
        
            
                
            
        

    
I was a kindly thought of my pupils and my colleagues. Their presentation copy of the book lies

there in its handsome binding. They brought it to me to-day on my sixtieth birthday, which is also the thirtieth anniversary of my appointment as professor. It is an elaborate bibliography, as well as a biography. Everything is there: the most unimportant essays, the commemorative speeches, brief reviews in the year books of learned societies – all have been disinterred from their paper tombs. Nothing has been forgotten. My whole career is set forth, displayed step by step, like a staircase leading up to the present hour. I should indeed be ungrateful were I not delighted at so touching an evidence of thoroughness. Many details which for me had passed into oblivion have been resuscitated and fitted into their place in the picture. I must admit that I, an elderly man, feel the same glow of pride when I look at the presentation copy as I felt in my student days the first time one of my teachers gave me a testimonial declaring my competence and my zeal for knowledge.

 

Nevertheless, I could not but smile as I fluttered the two hundred pages, and contemplated my portrait there set forth. Was this really my life? Had it moved in such smooth and purposive serpentines from the first hour down to the present? I had exactly the same feeling as when I first heard my own voice coming from a gramophone. My own voice, of course, but only my voice as others heard it, and not my voice as I hear it in my own inner self when it is tinged with my own life-blood. Thus once again did I (who have spent the greater part of my days

in portraying men as they disclose themselves in their works, and in trying to make the intellectual structure of their world substantially realizable) learn from my own experience how inaccessible in every one of us is the essential core, the plastic cell out of which the impetus to growth proceeds.

 

We live through myriads of seconds, but there is only one second among all these myriads which brings our whole inner world to the boil; the second in which, as Stendhal described, there suddenly takes place a crystallization in the supersaturated blood; a magical second like that of procreation, and, like it, hidden in the warm interior of one's own body, invisible, intangible, impalpable, a unique experience of mystery. No algebra of the soul can calculate it; no alchemy can divine it. Usually, even for ourselves, it remains unsearchable.

 

This book which has been brought to me as a birthday gift contains no inkling of that mysterious

core of my spiritual development. That is why I smile as I turn its pages. Everything in it is true, and yet the essence is lacking. It describes me, but does not express me. It talks of me, but does not disclose me. The painstaking index contains two hundred names: but it does not contain the name of the one man who imparted to my life its creative impulse; who decided my fate for me; and who now, with renewed energy, summons me back into my youth.

 

All are spoken of, except the man who gave me the power of speech, the man whose breath animates my words. It suddenly comes home to me that this silence is cowardly. For a lifetime I have been penning men's likenesses. Great figures from past centuries have been resurrected by me, and thus made alive for my contemporaries. But I have never done this service for the man who was more real to me than any other. To this man, to this beloved shade, I will, as in the days of the Homeric heroes, give to drink of my own blood, that he may speak to me once again, and that he, who long since grew old and passed away, may speak once more to me who am growing old in my turn. I will add some pages, dealing with matters previously hidden, will add them to this account of what is publicly known; will lay aconfession of feeling beside the learned volume which is a history of my thought-life; and for his sake will tell to myself the true story of my own youth.

 

Again, before I begin, I flutter the pages of this book which professes to describe my life. Again, I

cannot help but laugh. How can they expect to reach the true inwardness of my existence when they make a false start? An old schoolfellow (who, like myself, is now a privy councillor) declares that in those early days I was distinguished among all the other boys by my passionate zeal for knowledge. Your memory plays you false, old friend! For me in early youth, the humanities were distasteful. Only under compulsion did I study them, secretly gnashing my teeth the while. My father was a schoolmaster in a little North German town, and for the very reason that at home culture was a means of livelihood, I detested learning and literature from childhood onwards. That is nature's way. In pursuance of her mysterious design to safeguard the creative faculty, she is apt to make children scorn their father's bent.

 

She does not want to encourage an easy, effortless acceptance of a heritage, a mere handing down of

acquisitions from one generation to the next. She sows the seeds of discord, and will only allow children to follow in their parent's footsteps after they have made laborious but fruitful detours. It was enough for me that my father should be a votary of knowledge – enough to convince me that what he called knowledge was a mere juggling with concepts.

 

Because he took the classics as models, the ancient worthies seemed to me dry as dust and odious. Surrounded by books, I despised books. Urged on by my father towards intellectual pursuits, I rebelled against every kind of traditional culture. Such being my mental outlook, it is not surprising that, having matriculated with difficulty and without distinction, I should then have set my face against any continuation of my studies. I wanted to become an officer, or to go to sea, or to take up engineering. Yet I had no real call towards any of these occupations.

 

It was merely because I disliked the theoretical and didactic aspect of knowledge, that I professed my eagerness to take up a practical career, one of those in which knowledge would be applied. But my father, who had a fanatical veneration for the academic, insisted on my going to the university. All I could induce him to concede was that, instead of studying the classics, I should work at modern subjects, and especially at English. Underlying this compromise was, as far as I was concerned, a hidden thought that a good knowledge of the tongue of the seafaring race would make it easier for me to adopt a sailor's life.

 

Nothing, therefore, in this Curriculum Vita could be more erroneous than the friendly assertion that during my first term in Berlin, thanks to the guidance of meritorious professors, I already acquired the elements of humane letters. I had just become able to indulge my passion for personal liberty, and what did I care about professors or instructors! I did, indeed, pay one visit to the lecture hall, where the fusty atmosphere of the place, the sermonlike monotony and discursiveness of the lecture,

bored me so intensely that I found it difficult to keep awake. It was only the school over again, the school from which I had so recently escaped; though the class-room was now dignified with the name of "theatre." From the high desk came a ceaseless drone of hair-splitting futilities. I could not but feel as if a stream of fine sand like that in an hour-glass, were running from between the professor's thin lips – so carefully triturated, so equable, was the flowof words from the thick manuscript book he was reading, as they made their way into the stuffy air.

