent, provided even
more incentive to indulge in moral considerations. The four of us, Haller,
Friulein K., Fraulein Schiwago, and I, had undertaken an excursion to Thun.
In Sherzligen we rented a rather unwieldy boat from a fisherman and didn’t
get far with it. We returned it at once and appealed to the fisherman’s com-
petitor, who was able to rent us a marvelous keeled boat. The sweet course
of the Aare along the Bichimatt made a tremendous impression on us. Then
we rowed into the middle of the mirror-smooth lake as far as Merligen, amid
idyllically friendly conversation and little pranks—Haller threw overboard
our ladies’ opened parasols. In Merligen we put in at a little slip—completely
overgrown—of a brown and black farmhouse. Here we left our boat and
climbed uphill toward St. Beatenberg. Once there we stopped at the Hotel
Beau Séjour and ate an excellent lunch. Then we set up camp in the little
wood and under my leadership followed the lovely path over the ladder down
to the grotto of Saint Beatus and back, through the marvelous woods, to
Merligen. In the coolness of evening we rowed back to Oberhofen, where
my dear aunts served us dinner on the landing. My three comrades took the
next steamer to Bern, but I stayed in Oberhofen. I brought the boat back
to Scherzligen the next morning.

101. Tolstoy’s Resurrection was introduced into our circle by Schiwago. It
was too ethical for me, not only in relation to the artistic content, but in
itself. From repeated observation I recognized that I was open to ethical
matters only when the circumstances of my life were clear and hopeful. Later
on, art absorbed all my morality, and, as a moral person, I was absolutely
assured that I would end by being wholly absorbed by that world. Had I led
a worldier life, I probably could not have avoided painful conflicts.

Once, in reply to Lotmar, I inveighed against the book: he defended it so
nobly that he made a great impression on me and drew me, to some extent,
under its influence. Still, he was not doing it with any definite intention,
whereas Schiwago tried everything to save us. I made much of the fact that
the book was lacking in humor. Later, when I became engaged, my ethical
idealism rose up again and my opinion of this book along with it, and I gave
it as a present to my fiancée.
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102. In June, on the steamer Bubenberg, I met Friulein Helene M., from
Neuchitel. This pretty damsel of seventeen had been as a child the object of
my first great passion. I started thinking about all that had become of me
since then, while she had remained fresh and pure as a forest brook.

103. Often I am possessed by the devil; my bad luck in the sexual realm,
so fraught with problems, did not make me better. In Burghausen I had
teased large snails in various ways. Now, in the region of the Thunersee,
lovelier still if that is possible, I am exposed to similar temptations. Innocence
irritates me. The birds” song gets on my nerves, I feel like trampling every
worm.

104. Excursion by night from Bern to Solothurn, on foot, and up to the
Weissenstein in the morning; by four in the afternoon, back again in Solo-
thurn. The Bavarian beer-hall as sleeping quarters. Tired by the thirteen-hour
walk, back home by train. Bloesch and a third fellow took it upon themselves
to walk the additional stretch from Solothurn to Burgdorf.

105. I drew up the outline of a last will. In it I asked that all existing proofs
of my artistic endeavors be destroyed. I well knew how meager and inconse-
quential it all was in comparison to the possibilities I sensed.

From time to time I collapsed completely into modesty, wished to produce
illustrations for humor magazines. Later I might still find occasion to illus-
trate my own thoughts. The results of such modesty were more or less so-
phisticated technical-graphic experiments.

It is convenient to define a thwarted act of will as a crazy mistake.

OBERHOFEN, AUGUST 1900

106. Nowhere I wanted to stay; of what use, then, was a delightful land-
scape? The dryads’ chatter bored me. The bells of the herds up in the moun-
tains had sounded there before. On the water the despair of loneliness lurked
around me. Unconsciousness was what I needed, not recreation. I felt drawn
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to the city. I shall never be capable of entering a brothel, but I know the
way to reach it.

I wrongly lead a vegetable life, like the blossoms of the flowers behind the
iron fence in the castle at Oberhofen. I am a captive animal. For inner and
outer bonds remain alike. How long shall my soul carry these chains? Can
one ever find peace in love? . . . One can be afflicted without being un-
happily in love. Even there.

During a heavy storm, men stand godless on the shore and moan for a few
human lives, instead of sacrificing them in worship.

107. In a poem I sang a song to sorrow with such pathetic conviction that

it personified itself in the desired woman, in whose embrace it was good to
die.

108. This summer leaves me too much time for thinking. I have not got
far enough to work without model and school. Finally evening came, and
autumn. As if numbed by the day and its cares I awake and notice that leaves
are already falling. And on this soil must I now sow? In winter am I to hope?
It is going to be gloomy work. But work, anyway.

AUTUMN 1QO0O0

109. The comparison of my soul with the various moods of the countryside
frequently returns as a motif. My poetic-personal idea of landscape lies at the
root of this. “Autumn is here. The current of my soul is followed by stealthy
fogs.”

110. Eveline finally turns into the Muse of all my disconsolateness. This
season is my low point. I look vainly toward the door. Salvation does not
enter. Outside, too, there are no traces of any. Not a hint. At times all be-
comes empty. Only my brain, like a brown spot in this waste. Thus was
born the poem. Surely its utterance brought me great relief. It also meant
that the summer of 19oo had not been endured completely in vain. At least,
one part of me had been cast into another form. I composed poetry at the
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end of August. A tired song about Eveline. I was led astray, because of
unconsciously successful work, into conceiving similar ones consciously and
deliberately: this was a mistake that I was to make again and again, until
I understood it and was able to avoid it.

111. I. I call Eveline a green dream under foliage, the dream of a naked
child on the meadow.

But I was denied such happiness forever, when I came among people and
could no longer leave them.

Once, I freed myself from the hold of pain experienced and fled into the
noonday fields and lay on the burning mountain slope. There I found Eveline
again; she was riper, but not aged. Only tired by a summer.

Now I know it. But see, I only surmised it, as I sang this. Be gentle to my
gift. Do not frighten the nakedness in search of slumber.

II. March threatens us with summer; you threaten my soul with burning
love, Eveline!

May still waxes green. These are still cradle songs.