 

In this arena of an archaic and sterile sciolism, there was now revived a feeling I had already had in my school days, an impression that I must have made my way, unawares, into a mortuary of the spirit, where impassive hands were ruthlessly exploring the anatomy of one who had died long since. The feeling was a defensive instinct, and was naturally intensified as soon as I emerged from the lecture hall into the streets of the city, the Berlin of forty years ago which, amazed at its own growth, turgid with a premature virility, was scattering sparks from every

corner. How could such a town fail to impose a passionate tempo, accordant with the intoxication of

my own virility, the virility of which I had so recently become aware? The town and I had both sud-

denly shot up out of a Protestant, orderly, and narrow petty-bourgeois respectability; had been prematurely introduced to a wealth of new powers and possibilities. I, a vigorous young fellow, making his entry into manhood, vibrated, just as Berlin vibrated, like a dynamo surging with unrest and impatience.

 

Never have I understood Berlin so well or loved the place so passionately as then, for in me as in that overfull warm honeycomb of humanity, each cell was craving for expansion. Every vigorous youth has the same feeling, and where could vigorous youth secure the discharge of its energies more effectually than in the passionate embraces of this titanic woman, this impatient city that was herself overflowing with energy? She clasped me to her as eagerly as I flung myself into her arms. My newly awakened curiosity hastily explored her body, that was so warm though builded of stone.

 

From morning till night, I walked her streets, visited her lakes, stalked through her hiding places. It was like an obsession, the way in which (ignoring the claims of student life) I flung myself into the living adventure of exploration. In these extravagances, I was, after all, only fulfilling a peculiarity of my temperament. From earliest childhood, I had lacked the capacity for being interested in more than one thing at a time, had invariably been monopolized by the desire of the moment. An impetus that seized me was always a ruling impetus, and carried me forward towards an exclusive goal. Even to-day, I am prone to become so ardently involved in a problem, I bite into it so fiercely, that I can think of nothing else until I have its very marrow between my teeth.

 

In Berlin, therefore, long ago, the sense of freedom took possession of me so mightily that I could

not endure the confinement of the lecture room, and even felt cramped in my own quarters. Time

seemed wasted unless it were spent in adventures. A raw stripling, fresh from the country, newly released from the halter, I threw up my head proudly in the determination to pass myself off as fully

grown. I joined a students' association. Though really of a retiring disposition, I tried to assume a bold, dashing, and somewhat rakish manner. Before I had been a week in town, I was putting on the airs of a townsman to the manner born; and with amazing speed was able, in coffee taverns, to swagger like an old hand. In this phase of manly growth, of course women had to play their part, and I came well off here, for I was a handsome young fellow. I was tall and slender; the bronze of the sea air was still on my cheeks; I was endowed with the easy and graceful movements of an accomplished gymnast. Naturally I shone in comparison with the cage-bred shop assistants, sallow

and ill shapen, who were my rivals on Sundays in the dance halls of Halensee and Hunderkehle – 

which were in those days outside the town. Now it would be a milk-white blonde from Mecklenburg, a servant maid on her evening out, whom I, hot from the dance, would take to my room for an hour before she returned home; another time it would be a highly strung little Jewess from Posen, a shop girl. Easy prey, most of them, won without a struggle, and speedily passed on to a fellow-student. But in this unexpected ease of conquest, there was a source of intoxicating delight for one who but yesterday had been a timid schoolboy. 

 

My boldness grew with my experience of cheap successes, so that I soon came to regard the streets as no more than a hunting ground for such careless adventures. On one of these occasions when, following a pretty girl, I walked along Unter den Linden, and (quite by chance) found myself in front of the university buildings, I could not but laugh at the thought how long it was since I had set foot across that respectable threshold. Sheer arrogance led me to join a young fellow of my own kidney who proposed a visit to the lecture theatre. We merely peeped through the door. How absurd they all looked, those hundred and fifty bowed backs of the students who were reverently harkening to the litany intoned by the grey-bearded professor. I promptly closed the door, leaving the current of his cloudy eloquence to flow over the bodies of his diligent auditors, while my friend and I resumed our agreeable stroll through the sunlit street.

 

It sometimes seems to me in retrospect that never can any young man have wasted his time more foolishly than did I during those months. I never read a book; never spoke a sensible word; never thought any thought worth the thinking. Instinctively I avoided the society of intelligent people, giving myself up wholly to the charms of new and hitherto forbidden sensations. No doubt a young man's intoxication with the juices of his own body, his self-destroying tendency to waste his time in senseless pleasures, is characteristic of the newly won liberties of every vigorous youth. My own surrender to the joys of this lottery was so overwhelming that it might well have culminated in disaster had not chance intervened to put an end to the headlong descent.

 

The chance (to-day I look upon it as a fortunate one) was that my father was summoned by the

Ministry of Education to attend a one-day conference of headmasters in Berlin. What could be more

natural to a schoolmaster than to seize this opportunity of paying me a surprise visit? The surprise came off to perfection. As happened most evenings, I had company in my room, a girl, of course. It

was at a moment when I was by no means prepared to receive another visitor that a knock came to the door of my room, which was reached by a passage curtained off from the kitchen of the house.

In the belief that a fellow student was without, I called snappishly: "Not at home!"

 

After a brief pause, the visitor knocked again; and then once more, with growing impatience. I angrily drew on my trousers and went to the door to dismiss the intruder. My braces were hanging down my back, my shirt was open at the throat, my feet were bare. I flung the door wide-there stood my father in the dark passage! His outline was unmistakable, though I could see nothing clearly but his spectacles gleaming in the light that came from my room. The angry phrases I had prepared, died away on my lips. For a moment I stood dumb-founded. Then I had, obsequiously, to ask if he

would be good enough to wait a few minutes in the kitchen while I tidied my room. Though it was so dark, I was sure that he had realized the situation. This was clear from his silence, from his reserved manner, from his failure to shake hands, from the shocked mien with which he moved aside the curtain and went into the kitchen. There, in front of a cooking stove with coffee and carrots steaming on the hob, the old man had to stand for ten minutes, minutes humiliating to us both, till I had made the girl slip into her clothes and had hustled her out through the curtained passage. He could not but hear her footsteps, could not but seethe movement of the curtain as she hurried away.

Even when she had gone, I had still to set things in order before I could venture to ask him in. Never in my life have I felt so much ashamed as I was when I could at length tell him I was ready to receive him.

 

My father made a good showing on this disastrous occasion, so that I still look back on his behaviour with gratitude. He has been dead now for many years. When I think of him, it is not from

the outlook of the schoolboy who was inclined to despise him as a mere correcting machine, as perpetually censorious, as a pedant to whom the chief of virtues was precision. I have a much more human picture when I recall the way in which the old man, outraged in all his finer feelings and yet keeping his temper under control, followed me silently into the tainted room. He was carrying his hat and gloves, and wanted to put them down somewhere. Then, with a gesture of loathing, he refrained from doing so, obviously unwilling to bring anything of his into needless contact with these surroundings.

 

I offered him a chair. He made no acknowledgment beyond a gesture disowning community with the contents of my room. After he had stood in chilly silence for a fewmoments, he took off his spectacles and polished them assiduously (a sign, in him, of embarrassment). Nor did I fail to notice that the old man, when putting on his glasses again, wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. Each of us was ashamed of looking at the other; each of us was tongue-tied. My chief dread was that he would begin a sermon, an eloquent discourse in a guttural tone of voice, such as, with dislike and contempt, I had often heard him deliver in school. But on this occasion (once more I thank him for it) the old man kept silence, and held his eyes averted. At length he went to the rickety shelf where my books were housed, took some of them down, and examined them. The first glance was enough, for most of them were still uncut.

 

"Give me your notebooks."

 

This command was the first thing he had said since entering the room. Tremblingly, I handed them to him, though I knew that the shorthand notes related to one lecture only. Having glanced at the two pages on which there was some writing, and made sure that this was all, he laid the notebooks

on the table, calmly. Then, drawing up a chair, he sat down, looked at me gravely, though not angrily, and enquired: "Well? What do you think of it all? What will come out of it?"

 

This quiet questioning touched me home. I was on edge. Had he scolded me, I should have flared

up. Had he pulled out the pathetic stop, I should have answered him contemptuously. But this circumstantial enquiry broke through my armour of pride. His seriousness demanded seriousness in return. His self-mastery enforced respect. I can scarcely remember what I replied, and I shall not

attempt to record the ensuing conversation. In such times of mental shock, there are outbursts of feeling which would sound like bathos if written down in black-and-white. There are words which bear the stamp of truth at the time when they are uttered, but seem overstrained when they are repeated.

 

This was the only frank and genuine conversation I ever had with my father. I did not hesitate to say that I would leave all decisions in his hands. He advised me to break off my associations in Berlin, and to spend the next term at one of the small provincial universities. He was certain, he said almost consolingly, that in that case I should be eager to make good, and should be successful in the attempt. His confidence touched me profoundly. I felt that all through my boyhood I had done an injustice to the old man whose goodness was hidden behind a barrier of austere formality. I had to bite my lips in my determination to force back the tears. He was in little better case, for he suddenly held out his hand, and, after a tremulous clasp, hastened from the room. I did not venture to follow him, being too much abashed, so I stayed where I was, wiping the blood from my wounded lips.

 

This was the first great shock which I, now nineteen years of age, had ever experienced. Though not a word of reproach had come from my father, the shock was enough to overthrow the bombastic card-house of manliness, independence, and vaingloriousness I had been living in for the past three

months. The challenge that had been given to my powers of will made me resolute enough to renounce trivial pleasures. I was eager to rally my scattered energies for the pursuit of intellectual aims; lusted to show myself serious, sober-minded, disciplined, and strong. With all the ardour of one who assumed the monastic habit, I vowed myself to study; though I was unaware of the lofty intoxication which awaited me in the domain of knowledge and never suspected that in this exalted world of the spirit strange adventures and fearful hazards awaited the impetuous champion.

 

After consultation with my father, I went next term to a town in Central Germany. It had a great

academic reputation, strangely disproportionate to to the size of the place, which was nothing more

than a small group of houses huddled round the university buildings. Leaving my baggage at the station, I made my way to my alma mater, to realize at once how far more compacted was the inner

circle of university life here than it had been in Berlin. Within a couple of hours, I had inscribed my name and had called on most of the professors.

 

The only one who was not able to see me was the professor of English literature, but I was told that

I should find him in the class-room at four that afternoon. I was as eager now in pursuit of knowledge as I had been recently in its avoidance. I therefore turned up punctually at four o'clock, having passed the interim in a brief survey of the sleepy little town. The beadle showed me the door of the classroom. I knocked. Thinking I heard some one say "Come in," I entered.

 

But I was mistaken. No one had bidden me enter. What I had heard had been the voice of the professor in animated discourse, addressing a circle of students – twenty or more – in an obviously improvised fashion. Vexed at having entered uninvited, I was about to withdraw. Then it seemed.

to me that this might cause more disturbance than if I stayed, so I stood near the door, unnoticed as

yet by any one.

 

The address had grown spontaneously out of a general discussion. This was shown by the attitudes of the speaker and his auditors, who were grouped round him haphazard. He was not lecturing from a platform which set him apart from them, but sat in easy fashion on one of the tables, his legs dangling. He must have suddenly taken command of the conversation, which had now become a monologue, riveting the attention of his hearers.

 

Very soon I myself, forgetting the awkwardness of my appearance on the scene, succumbed to the fascination of his speech. Involuntarily, I drew nearer. I wished not merely to hear what he was saying but to watch his expressive gestures – for from time to time, suiting the action of the word, his hands would rise like wings, and then fall gently and rhythmically like those of a conductor. More and more impassioned became the discourse, till the speaker, in his animation, might well have been seated on a galloping horse instead of upon a hard table, might have been hunting his intellectual quarry with lightning metaphors for hounds.

 

I had never heard any one speak with such contagious enthusiasm. For the first time I fully understood the derivative sense of the term "rapture," the condition in which a man is seized and carried away by the ecstasy of his emotions. It was new to me to regard speech as ecstasy, to find that passionate discourse could take the form of elemental energy; and the unaccustomed exercised its wonted charm. Without knowing what I did, allured by a force which was stronger than

curiosity, like one in a hypnotic trance, I moved forward until I was within the circle of attentive

listeners, who, like myself, were too much enthralled to heed anything but what the professor was saying.