I sharpened many a steely word. I wished to be a rock amidst the tide.

The edge was blunted. How I wish to kneel down, all humility. But before
whom?

Worms wanted to console me. Am I so miserable? Then I am disgusted.

ITII.  Ah, too much sun rose over me! Endless days without night. Forever
singing light. I wanted to find again my early house in the green shade, my
dream under the foliage. Where is it?

No crawling into hiding offers a delusion of evening to the dazzled one,
he rubs flames into his eyes.

The awakened was not at all asleep. He speaks in a toneless voice: you tired
song.

And this is it, the tired song.

IV. Hear the summer chirp in the fields
hear the hoarse lark in the air
Eveline. Queen in midday.
Only the smallest creatures are still zealously active, ants, flies, and beetles.
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But me, the midday peace paralyses. I burn on a dry bed, I am all fire on
the thin carpet of thyme and brier.

V. [ still recall the moon’s mildness. But now flies copulate on me, and I
must look on it. The snow melts from the mountains; even there I shall not
find coolness.

And I must stay. . . . Your glance bids me be silent, Eveline. We are
saints, I became one through you.

VI. Do not flee from my proximity! Trust! Recognize! You have dried up
the marshes of my soul, now you are hidden in clouds. Your victory shall be
complete.

VII. When reality is no longer endurable, it seems like a dream dreamt
with open eyes. Continue, dreadful dream, near Eveline. O deceptive illusion,
that you yourself come down to find shelter and consolation near me.

VIII. This is the great day, all aglow with love. Shall there be an end here
too, a twilight? Shall a goddess fall? Still it is day, still all is aglow with love.

112. Religious thoughts begin to appear. The natural is the power that
maintains. The individual, which destructively rises above the general, falls
into sin. There exists, however, something higher yet, which stands above the
positive and the negative. It is the all-mighty power that contemplates and
leads this struggle.

Before this all-mighty power I might stand the test, and to stand it ethically
was my wish.

113. Relapse into the popular tone. My hope, alas, it is gone. I have waited
long, through day and night, nothing can tempt me any more. No sweet
whisper, no heaven and no paradise, my heart’s flame is dying.
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1900—1901

120. Poem III really was the only fruit fit for survival which I had produced
until then. It is quite understandable that other poetic attempts should have
followed. But it was no use to preserve these, which were in part only studies,
exercises in style. I even dabbled in dramatic writing. A sequence of scenes
was called:

1. The dancing Eve. 2. The suffering of men.
3. The Evil One and men. 4. The use of violence.
5. The liberating hero. 6. The poet.

7. Execution and resurrection.

121. Twenty-one years old! I never doubted my vital force. But how is it
to fare with my chosen art? The recognition that at bottom I am a poet, after
all, should be no hindrance in the plastic arts! And should I really have to
be a poet, Lord knows what else I should desire. Certainly, a sea swells within
me, for I feel. It is a hopeless state, to feel in such a way that the storm rages
on all sides at once and that nowhere is a lord who commands the chaos.

122. To be a student of Stuck sounded good. In reality, however, it was not
half so splendid. Instead of coming to him with a sound mind I brought a
thousand pains and many prejudices. In the realm of color I found it hard
to progress. Since the tone provided by mood predominated strongly in my
mastery of form, I sought to find as much profit as possible here at least.
And, in this respect, a great deal really was to be gained at Stuck’s. Naturally
I was not the only one, at this time, to be deficient in the realm of color.
Later, in his monograph, Kandinsky passed a similar judgment on this school.

Had this teacher made the nature of painting as clear to me as I was able
to do later, once I had penetrated far deeper, I would not have found myself
in such desperate straits. Then I reflected on what I might gain besides from
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this influential man. I submitted illustrations for his appraisal, and he called
them original. He advised me to try to sell them to the Jugend. But the Jugend
was not interested in me.

123. December 24, 1900, an eventful day. I started it with a little more
than ten marks and was invited to the Christmas-tree party by Lily’s parents.
First, I made a guest appearance at Knirr's, where I frequently came to draw
in spite of my position as a student of Stuck, because the consideration that
I enjoyed there stimulated me in my work. A surprising spectacle greeted me
there. On the platform, instead of the model, stood a battery of wine bottles.
The model, slightly tipsy, wandered from hand to hand, from knee to knee.
I climbed on a ladder and worked on a mural beneath the skylight.
When I returned in the afternoon things had developed even further. The
sixteen-year-old Cenzi lay softly asleep in an upholstered armchair and was
being sketched and painted. Red Berta, who had joined in, had dived quickly
into the same giddying waters, soon fell into the loveliest fit of delirium,
started babbling forth everything she knew, stamped her foot when anyone
laughed, fell over when she tried to walk. Herr Kluge chose this moment to
disappear and returned triumphantly with a bucket and a few bottles of cham-
pagne. This refreshed the girls and made us slightly drunk. As evening draws
near, everybody gradually left for his Christmas party. Although I have an
invitation too, I am the last to remain on the field of the orgy. This gives me
little more than trouble, the two gitls still don’t want to leave alone. Cenzi’s
hair is undone and all the hairpins lost. Other trifles are missing, and are sought
vainly in the dark. I go out to buy new hairpins. Some time passes again be-
fore the two of them are able to take my arm and venture out on the street. [
lead them left and right. They are hungry. I prop them up against the wall, in
a doorway, and buy food in the meantime. Then up to my room. They lie
down and I have the proud feeling of holding two women in my power. The
last moments pass in all kinds of daring pleasantries, but leave must be taken,
and I show up at Lily’s slightly befuddled.

124. Now I had achieved quite a good deal. I was a poet, I was a playboy,
[ was a satirist, an artist, a violinist. One thing only I was no longer: a father.
My mistress’ child had proved unfit for life.
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Instead, there was the threat of debts, the threat of military service. The
threat too of a fiasco in the longed-for ideal love.
It was a cross between the divine and the shabby.

125.  Lily told me about her romance with a musician. A step forward, which
rather perplexed me. That she felt strongly in this direction I sensed from
the tone of her voice (12.26.1900).

126. The Christmas Eve with Cenzi and Berta was to have a little after-
math. On December 28th the four of us (Jean de Castella completed the
foursome) went to a variety show. We aroused some attention there, for we
were slightly conspicuous gentlemen, after all, and our ladies were not wearing
fulllength dresses. Later when we brought the girls home in a horribly cold
night, swept by a northeastern storm, it turned out that Cenzi had no key
to her house. She tried to arouse her people’s attention by ringing, but no
one reacted. Whereupon we brought Berta home. What now? We mumbled
something or other about a hotel while we walked back to town. My apart-
ment came first. When I opened the front door, Cenzi sneaked in without
being invited. Jean sadly said goodbye. Thus, without actually trying, I had
made a conquest. Added to this was the fact that Cenzi was said to be
Herr N.’s mistress. I don’t want to idealize matters, Cenzi was a Munich
model who posed in the nude. But, being only sixteen, she didn’t yet belong
to the scum.

127.  This affair with Cenzi lasted only until January 10, 1901. When her
former friend came back from his Christmas holiday, she faithfully returned
into his arms. At first this was quite painful to me, for the business had been
quite to my taste. Cenzi demanded no lover’s vows, she even addressed me
in the polite plural. I used the intimate form of address with her, and always
found her to be an even-tempered, reasonable creature. Not a trace of vul-
garity in her. After the first night, she wrote me the following letter:
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Munich, December 29, 1900

Dear Herr Klee,

Promised you to write you at once, which I am now doing.
At home, everything went quite smoothly, only my father
gave me a long sermon on morals, which I did not enjoy very
much.

However, I had reason to be glad that there was no more
to it. Now I must tell you something which I could not say
to you by word of mouth. Above all, Herr Klee, I beg you to
be very discreet, particularly with Herr N. You yourself must
admit that it was not my fault; I just have my weak moments,
like every woman, which, as a matter of fact, I now deeply
regret.

And may you forget what took place that night; I am
ashamed indeed to write you this, but I must call your atten-
tion to it.

And do not think badly of me, for both of us must bear
the guilt together.

But let us remain good friends and forget the past. Your
obedient Cenzi R. We shall see each other again next week.
I shall visit you.

128. Beginning of January 19o1. In the first place, the adventure with Cenzi
diverted me a bit from Lily. It was a kind of relief from that unclearness.
In the second place, I suddenly found myself totally incapable of maintain-
ing relations with my former mistress any longer. This girl also had visited
me from time to time during the winter to take a bit of money and a bit of
love from me. She was entitled to the money because of the injury incurred
through the clumsy childbirth. I already mentioned the fact that we were
soon freed from this uncomfortable pressure. Neither spring, money, nor
love could be said to be gushing forth generously. The love dried up first.
The money went flowing just as long as I still owed something. I had
planned to turn over to her a certain part of every sum received from home,
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in order to be freed of my obligations by the time of the summer vacation.
But now she suddenly left Munich to accept a job elsewhere. The idea was
so pleasing to me that, by borrowing a considerable sum, I was able to satisfy
her demands at once. The air was clear again after a year-long disturbance.
Our last téte-a-téte, without love and hatred, left no thorns behind. We had,
after all, lived some joyous hours.

129. Since Cenzi too now stayed away from me and only a few weak poems
in the popular vein remained of that adventure, I was again completely avail-
able for the nobler sort of love. At the peasant ball, on February s5, 1901, I
approached Lily again, or she me, until the distance between us was very
small. But immediately afterward she drew back again, and called it a matter
of mood. It was exciting, blows without grace, fisticuffs. I was sad and felt
the urge to roam. But where?

130. Completely drunk one night, I filled my diary with fancies on the sub-
ject of Lily. How deeply everything that came from her sank into me. There
was even a variation about jealousy in it. Sensuality ran amok. In the final
variation words that we had exchanged appeared for the cantus firmus.

131.  Ash Wednesday. The drunkenness is gone, but stronger than my misery
is the power of your image, a charming face among masks.

Once again the English Garden is the scene of my feelings and confused
emotions.

[ swear, on my not-altogether-stainless honor, that I shall soon grow tired.

Lily and again Lily. Once more I feel strengthened in my feelings toward
her, and shortly thereafter, again shaken. Neither path nor bridge. As for the
effects on my studies, I shall say nothing.

She tells me, somewhat formally, that we will continue our duo-playing,
the gracious young lady. Nonetheless, I think only of the woman. Nothing
else can elicit a reaction from me.

132. My nights were not always good. Once, however, I really felt refreshed
and strengthened in the morning. Spring was here, and I was confident I
had the strength to enter its kingdom alone (I want to forget myself and
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think of you beyond the mountains). It was already nested so deeply in me
that I preferred to flee myself than give up the thought of her entirely. This,
I thought, was the quickest way to regain my strength. And to triumph in
this muddled business through renunciation.

133. The doings at Saedt only half pleased me. Sometimes it downright
repelled me to move in this social sphere. The musical activity was, to be
sure, very stimulating at times. For instance, the evening with Straube, who
made me study Brahms’ A-major Sonata, Opus 100, and was so enthusiastic
because I had understood so much in one hour. Long after, I kept hearing
his words: “But you play marvelously,” which he spoke as we parted, drunk
and enthusiastic, after a nocturnal session at the Café Stefanie. Soon after,
he became very famous as an organ player and a conductor.

134. Jean de Castella praised the profundity of an English saying. Asked to
translate it, he produced the following:

With right and knowing,

With wish and will,

Let knowing help right,

And wish be quicker than will.

On March 2, 1901, in Starnberg, he inquired about the sexual act of plants.
Where did it take place—in the roots?

135. My restless life left a passing trace in my body. Nervous pains in the
heart bothered me, especially during my sleep. The heart became the theme
of my compositional exercises. Still, I did everything I could to rid myself of
this condition, and my future father-in-law achieved a medical triumph with
me,

136. Thoughts about the art of portraiture. Some will not recognize the
truthfulness of my mirror. Let them remember that I am not here to reflect
the surface (this can be done by the photographic plate), but must penetrate
inside. My mirror probes down to the heart. I write words on the forehead
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and around the corners of the mouth. My human faces are truer than the
real ones.