 

Standing now within a few inches of the speaker, I was involved in the current of his discourse, whose origin could be inferred from its substance. No doubt one of the students must have described Shakespeare as a meteoric manifestation, and thereupon the professor, under the stimulus of an opposing conviction, had set himself to show that the great English playwright had not appeared like a meteor from another world, but had been the preeminent expression, the spiritual outcome of a whole generation, the embodiment of an age deeply stirred with passion. In broad outline, he sketched Shakespeare's England, described that titanic moment which comes unexpectedly in the life of every nation as in the life of every individual, when all the energies are concentrated for a mighty thrust into the eternal process of events. Suddenly, the world had expanded, a new continent had been discovered, what time the oldest power of the Old World, the

papacy, was in imminent danger of collapse. Across the seas – an English preserve, now that the Spanish Armada had been scattered – new possibilities loomed. The world had expanded, and the soul of man would fain expand likewise to fit this larger world, to spread into the uttermost both of good and of evil. Seized with the impulse to expand, the English wished to discover, to conquer, like the conquistadors of Spain. They needed a new speech, a new energy. Betwixt night and morning appeared the speakers of this new speech, the poets, the dramatists, and other men of letters – fifty, a hundred, in a decade-untamed and untamable fellows, utterly different from the court poetasters who had been roaming through arcadian gardens and penning versicles about carefully selected mythological episodes. The newcomers stormed the theatre. They forced their way into the rough arenas which had hitherto been reserved for bear-baiting and similar

cruel sports; the trail of blood lies across their writings, their drama is a circus maximus in which the wild beasts of the feelings rend one another sayagely. Lion-like are the rages of these passion-tossed hearts. Each tries to outbid the others in savagery and exuberance. Anything and everything may be described. Incest, murder, atrocious crime, the tumult of unrestrained human impulses, celebrate their orgies in these writings. Like the hungry beasts let loose of old into the amphitheatre, so did the passions of the Elizabethan age hurl themselves, roaring and dangerous, into the ring. It is one formidable outburst like the explosion of a petard; but it lasts fifty years, an outrush of blood, an ejaculation, a single prolonged burst of savagery which involves and shakes the whole world.

 

Individual voices can scarcely be heard, individual figures can hardly be seen, in this upheaval of energy. Each catches fire from the others; each of them learns and pilfers from the others; all try to outdistance their rivals; and yet they are all the spiritual gladiators of a single celebration, unchained slaves, scourged forward by the genius of the hour. He brings them forth from obscure kennels in the purlieus of the town, and others of them from palaces: Ben Jonson, whose grandfather had belonged to the border gentry whilst his stepfather was a master bricklayer; Marlowe, the son of a shoemaker; Massinger, son of a gentleman attached to the household of the Earl of Pembroke; Philip Sidney, whose father was lord deputy of Ireland and lord president of Wales – the swift vortex whirls them all together.

One day they are famous, flush of money, admired; next day they are impoverished like Kyd

and Heywood, fall down in the street fainting from hunger like Edmund Spenser. They are swashbucklers, whoremongers, play-actors, cheats; but they are poets one and all. Shakespeare is no more than the central figure among them, "the very age and body of the time." There is no ground, there is no opportunity, for singling him out amid the tumult in which one work so swiftly follows another, in which one passion so stormily rages after another.

Then, suddenly and palpitatingly and convulsively as it began, this most splendid eruption of mankind comes to an end; the drama is finished; England is tired out; for a hundred years thereafter the grey and mist-laden waters of the Thames flow silently over the things of the spirit. In one furious onslaught, a whole generation stormed the heights and plumbed the depths of passion. The frenzied soul has boiled over. A period of repose must follow. The Puritans close the theatres and thus close the outlet for impassioned speech; the Bible comes into its own once more, that divine work which has given so human a phrasing to the most ardent confessions of all ages, and in which one fervent race has, once for all, incorporated its experiences for the benefit

of mankind.

 

Then, with a sudden transition, the speaker addressed himself more directly to us:

"Do you understand, now, why I do not begin my course of lectures at the beginning, why I do not start in the historical succession with the Arthurian legends and Chaucer, but, in defiance of all rules, begin with the Elizabethans? Do you understand why the first thing I ask of you is that you should make yourselves intimately acquainted with the Elizabethans, should live yourselves into their eminently living personalities? There is no understanding of the past without personal experience, without reliving it in imagination. A word is nothing unless it has values and an atmosphere, unless you grasp its historical significance. You young fellows, if you wish to master a country or a language, must study it first of all in its supremely beautiful developments, in its vigorous youth, in the expressions of its utmost passion. You must know the language

as it is used by the poets, as it is used in works of imagination, by those who create and perfect the

native speech; its poesy must have become the blood in your heart and the breath of your 

life before you begin to anatomize it. That is why I always set out with the study of the gods, for England is Elizabeth, is Shakespeare and the Shakespeareans. All that went before in English literature was but preparatory; all that came afterwards was but a feeble imitation of this one bold leap towards the infinite. But in the works of the Elizabethan age you will find – and you must feel it, young men, must feel it for yourselves – the living youth of the western world. We can know phenomena, we can know human beings, only through the fire that is in them, only through their passions. Spirit issues out of blood, thought out of passion, passion out of enthusiasm. That is why you must begin with a knowledge of Shakespeare and the other great Elizabethans, who will for the first time make you young men truly young! Enthusiasm first, diligence afterwards. Shakespeare first, Shakespeare the supreme, Shakespeare the splendid epitome of the world before you come to a detailed study of the language!"

"Enough for to-day. Good-bye!"

 

He sprang from the table, and waved his hand imperiously, in abrupt dismissal. The spell which had captured the attention of the closely compacted bundle of students was broken. Chairs creaked and

rattled, tables grated on the floor, deep breaths were drawn audibly, throats were cleared, general conversation began. The dispersal of interest and the confusion of noises showed, by contrast, how potent had been the wizardry of the speaker. Some now crowded round him to thank him or to ask him a question; others exchanged impressions about what he had been saying; none remained impassive, none were uninfluenced by the brusque release of the electrical tension whose effects still lingered in the atmosphere.

 

For my part, I could not budge, so profoundly had the discourse affected me. Myself of a passionate temperament, able only to understand things thanks to a vigorous impetus of all the senses, I had for the first time in my life been taken captive by a teacher, by a man much older than myself; for the first time in my life I was aware of coming into contact with one before whom it was both duty and

pleasure to bow my head. My pulses were throbbing; I felt their rhythm in every limb. At length I moved forward and slowly made my way to the front, that I might see his face – for, strangely enough, while he was speaking, I had hardly noticed his features, which had been for me simply parts of his discourse. Even now, to begin with, I could only make out a dim silhouette. He was standing in front of the twilit window, half turned towards one of the students, his hand resting on the young man's shoulder. His aspect, as he stood there making this simple gesture, had an intimacy and a charm which I should never have thought possible in a pundit.

 

Meanwhile, some of the students had noticed me. Not wishing them to regard me as an intruder, I

drew still nearer to the professor, waiting for a chance to speak to him. Now I was able to get a clear view of his face. His head recalled that of a Roman bust, with its domed forehead and its great waves of white hair sweeping backwards on either side. Thus the upper part of the head was of a

strongly intellectual type, bold and imposing; but below the heavy eyebrows, the face softened, being made almost feminine by the smooth and rounded chin, and by the sensitive mouth and the smiling, tremulous lips. His bodily poise likewise conveyed a twofold impression. The left hand was resting on the table. But "resting" is a misnomer, for closer inspection showed that it was subject to a fine, continuous tremor, and that the fingers (a little too delicate, a little too soft for a man's hand) were tracing small figures on the wood all the time he was talking. Was he restless and uneasy? Had the nervous excitement of his discourse not yet died

away? However this may be, there was something contradictory between the vibratory and uncontrolled movements of the hand and the tranquillity that marked the expression of his countenance as he listened to the students.

 

At length my turn came. I told him my name, introduced myself as a newcomer, and his eyes lighted up in responsive greeting. For two or three seconds, he gazed at me attentively, exploring my features, until I was on the point of blushing at his somewhat inquisitorial gaze. Seeing this, he assuaged my confusion with a kindly smile.

"So you want to inscribe yourself among my students? We must have a good talk. Excuse me

for a few minutes. If you care to wait for me outside, you can walk home with me.”

He gave me his hand, his small, delicate hand, which fluttered in mine for a moment. Then he turned to the next member of the circle.

 

Ten minutes later, considerably agitated, I was waiting for him outside. What was I to say to him

when he asked about my previous studies? How was I to tell him that literature had not been one of my interests either as work or as play? Would he not regard me with contempt, and perhaps decide to shut me out from that circle which I now longed to enter? But as soon as he appeared, his sympathetic personality dispelled my uneasiness. I could hide nothing from him, and without any urging on his part I hastened to confess that my first term at the university had been utterly wasted. He was not repelled by the admission, but looked at mecordially, and said with an encouraging smile: "Well, well, the pause is an essential part of music."

 

Then, unwilling to probe further into matters which might put me to shame, he asked some questions about my home, and where I was lodging. When I told him that I had not yet found a room, he said: "Perhaps I can help you out of your difficulty. Upstairs in the house where I live there is a deaf old crone who has a room to let. Her student lodgers have always been comfortable. I think it might suit you very well. You must let me know if there is anything else I can do for you. If you have made up your mind to set to work in good earnest, it will be my pleasure as well as my duty to do anything I can for you."

 

At the door of his flat he shook hands with me once more, and asked me to call on him next evening, when he would talk to me about my studies. So grateful was I for this unexpected kindliness, so overwhelmed that, while I touched his hand in farewell and raised my hat, I quite forgot to utter a word of thanks.

 

Of course I took that room. I should have done so even if it had been unsuitable, simply in order to be near this charming professor, who in one hour had given me so much more than all the others put together had done. As a matter of fact, the room was admirable. It was the garret over my teacher's flat. Though made rather dark by the overhanging wooden gables, it commanded an extensive view

above the neighbouring roofs and past the church tower to a green square, and the open sky with

clouds that reminded me of my home near the sea. The deaf landlady was a friendly soul who delighted in mothering her lodger. I came to terms with her at once, and within an hour my luggage had been brought up the creaking staircase.

 

I stayed at home that evening, forgetting to eat, and even to smoke. By chance I had put a volume of

Shakespeare in my trunk. I had not looked at his plays for years, but was now eager to read them again. How different the words and phrases seemed, in the light of what I had heard that afternoon. Is it possible to account for such transformations? A new world was opened to me. The words rushed towards me as if they had been in search of me for centuries. The verses surged through my veins like waves of fire, until I felt in my temples that strange sense of lightsomeness one feels in a flying dream.

 

I trembled; I was in a fever of excitement-and all this was the outcome of listening to an impassioned discourse. It had intoxicated me, and the intoxication persisted. When I read some passages aloud, I found that my voice was unconsciously imitating his, that the eager cadence of the lines was the cadence he had used, and that my hands were imitating the gestures he had made. As if by magic I had, within an hour, broken down the wall which had hitherto shut me out from the world of the spirit. A new passion had awakened, a passion which has lasted without stint throughout the ensuing forty years – the joyful sympathy with all that is human, made actual by inspired words. I had opened the volume at Coriolanus, and it was a wonder and a delight to

recognize that I had within myself all the elements of this ancient Roman, alien though he may seem from our days: pride, arrogance, anger, scorn, mockery; all the salt, all the lead, all the gold, all the metals of the feelings. A new rapture, to become suddenly aware of this magic and to understand it.

 

I read until my eyes were sore. When I looked at my watch, it was half-past three. Almost alarmed

at this new power which had at one and the same time stimulated and benumbed my senses for six

hours, I put out the light. But the images continued to chase one another through my mind. I could

hardly sleep in my longing for the new day in which I was to enter into possession of the world which had been so strangely opened to me.