137. In the spring of 1901 I drew up the following program: First of all,
the art of life; then, as ideal profession, poetry and philosophy; as real profes-
sion, the plastic arts; and finally, for lack of an income, drawing illustrations.

138, I. Why do men race on like storm-driven waves? Who blows on
them, what wind? The wind of their desires blows on them. But their desires
are vain.

I am a sailor afloat on them. My ship is strong and shall carry me to the
goal. Shining hope rows me to the most beautiful island.

Alas, how roughly the surf breaks against it, my courage almost sinks. Is my
best to be shattered here, tell me, you shining hope?

No, I am young and my arm is strong. I must reach the island, were it
filled with the largest mountains, and were the highest of them called loneli-
ness.

Forward, you free breeze up there. Forward, you foam of the breaking sea.

II. I can look still further. I have reached the island, I vanquished the break-
ing surf without extinguishing it. It is alive, it devours. My highest mountain
shall totter.

The battlesong of the waves has subsided. The world is a wet grave, a wide
waste.

The light goes out, dark must be the end. In day, life renews itself.

Night to us alll We will fight manfully before that night. Let life come first.

139. I have started a new life. And this time I'll succeed. I lay low on the
ground. All was permitted me, I believed, my strength could be savored to the
utmost,

I went to the fools’ dance, a dirty knave. The maiden’s love has freed me
from such a figure.

I recognized my misery, and that half expelled it. Fright pulled me to-
gether.

I want fo become serious and better. The kiss of the dearest woman has
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taken all distress from me. I will work. I will become a good artist. Learn to
sculpt. My aptitude is primarily formal in nature. Carry this recognition with
me.

140. Stuck thought he could advise me to turn to sculpture; should I wish
to paint again later, I would find good use for what I had learned. Proof of
the fact that he understands nothing about the realm of color. And he ad-
vised me to go to Riimann. As a student of Stuck, I expected to be admitted
there without difficulty.

However, the old man asked me to pass an entrance examination. I begged
to be exempted from it, for the very fact that I should be asked to take one
was tantamount in my eyes—and rightly so—to having flunked. But my re-
quest got him all excited: “I myself once had to pass an entrance examina-
tion.” This had a royal sound. Then he submitted my drawing to sharp
criticism; still, to a few of them he granted some merit. Finally I went away
without accepting his position on the matter of the examination. Perhaps I
did impress him a little after all. Maybe he expected to see me again?

The seven prophetic words of Riimann: I. T shall let no one tell me what
to do; II. You are not, as I see, a draftsman of the very first rank; III
This is drawn quite nicely; IV. This head, however, deserves the adjective
“bad”; V. Only those people are dispensed from a test who have modeled
figures for years; VI, I myself once had to pass a test. (This is where I left.)
VII. Good day, Herr Klee.

141. You seem to be of my own blood, so great is my love for you. This
time I feel the strong god with me. I want to bow before his law and bring
him an offering in sacrifice. I want to possess you, were it to mean your and
my destruction. My god works great works on me. He sees me on the path of
the law.

I love you as the woman who came to me with the friendly lamp, while I
was brooding in the darkness.

142. Often I said that I served Beauty by drawing her enemies (caricature,
satire). But that is not enough. I must shape her directly with the full
strength of my conviction. A distant, noble aim. Half asleep, I already set out
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on that path. When I am awake, it will have to be accomplished. Perhaps
the road is longer than my life.

143. The term “self-criticism™ turns up for the first time.

Then I philosophize about death that perfects what could not be com-
pleted in life. The longing for death, not as destruction, but as striving
toward perfection.

On the whole, a stage between striving and despair.

144. He who strives will never enjoy this life peacefully. The first re-forma-
tions (moldings of the newly experienced world) offer a constant contrast
with the fullness and freshness of impressions. Forward, toward mature works.

Childhood was a dream, some day all would be accomplished. The period
of learning, a time for searching into everything, into the smallest, into the
most hidden, into the good and the bad. Then a light is lit somewhere, and
a single direction is followed (that stage I now enter; let us call it the time
of wandering).

145. The awful thought of having deceived myself about Lily. I have already
developed the habit of regarding this woman as mine. It would be a pity,
considering the good influence worked on my psychic condition. For I at last
lived a succession of calm days, days of ideal reflection, even though Berta
and Kathi Bock visited me the other day and things took a rather dissolute
turn. It runs off me. Even the thought of Cenzi, who lies in bed and talks
nonsense, does not excite me at all. My distrust could turn into jealousy when
I consider how many men are there where I should like to be alone.

Now she wants to come and have tea at my place.

Later she leaves me in the lurch after the St. Matthew’s Passion.

Today she asks forgiveness for this. Thursday, April 4th, she is coming!

So much for the picture of my precarious position.

146. 1 would lie to a woman only out of pity. The woman, on the other
hand, lies out of the falseness of her heart.
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147. On Maundy Thursday Schiwago brought me back my compositions.
She seems to have given up her satirical monograph on Klee. Perhaps she
senses that I have become better now without her help. She talked with seri-
ousness and friendliness. The devil whispered to me that I had passed by a
pure spring unheedingly. *‘Are you taking leave forever, to speak so solemnly?”
I asked in a joking way to create a diversion.

Then I took a walk with Lily to Grosshesselohe and back to Munich by
way of the hills along the Isar. A strong, stormy wind pierced us. She spoke
much of friendship.

I am so miserable I cannot speak. My misery is unspeakable.

148. Good Friday. I slept very badly and my imagination roamed as if I had
a fever. The next morning I met Lily again in the English Garden. We often
sit next to each other and say nothing. We are then like two happy people.
It feels good, at least for a few moments. How one grows used to being with
each other. I feel so at one with her that often I don’t speak with her for a
long while, as if I were alone. Should one ask for more?

149. I shall gladly restrict myself on food, on living quarters; I renounce a
large family even more easily than good wine. But it is hard to give up one’s
urge to wander. And hardest of all, a life without love and the female body.
This condition is rather far off. Existence here and now is most inadequate.
If it were to remain so, life would be a failure and unworthy of me. A certain
sense of responsibility would perhaps keep me from renunciation, after all.
Easter 1901.