 

Morning brought disappointment. In my eagerness, I was the first to enter the lecture hall where

my teacher was to deliver his course. When he appeared, I was startled. Was this the man whose acquaintance I had made the day before? Had the excitement of my mood transformed him? Had

some trick of memory refashioned him into a Coriolanus: into one who flashes lightnings from the

Forum, heroically bold; one who holds sway over all whom he encounters? It was an old and tired

man who entered now with halting footsteps. It seemed as if the light had gone out of his features.

He looked weary, and almost ill. From my front bench I could see that his face was seamed with

wrinkles, and that there were deep shadows beneath his eyes. The lids were too heavy; the lips were

pale and thin; the voice lacked resonance. What had become of the cheerful vigour, the joyful exuberance of his manner? Surely the voice was a different

one? As if subdued by the topic of his lecture, it rolled on in a fatiguing monotone.

 

I was greatly disturbed. This was not the man I had been longing to see since my first waking movement. This was not the starlike being my memory had pictured. Nothing but a worn-out professor expounding his dull theme. I listened anxiously for the recurrence of yesterday's tone, for the cordial vibrations which had stirred my feelings and touched them to passion. I looked at him ever more anxiously, exploring a stranger's face with a sense of profound disillusionment. Certainly it was the same countenance, but emptied of meaning, void of creative energy, tired, the parchment visage of an old man. How could it have happened? Could a man be young one moment and old the next? Could there be ebullitions of the spirit so powerful that while a man is giving expression to them in speech his face is transformed and he becomes ten or twenty years younger?

 

The problem tormented me. I thirsted to know more of this enigmatical creature. The instant the

lecture was over, as soon as he had gone without as much as a glance at any of us, I hastened to the

library and asked for his writings. Perhaps he was only suffering from transient fatigue. Maybe he was ailing to-day, and this had damped his fires. In the permanent expressions of his activity I should surely find the solution of the riddle. The attendant brought me the books, and I was astonished to find how few there were. In twenty years he had published nothing more than this paltry collection of slim volumes: introductions, prefaces, a discussion as to whether Pericles was a genuine work of Shakespeare, a comparison between Hölderlin and Shelley (this, indeed, penned at a date when Hölderlin was still little esteemed in Germany, and when the genius of Shelley had not been fully recognizedby the English), and some philological and literary small change. True, every one of the books contained an announcement of a work in two volumes, to be entitled {The Globe Theatre, Its History, Its Plays, and Its Playrights}. The first of these announcements was twenty years old, but when I asked the librarian for the book he told me that it had not yet been published.

 

Discouraged though I was, I turned over the pages of the works at my disposal, hoping to find in them echoes of the stirring voice, traces of the vigorous rhythms, of yesterday. Nothing was discernible beyond the steady and uninteresting swing of a pendulum-earnest but dull, devoid of the impetus which had winged his discourse. I sighed as I read. I could have beaten myself, so enraged was I at my own credulity, at the readiness with which I had let my feelings carry me away.

 

In the classroom that afternoon, however, he was again the man of yesterday. For a good while, he did not speak. A debate after the English fashion had been arranged. There was a set topic, chosen by the professor from his beloved Shakespeare – the question whether the figures of Troilus and Cressida, his favourite play, were or were not to be regarded as burlesques; and whether the drama should be looked upon as a satire, or as a tragedy hiding behind a mask of scorn. Under his guidance, the discussion grew warm; what had been purely intellectual differences became charged with strong feeling; indifferent expressions of opinion flamed up into heated argument; the debate became so acrimonious that a bout at fisticuffs seemed imminent.

 

At the right moment, when the sparks were flashing, he intervened, piloted the dispute back on to the intellectual plane, expounded its more general and timeless aspects. Thus, of a sudden, he took up his station in the midst of this dialectical furnace, himself strongly moved, simultaneously exciting and restraining the debaters, master of these stormy waves of youthful enthusiasm even while he himself was carried upon their crest. Leaning against the table, arms folded, he glanced from face to face, smiling at one, by a nod encouraging another to answer. Just as on the previous afternoon, his eyes were aglow with excitement; and I realized that he had to keep a tight hand on himself in order to control his natural impulse to snatch the words from their mouths and himself take the floor. This self-restraint was shown by the way in which his folded arms were gripping his chest like a hoop on a cask, and by the twitching of the corners of his mouth. At length his eagerness overpowered him. He plunged into the fray, dominated it in an instant. With a wave of his

hand he quelled the tumult. When silence was restored, he proceeded to summarize the arguments.

 

As he spoke, he began to look like the man I had first seen. The wrinkles vanished from the animated face; his stoop disappeared; he seemed to grow in height. The spell of his own improvisation lured him on, and at length I understood why there had been such a contrast between the dry lecture of the morning and the impassioned discourse of the afternoon; to understand the lack of fire in his writings. When he was delivering a formal lecture or was alone at his desk, there was nothing to kindle his reserved and repressed nature. But here, amid these stimulating contacts, the walls of reserve were broken down. Our enthusiasm was needed to arouse his; our unrestraint must stir his impulse to give freely; the inspiration of our youth must revive his own. Like a cymbal-player intoxicated by the clashing rhythm of the brazen disks, he spoke ever more

ardently, became continually more vivid and picturesque. Our breathless silence as we listened was the emotional spur that he needed to sustain the pæan of his exposition.

 

He ended with a stirring quotation from Goethe's Oration on Shakespeare. Thereupon our enthusiasm burst impetuously forth. As on the previous day, he was exhausted after his effort, leaning against the table, his face pale, but still twitching with excitement. I felt a little afraid of speaking to him at such a moment, but his eyes chanced to light on me. The expression of reverent gratitude in my face must have pleased him, for he smiled genially, leaned towards me, laid his hand on my shoulder, and reminded me that I was to come and see him in the evening.