150. The uncertainty with Lily tormented me more and more. I tortuously
reasoned myself free of woman, but could not free myself from the dreamy
look of young girls. During the sccond act of Tristan my nerves were really on
edge. I looked fixedly at a creature who sat near me and later described her
appearance in my diary to the smallest detail.

A few days later I encountered this pretty creature near the Propylaa; I
followed her, and with my whole soul, lost myself again in her being.

In the evening I met Lily at a performance of Fidelio. She was dressed in
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black, which is very becoming to her. I had not replied to a few lines of hers,
and as a result, had not heard from her for eight days. Apologized calmly and
thanked her for a ticket to The Seasons. I felt confident and believed I talked
interestingly about people and things we both knew. Some time, when we are
surrounded by nature, or on the water, I shall take her in my arms and tell her
openly how I feel about her.

151.  The plain truth is probably that from pride and from fear of spoiling
things by a final approach undesired by her, I thought renunciation preferable.

Lily on several occasions described her relationship to me as pure friendship.
Once she did so even after we had kissed passionately. That was really some-
thing.

152. (Continuation of 63.) At times I fancied I knew how to draw, at times
I saw that I knew nothing. During the third winter I even realized that I prob-
ably never would learn to paint. I thought of sculpture and started engraving.
I have always been on good terms only with music.

153. Frdulein N., from Halle, wrote after a long silence, saying that she
planned to come to Munich for a brief stay and wished to see me again. I
wrote her that this long period had made me another person. Probably she
would experience more maternal joys with me now. I now took art very seri-
ously, I wrote, and was more worthy of her friendship than in former days.

154. (5.3.1901). In the rosy hue of dawn, I am all expectancy. Shall I be
able to endure the sun, when it rises over the crest of the mountains? O ap-
prehension of morning, as then in my life.

As then? Do I stand in the bright daylight?

Up from the couch! There is much work to be done!

155. I'am God. So much of the divine is heaped in me that I cannot die. My
head burns to the point of bursting. One of the worlds hidden in it wants to be
born. But now I must suffer to bring it forth,

156.  After the night of May 14th-15th I was more excited and divided than
ever. We had embraced and kissed passionately, to my intoxicating delight.
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But the recoil followed at once. Immediately after, she confessed that she
loved someone else.

Now, the problem was to find out how much truth there was to it. This
stirred up conflicting emotions in me. During this whole pro and con, her eyes
continued shining and promising.

Then I became convinced that I would be victorious after all in an unde-
cided affair. It was a matter of fighting, as never before, for a woman. There
were many clues here. Doubt had only one leg to stand on.

I wanted to put love into everything. I could, it was given to me.

The crisis was at hand: the beginning or the end of my love.

What if it came to a parting? Sail out again, alone, sail far out on the lake.
Bad times. To have to throttle one of life’s demands.

157. A last time, I achieved tranquillity. Before the last decision. Eight days
after that night (May 14th-15th) I once again felt capable of renunciation. I
clung wholly to the task of art, a future that seemed a bit more attainable,
now that I had restricted myself to a somewhat narrower field.

158. In that period fell some motifs related to sculpture—fettered female
nudes. “Morning Draws Near” (after a night of love the young man dozes,
the woman hides). “Leave-taking from the Woman.” “Maiden Defending
Herself” (the representation was somewhat in the spirit of Rodin).

159. I spent the Pentecost holidays with my future parents-in-law at the
country house by the Tegernsee. Here I triumphed over Lily, after she already
had promised me a few days earlier to give her Doctor So-and-So the gate.

160. 6.1.1901. Little rascal on my lips. Your time is up. We were com-
panions, our friendship now has turned to ashes. I have won a piece of heaven,
I have no use there for anyone from this world. The railers (they say I am in
love) remain below and grow old. We up here draw the first circles of im-
mortality.

161. June 1901. Misgivings arise. What had I to offer to Lily? Art did not
even feed one man. And so the turn came again to think of parting.
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On the ideal plane a great feeling of strength filled me, because of the vic-
tory or because of love.
But of what use was it in life?

162. Brangine pricks up her ears, we said in the larch grove by the Tegern-
see, as Puck watched us on a bench.

Why should friends not be allowed to kiss, we asked ourselves?

We do not even think.

In the end Lily remarked it would be wise to go home soon.

163.  On June 8th we discussed what was to be done to provide our love with
a serious conclusion. That day may be regarded as the most important of the
entire period of our betrothal. Lily wanted to leave me time to develop, pro-
fessionally as well as in general. She spoke of eight years. She too wanted to
make progress during that time.

164. What perfection we reach through love! What an intensification of all
things. What a touchstone it is! What a key!

Each of these days is a lifetime. If I had to end now, no better end might
be imagined.

165. Lean on me and follow me; when the abysses gape below, close your
eyes. Trust my step and the high, icy spirit. Then we two shall be like God.

166. Now the leave-taking sounds altogether different:

I grew up alone on the moor. Who ever helped me? Storms came and went,
swept away what was weak. I remained on the moor.

Then you came and sought shelter near me. But fate bade us stop. You
must grow strong through solitude, spoke fate. For the time being let thought
alone be my shelter.

167. Go your way, you grand desires,
Fare thee well, immortality.
Crumble, you mountains of the mind,
If the peak be solitude.
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168. June 13, 1901, a hard day. Somber premonition of parting on the
Konigsplatz.

Departure from Munich on June 3oth. Should this love not become my
life and merely have been my most beautiful dream, then I shall find upon
awakening that strength has turned to bitterness. And woe to that which de-
ceives, no matter how beautiful it is. The powerful, the frightful truth shall
win.

169. Do not ask what I am. I am nothing, I only know about my happiness.
Do not ask whether I deserve it. Know that it is rich and deep.

I wanted to reach the goal before sunset. Near her. I had walked briskly.
But I had reckoned badly. The unspeakable longing for the goal made th-
many hours heavy. Over a wild pass, I want to reach the gentle valley.

BERN, 8.5.1901,

170. Retrospect on the artistic beginnings of the past three years. Whatever
in these diaries is unclear, confused, and undeveloped seems hardly as repel-
lent, or as ridiculous even, as the first attempts to translate these circumstances
into art. A diary is simply not art, but a temporal accomplishment.

One thing, however, I must grant myself: the will to attain the authentic
was there. Else I might have been content, as a tolerable sketcher of nudes, to
turn out compositions depicting Cain and Abel. But for this I was too skep-
tical.

I wanted to render things that could be controlled, and clung only to what
I carried within me. The more complicated it seemed to me, as time passed,
the madder the compositions. Sexual helplessness bears monsters of perversion.
Symposia of Amazons, and other horrible themes. A threefold cycle: Carmen-
Gretchen-Isolde. A Nana cycle. Thédtre des femmes. Disgust: a lady, the
upper part of her body lying on a table, spills a vessel filled with disgusting
things.

The very fact that the whole man at times fell very low in the course of
these three years made him eager for and capable of purification. Many






Before Italy (Summer of 1901);
Bern and Surroundings

171.  The consciousness of strength endured. At first the separation was not
overwhelmingly hard to bear. I derived a certain tranquillity from the fact that
I had now become a moral person, even on the sexual level. As such, this
problem could no longer disturb me. I did not concern myself directly with
the fact that there would be no practical solution soon. The spirit was free of
such turmoil. I could now devote myself with full concentration to some
course of study. The three years in Munich had been necessary to bring me to
this point. I now staked everything on Italy. I envisaged the possibility of
realizing the humanist ideal only outside the field of special study.

172. I should have written many poems to give form to my newly gained
creative strength. Of course, this intention was not realized. For to be a poet
and to write poetry are two different things. However, that strength and tran-
quillity has remained dear to me even in my later life, and I don’t intend to
mock at it.

173.  Oberhofen. July 1901. I gave you my all and still I gave you nothing,
considering that I first received life from your hand—that you bore me anew
in beauty (the beloved as mother of the reborn, moral man).

174. The storm sinks powerful legs into the hollow of the wave and into the
neck of the oak. It looks like a fight between branch and foam, and yet it is a
game. The divinity surveys it and preserves the limits.

Similarly, I contemplated a thunderstorm combined with a hailstorm. July
27, 1901.

175. Philosophic strivings. Optimistic way. The only misgiving was to neg-
lect the real task by delving too deeply in philosophy and poetry.
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176. I shall look for my God beyond the stars. While I struggled for earthly
love, I sought no God. Now that I have it, I must find Him who wrought good
upon me while I had turned away from Him. How can I recognize Him? He
must be smiling over the fool, hence the cooling of gentle winds in the sum-

mer night. Mute bliss in thankfulness to her and a glance toward these moun-
tain tops!

177. Cry toward the righteous God. Through good deeds on earth the hero
reaches the road to the righteous God. 1. Parting from the beloved; 2. On the
way; 3. Meeting with Prometheus; 4. Dream of a conversation with Gany-
mede; 5. Fata morgana.
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178.  Arise early to sow. Thy wife sleeps soundly, let her sleep. Thou shalt
turn to thy wife only with the fruits of thy field.

179. Those were tempting waters that drew my mind into their wrinkly
whirl. But how irresistible now is the power of the stream. As I passed, the old,
sweet-dark homes called, where at night I had listened to the song of the
crickets, lonely and secret under the scented elder-tree. Many a sad person I
see standing on the shore. But I am on the waves, strong and fresh in body
and soul. I want to flow together with the great stream. I want to flow with it.

180. A kind of Prometheus. I come before Thee, Zeus, because I have the
strength for it. Thou hast favored me, this drives me toward Thee. Wise
enough to divine Thee behind all and everything, I do not seek the mighty but
the kindly God. Now I hear Thy voice out of the cloud: thou tormentest
thyself, Prometheus. Torments have always been my lot, for I was born to
love. Often I raised my eyes questioningly toward Thee: in vain!

So let the greatness of my derision knock at Thy door. If I do not suffice, I
shall leave Thee this satisfaction: Thou art great, great is Thy work. But great
in the beginning only, not in the accomplished. A fragment.

Accomplish! Then I shall cry hail! Hail to space, to the law that measures
it. But I do not cry hail. Only the man who struggles has my approbation. And
the greatest among them am I, who struggle with the Godhead.

In the name of my sufferings and those of many other men, I judge Thee
for having accomplished nothing. Thy best child judges Thee, Thy bravest
spirit, at once related to Thee and turned away.

181. I must be pale. My thoughts become muddled again. I don’t sleep the
whole night through. Is the soul yearning for the south? Is something missing
in the north, or where? I have air and nourishment. And I have obtained the
fullest love. Still, I cannot remain as I am.

Or else it shall be as in the past. Sorrow forcedly shut up in the breast.
Hoarse laughter on a narrow path of escape. Till bursting. And I say again:
this laughter is all that lifts us above the beast.
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182. Brack tells about something observed on the Stockhorn: how a sheep
in the act of giving birth had been attacked by jackdaws and similar riff-raft
that tried to steal the lamb out of its womb.

183.  Senseless talk (sense drifted away on the stream of wine).

1. A good cast of the net is a great consolation. 2. This year, too, villainy
tries to steal upon me. 3. I must be saved. By success? 4. Does inspiration have
eyes, or does it sleepwalk? 5. My hands are folded at times. But right below
them the belly digests, the kidney filters clear urine. 6. To love music above
everything means to be unhappy. 7. Twelve fishes, twelve murders.

184. A poem with the following line-endings:
Eyes / breast / desire / night / laughed / sleep /met /
companions / order / trees / dream / night of the heart.

185. The departure was not so easy. I had myself vaccinated against small-
pox and became very ill, a 104° fever. Haller felt only a slight itching. In
Oberhofen I had to ask for money, I obtained a little. This caused a slight
delay. Haller was impatient, but nonetheless consented to wait. He has to get
to Rome quickly to paint his Solar Cycle.

A terrible storm rages on the country. As always, whenever I am to experi-
ence something. Our black tomcat returned after six months, grown quite
wild again. Lived by hunting, certainly.