 

Punctually at seven I kept the appointment, and it was with a sense of strong emotion that I crossed

his threshold for the first time. What can be more passionate than a lad's veneration – timid and feminine in its bashfulness? I was shown into his study. The light was fading, so that at first all I could make out was the backs of innumerable books showing through the glass doors of the bookcases. Over the writing table hung Raphael's School of Athens, a picture (as I afterwards learned) he was especially fond of because it was a symbolical synthesis of all the ways of teaching and of all the embodiments of mind. I had never seen it before, and to my fancy it seemed that there was a strong resemblance between the professor's face and that of Socrates in the picture. From the other side of the room came the sheen of white marble; it was an admirable miniature reproduction of the Ganymede in the Louvre. Close at hand, on the wall, was a picture of St. Sebastian by a German old master; and I could not but think that this juxtaposition of tragical beauty with joyful beauty was no chance matter.

 

Except for these silent works of art, the room was empty, and I waited there, silent too, though with beating heart, for they spoke to me symbolically of a new kind of spiritual beauty, unsuspected before, and not yet plain to me, though I already felt a sense of kinship with it. The professor soon

came in. Once more he looked at me with that penetrating and all-embracing glance behind which

masked fires seemed to peep – fires which, to my own astonishment, thawed the innermost recesses

of my being. In a few moments, I was speaking to him as openly as if he had been an old friend.

 

When he asked me about my studies in Berlin, I suddenly (to my own alarm) found myself telling him of the circumstances of my father's surprise visit. Then, to this stranger, I renewed my secret vow to devote myself earnestly to my studies. He was considerably moved. "Earnestly, no doubt," he said; "but above all, I hope, with passion. He who studies without passion will never become anything more than a pedant. We must approach knowledge from the inside; inspired

by passion."

 

His voice became more and more cordial; the room grew darker. He told me much of his own youth; how he, too, had made a false and foolish start, and had been slow to discover his real bent. I

need only pluck up courage, and he would do everything he could to help me. I must not hesitate to

bring all my difficulties to him. Never had any one talked to me so sympathetically, with so much understanding. I trembled with gratitude and was glad that it was dark, for my eyes were wet with tears. I did not notice the flight of time, and should have been glad to go on talking and listening to him for hours. But there came a tap at the door. It was opened, and a slender figure appeared, dimly visible. He stood up, and introduced the newcomer, saying: "My wife."

The shadowy figure came up to me. I felt a small hand in mine for a minute. Then she turned to him, saying: "Supper is ready."

"All right! All right!" he answered, somewhat petulantly it seemed to me. His voice had grown chilly and aloof. The man who bade me farewell with an indifferent gesture was once more the elderly and weary scholar who had delivered the lecture in the morning.

 

The next fortnight was spent in a frenzy of reading and learning. I hardly ever left my room; I

bolted my meals, studied without a pause, wasted very little time upon sleep. I was like the third calendar, son of a king, in the oriental tale, who explores room after room in a magic palace. Each door in succession leads him into a chamber more wonderfully stored than the last with jewels and other treasures, so that he goes on eagerly from one to the other, impatient to come to the last. Thus did I hasten from one book to the next, enthralled by every one of them, but satiated by none. My unrestraint had now been transferred into the world of the spirit. I had begun to realize how immeasurable was the expanse of that world, whose delights were to prove no less seductive to me than the joys of the flesh which had allured me in the great city. I had a boyish fear that I should never be able to grasp all these new joys. That was why I grudged the time needed for sleep, for bodily pleasures, for conversation, for any form of distraction. At length I had learned the value of time, and wished to use it to the uttermost. But an even greater spur to diligence was vanity. I wished to make good in my teacher's eyes. Not for anything would I disappoint him. I wanted to earn his smile of approval, to win his admiration as he had won mine, to impress him, to amaze him. The most trifling incident or allusion became a test for me. If, in one of his lectures, he

mentioned a poet with whose writings I was unfamiliar, I would spend the afternoon looking them

up, so that next day in the discussion I could flaunt my knowledge. Some casually expressed wish,

scarcely noticed by the other students, was for me a command. He had merely to drop a critical word concerning the way in which the young men were perpetually smoking, and I had flung away my own cigarette on the instant, and had given up the use of tobacco for ever. His words were gospel to me. I was on the watch to be guided by his most indifferent observations. I scanned his features eagerly, examining them and his utterances with passionate attention and storing them in my memory. Just as I regarded him as my only leader, so did I look upon my fellow-students as nothing but enemies whom it was my main purpose to outrun and to excel.

 

Had he realized how much he meant to me; or had my impetuosity won his affection? I could not

tell, but unquestionably he singled me out. He continued to advise me about my reading. In the afternoon discussions he encouraged me to take a more active part than was perhaps suitable for a newcomer! Often, in the evening, he would invite me to his rooms for a talk. During such interviews he would take a book from the shelf, to read a poem or a passage from a play in a voice which rang out more clearly and sonorously as the reader's emotion waxed. At another time he would elucidate some thorny problem. In this first fortnight of enthusiastic discipleship, I learned more about the essentials of art than I had learned in the previous nineteen years of my existence. During this hour which passed like a flash, we were always alone together. At eight o'clock would come the tap at the door, his wife's warning that supper was ready. But she did not again enter the room.

 

A fortnight had gone by, a fortnight in early summer. The weather had been very hot, and my

days and nights had been spent as I have described. Then my working powers snapped like an over-

strained spring. My teacher had already warned me against excess of zeal, advising me to take a day

off now and again. It was plain to me that morning that his counsel had been wise. I awoke heavily

from a heavy sleep, and as soon as I tried to read I found that the letters were blurred. Obedient to

my master's advice, I decided to spend the day in the open. Setting forth instantly, I made my first

visit to the older parts of the little town. To stretch my limbs, I climbed the hundreds of steps leading to the top of the church tower, and thence caught sight of a little lake shining in a green expanse. Born and bred on the seacoast, I was passionately devoted to swimming, and the sight of the water was enough to make me long for a dip. On the shores of the lake, I found a bathing establishment. As soon as I was in the water, I began to feel my strength renewed. My muscles, unused for weeks, rejoiced in their activity. The play of sunshine and wind and spray on my naked body had within half an hour made me, as of old, a careless young fellow apt for any folly. Forgotten were books and sciences. With the unrestrained fervour characteristic of my temperament, I gave myself up to the delights of an exercise from which I had long been debarred. I had been two hours in the water; had taken perhaps thirty headers from the spring-board, discharging and renewing my energies in the plunge; twice I had swum across the lake and back, and was still far from being tired out. My muscles were tense, awaiting some new test. I was agog for adventure.