Italian Diary
(Qctober 1901 to May 1902)

277. Milan, 10.22.1901. Arrival. Brera: Mantegna (Luini?); Raphael not
particularly well represented. Surprise: Tintoretto.

Molto vino. Pimples from the vaccination. Tricky use of the Italian lan-
guage. Hotel Cervo. Good food: risotto. Departure: 24th, at 3:40 p.m,, to
Genoa.

278-279. Genoa, arrival by night. The sea under the moon. Wonderful
breeze from the sea. Serious mood.

Exhausted like a beast of burden by a thousand impressions. Saw the sea by
night from a hill, for the first time. The great harbor, the gigantic ships, the
emigrants and the longshoremen. The large Southern city.

I had had a rough idea of the sea, but not of the harbor life. Railway cars,
threatening cranes, warehouses, and people; walking along reinforced piers,
stepping over ropes. Fleeing from people who try to rent us boats: “The city,
the harbor,” “The American warships,” “The lighthouses!” “The sea!” The
iron bollards as seats. The unfamiliar climate. Steamers from Liverpool, Mar-
seilles, Bremen, Spain, Greece, America. Respect for the wide globe. Certainly
several hundred steamers, not to speak of countless sailboats, small steamers,
tugboats. And then the people. Over there, the most outlandish figures with
fezzes. Here on the dam, a crowd of emigrants from the South of Italy, piled
up (like snails) in the sun, gestures as supple as an ape’s, mothers giving the
breast. The bigger children playing and quarreling. A purveyor opens a path
for himself through the mob with a fuming plate (frutti di mare) brought
from floating kitchens. Where does the striking smell of oil come from? Then
the coal-bearers, well-built figures, lightfooted and swift, coming down from
the coal ship half naked with loads on their backs (hair protected by a rag),
climbing up to the pier along a long plank, over to the warehouse to have
their load weighed. Then, unburdened, along a second plank into the ship,
where a freshly-filled basket is waiting for them. Thus people in an unbroken
circle, tanned by the sun, blackened by the coal, wild, contemptuous. Over

63
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there, a fisherman. The disgusting water can’t contain anything good. As
everywhere else, nothing is ever caught. Fishing gear: a thick string, a stone
tied to it, a chicken foot, a shellfish.

On the piers stand houses and warehouses. A world in itself. This time we
are the loafers in its midst. And still we are working, at least with our legs.

280. High houses (up to thirteen floors), extremely narrow alleys in the old
town. Cool and smelly. In the evening, thickly filled with people. In daytime,
more with youngsters. Their swaddling clothes wave in the air like flags over a
celebrating town. Strings hang from window to window across the street. By
day, stinging sun in these alleys, the sparkling, metallic reflections of the sea;
below, a flood of light from all sides: dazzling brilliance. Add to all this the
sound of a hurdy-gurdy, a picturesque trade. Children dancing all around.
Theater turned real. I have taken a certain amount of melancholy along with
me over the Gotthard Pass. Dionysos doesn’t have a simple effect on me.

281, We nearly decided to go to Naples (by one of the many other ways
that also lead to Rome). But we are too inexperienced. Haller has psycho-
pathic attacks, stutters, is afraid of being robbed. And Naples is an ill-famed
place.

-And so we leave by ship for Livorno, and from Pisa, take the direct train to
Rome. I would not have been in such a hurry to reach Rome, but Haller is
eager to, because he proceeds pragmatically. A week in Genoa would have
tempted me as a beginning. So now the study of the Renaissance starts on
Monday, for there must be orderliness.

282. The sea voyage was an experience. Big, nocturnal Genoa with its lights
numerous as stars gradually vanished, absorbed by the light of the open sea, as
one dream flows into another. We sailed at ten o’clock on the Gottardo,
stayed on deck until midnight. Then into our second-class cabin.

1 Klee 2 A man who was going to Alexandria
3 empty 4 Haller (with a bracelet).
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At six in the morning I got up, having spent a very quiet night, and found
the sea completely transformed, the island of Gorgona, tilted sailboats, fresh
colors. At seven we landed in Livorno.

283. Like a dream, Genoa sinks into the sea; passed away from this world,
did I dissolve like the last light? Oh, if only it were so! Could I?

284. Livorno dull. We fled as quickly as possible in a little horse carriage.
The horse guessed our thoughts. The landing had been an amusing business.
The boatmen, who fought each other with their oars: Una lirq, of course. The
staircase from the water, the customs office.

Much crowding at the railway station. Haller didn’t have the courage to
ask for tickets. He put his lips close to my ear and instructed me stutteringly:
“1. P-P-Pisa; 2. g-quando p-parte il t-treno?”

The words lay, in fact, quite clumsily on the tongue. I push boldly on.
Regarding point 1, I was asked, “andate o ritorno?” which I did not under-
stand; regarding point 2, the gruff reply was “alle mezz,” which was not so
simple either. This was my fust lesson in practical Italian. And the train,
which runs every half hour, was ready and took us to Pisa through rather un-
attractive country.

FIBA

We stayed in Pisa from nine in the morning till five in the afternoon. Besides
the Duomo, there is little to see; at a pinch the Piazza dei Cavalieri might be
added. The Duomo is marvelous. How did the giant get into this burg? This
spectacular display takes place quite a distance from the center of town, like
a circus putting on its show at the entrance of a village.

We had to climb to the top of the leaning tower, listen to the echo in the
Baptistery, etc. Afterward our energy was exhausted. Instead of looking for a
restaurant we bought some chestnuts and sat down on a bench. Haller looked
sad, leaned his head on his hands, and still managed to say before falling
asleep: “Be careful they don’t rob me.”

The train speeding toward Rome, what a sensation that was.
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ROME

285. Arrival on October 27, 1901, about midnight. We celebrated the event
in a hotel near the railway station by a drunken bout on three bottles of
Barbera. On the second day I had already rented a room in the heart of town,
Via del Archetto, 20, IV, for 30 lire per month.

Rome captivates the spirit rather than the senses. Genoa is a modern city,
Rome a historic one; Rome is epic, Genoa dramatic. That is why it cannot
be taken by storm.

Impatience drove me at once to the famous sights, first to Michelangelo’s
Sistine Chapel and to Raphael’s “Stanze.” Michelangelo had the effect of a
good beating on the student of Knirr and Stuck. He accepted it and discovered
that Perugino and Botticelli fared no better. Raphael’s frescoes stood up un-
der the test, but not without my intending them to do so.

Less violent was the impression made by the equestrian statue of Marcus
Aurelius and the statue of Saint Peter in Saint Peter’s. His toes, worn away by
kisses, add to the effect. Marcus Aurelius is concentrated art; with Peter faith
also has a share. Not that I understand the believers who busy themselves
about his foot. But they are there anyway. Who cares about Marcus Aurelius?
The primitive stiffness of the bronze of Peter, like a piece of eternity in the
whirl of the accidental (October 31st).

286. Epigrams with these line-endings:

Thence / for painting no sense
bartered away the loved music my son / scorn.

“Love as sun, I as swamp”’:
The sun infected as thanks
because in me it stank of swamps.

Beware! / in years / understood / available.

World / then others cost me my money
which I myself had cost my father.
Raised / pushed / herd / earth.
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Fear of woman / wounds and boils / give birth on the mountain /
liberator from shame / jackdaws and vultures
would I be rid of the excrescence of my body.

Freer / bodies / grinding tune / women.

290. 11.2.1901. Went out to Via Appia to become acquainted with the
“environs of Rome.” As we came to the city limits the Lateran palace diverted
us from our project. Also, the mother of all churches next to it. The Byzantine
mosaics in the choir, two delicious deer. After this hors d’oeuvre, over to the
Christian museum in the Lateran. Sculptures in a naive style whose great
beauty stems from the forcefulness of the expression. The effect of these
works, which are after all imperfect, cannot be justified on intellectual
grounds, and yet I am more receptive to them than to the most highly praised
masterpieces. In music too I had already had a few similar experiences.
Naturally I am not behaving like a snob. But the Pieta in Saint Peter’s left
no trace on me, while I can stand spellbound before some old, expressive
Christ.

In Michelangelo’s frescoes, too, something spiritual exceeds the artistic
value. The movement and the hill-like musculature are not pure art, but are
also more than pure art. The ability to contemplate pure form I owe to my
impressions of architecture: Genoa—San Lorenzo; Pisa—the Duomo. Rome
—Saint Peter’s. My feeling is often in sharp opposition to Burckhardt’s
Cicerone.

My hatred for the Baroque after Michelangelo might be explained by the
fact that I noticed how much I myself had been caught up in the Baroque
until now, Despite my recognition that the noble style disappears with the
perfection of the means (one sole point of overlapping: Leonardo), I feel
drawn back to the noble style, without being convinced that I shall ever get
along with it. Boldness and fancy are not called for, now that I should be and
want to be an apprentice.

Later we came upon the Via Latina instead of the Via Appia, where a good
lunch was waiting for us in an inn (75 centimes, including a pint of wine). It
was plentiful enough for me to feed two cats and for Haller to feed a dog; 1
suspect that some opposition to me was mixed up with his motives. The rustic
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idylls in the inns here are charming. If I am to work as I already can, then I
must come out here sometime with an etching plate.

Traffic of donkeys on these classic roads. Character of the suburb. Wine-
shops and kitchens. My horror of seeing animals tortured.

To go back to town, we then followed the Via Appia that we had missed
earlier. As we looked for it, we came upon a half-ruined villa in which a
shepherd had settled. There was a good deal of bleating around the walls and
skinned agnelli hung all about.

The finest wind whistled in the masonry. I drew the building, Haller
painted with watercolor nearby; having no water, he used his urine.

How people can adapt themselves, how they nest in the ruins! The crosses
on the old temples.

Once more we stopped in a tavern, had some goodish wine, a half a quart
for 30 centimes, and sheep cheese, and, thus restored but very tired, strolled
back home.

Nothing is overlooked, but the climate is not always easy to bear. The sun
can sting, the wind is furious! Rainy days are very oppressive. When the
weather is nice (tramontana) it gets quite cold, especially at night. I am afraid
of what it will be like in January when I'll be trying to find the stove in my big
room,

291. Haller perches in a somber studio. What dust and fleas! Once I came
in while he was developing photographs of his Russian girl-friend Sch. in the
chamber pot. He wants to push his Cycle to the Sun to completion. His
energy can’t be doubted.

He was fooled by a ravishing little model. She said she was not a profes-
sional model; she claimed she had overcome her scruples only to save her
mother and four brothers and sisters from starvation (a letter to the Pope
had brought no results). In the evening the little ones cry: Mamma, fame!
The mother has almost lost her mind as a result. Too proud to beg.

One day Haller wanted to pay her and sent her out to change 50 lire; she
brought back only 45, which he nobly didn’t count till later. We now saw
through the whole scheme. And yet she was such a splendid model. Stood un-
daunted on a platform of tables and chairs and ecstatically spread her arms to
the sun.
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292. A satire on the swaggering type:

It was one of those giants / who found all mountains too low /
dangers / blew / passion / thoughts / ran away / from some time /
limits / small / mine.

293. This week, again conquered a piece of Rome. The Pinacotheca in the
Vatican and the Galleria Borghese. In the Vatican, the utmost solidity, only
few pictures. An unfinished Leonardo (““St. Jerome”), a couple of Peruginos,
a priest in solemn dress by Titian.

Raphael is more difficult to do justice to. Snatched away right in the middle
of an overwhelming effort. The possibilities indisputable, the actual produc-
tion too much that of a disciple.

Burckhardt is less just toward Botticelli (one page in the Cicerone).

294. I have now reached the point where I can look over the great art of
antiquity and its Renaissance. But, for myself, I cannot find any artistic con-
nection with our own times. And to want to create something outside of one’s
own age strikes me as suspect.

Great perplexity.

This is why I am again all on the side of satire. Am I to be completely ab-
sorbed by it once more? For the time being it is my only creed. Perhaps I shall
never become positive? In any case, I will defend myself like a wild beast.

295. In such circumstances there exist
fair means.
Prayers for faith
and strength.

Goethe’s Italian Journey
Also belongs here.
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