 

At this moment, from the ladies' bathing house close at hand, came the jar of the spring-board. I

looked round, and saw a graceful feminine form in the act of diving. There was a splash, a moment's pause. Then the well-knit figure reappeared, and with vigorous strokes the swimmer made for an islet in the middle of the lake.

 

"After her! Catch her!" came the impulse, and in an instant I suited the action to the thought. My

quarry, noting the pursuit, and ready as I was for a race, used her start to good advantage, circled the

islet, and made swiftly for the shore. Perceiving her intention, I swam more strongly than ever, and

had almost overhauled her when she dived, only to appear close to the barrier of the women's section, where I could not follow her. She climbed the wooden steps, dripping, and pausing a moment for breath. Then she turned, to look down triumphantly at me discomfited, and smiling roguishly. I could not see her face clearly, because of the direction of the sunlight and the way she was wearing her cap – but her expression of victorious amusement was unmistakable.

 

I was both annoyed and delighted. For the first time since leaving Berlin I had received a challenging glance from a woman. Perhaps there was an adventure afoot. With three strokes I reached the men's section, and dressed without stopping to dry myself, for I was in a great hurry to be at the entrance gate in good time. I waited ten minutes before my rival in the swimming bout appeared. Light of foot, she quickened her pace when she saw me, her obvious intention being to make it impossible for me to speak to her. She walked as vigorously as she swam, and I had to put my best foot foremost to overtake her without making myself too conspicuous. At length, at a turn in the road, I caught up with her, took off my hat with a flourish, and before I had looked her in the face, asked her if I might accompany her. She glanced at me mockingly and, without slackening her pace in the least, she answered: "I don't mind, if I am not walking too fast for you.I am in a tremendous hurry."

 

Encouraged by her composure, I grew bolder, and asked a dozen inquisitive and for the most part

foolish questions, which she answered with such amazing candour that my advances were checked.

My experiences in Berlin had accustomed me to a simulated resistance, and this free-and-easy conversation during a walk at top speed was new to me. For the second time, therefore, I had the feeling that in her I had met more than my match. Worse was yet to come! Pressing my indiscreet

enquiries, I asked where she lived. Thereupon she turned her hazel eyes full upon me, and answered

with a smile that she made no attempt to hide : "I am one of your nearest neighbours."

 

I stared at her, taken aback. Her eyes flashed at me once more, to see if her shaft had gone home.

It had, indeed! My Berlinese assurance forsook me. I asked her, stammeringly, whether I was making myself a nuisance to her.

 

"Not at all," she said with a laugh. "Only two streets farther, so we may as well keep together."

 

My head was in a whirl. I could hardly walk. But to retreat at this juncture would have been even

more galling. I, therefore, continued to walk beside her until we reached the house where I lodged.

There she stopped, held out her hand, and said lightly:

"Thank you for walking home with me. My husband is expecting you at six this evening."

 

I flushed all over with shame. Before I could say a word of excuse she had tripped upstairs, while I

stood there pondering over the idiocies I had been uttering. I had asked her, as if she had been a shop girl, whether she would come for an excursion with me next Sunday; I had complimented her on her figure; I had pulled out the sentimental stop and spoken of myself as a lonely student. I was sick with rage at my own folly. She had gone home laughing at me, gone to relate my tomfoolery to her husband, to the man whose good opinion I valued above all others. I would rather have been stripped and flogged through the market-place than be made to seem ridiculous in his eyes.

 

Terrible were the hours I passed wandering the streets till evening came. A thousand times I pictured to myself how he would receive me with a delicately sarcastic smile-for he was a master in the arts of sarcasm and irony, could heat a witticism white hot. No condemned man mounting the scaffold can have felt more miserable than I did as I went upstairs to his flat. Trying to choke down my discomposure, I entered his study. My confusion was increased by a sound from the next room, the whisk of a skirt as I fancied. No doubt she was listening there to gloat over my embarrassment, to delight in hearing me given a good dressing-down.

 

At length my teacher came in. "What is the matter," he asked anxiously. "You look so pale."

I said there was nothing amiss, and waited for the blow. It did not come. He talked in his usual way of the abstract matters in which he was interested. Neither his words nor his tone of voice betrayed

sarcasm; there were no covert allusions. With astonishment, and then with delight, I realized that

she had not said a word to him.

 

At eight o'clock came her knock at the door. I bade farewell to my teacher, and my heart was once

more in my mouth. As I came out, she passed down the passage. I said good evening, and she greeted me with a friendly smile. My heart sang within me, for I interpreted this forgiveness as a pledge—a pledge of continued silence.

 

From that hour my attention took a new turn. Hitherto, in boyish veneration and devotion, I had

regarded my teacher almost as if he were a spirit from another world, and had therefore completely

forgotten to observe his private, his earthly life. With the extravagance characteristic of idolization,

I had assumed his existence to be remote from the daily institutions of our methodically ordered world. Just as little as a young man who has fallen in love for the first time ventures in imagination to strip the object of his affections and to regard her as naturally as the thousands of other bodiced and skirted beings who come into his ken, just so little had I dared to direct a stealthy glance towards his private life. I looked upon him as a sublimated being, detached from the trivial and the circumstantial; a messenger of the word; an embodiment of the creative spirit.

 

Now, in the tragi-comical adventure I have described, his wife had crossed my path. I could no

longer refrain from the close contemplation of his domesticities. In spite of myself, I had a restless inclination to spy upon his doings. The immediate result of these investigations was to complicate my picture of him, for his private life was a strange one, was almost alarmingly enigmatical.

 

Ere long I was invited to dinner. When I saw the pair together, I could not but realize that there was something amiss in their relationship, and the impression grew when I became more closely acquainted with the inner circles of the household. It was not that in word or deed there was any obvious sign of tension or of mutual hostility. The very absence of any such signs was so remarkable. That was the enigma. The all-pervading apathy, the lack of feeling, made the atmosphere more oppressive than any amount of quarrelling, any storm of declared enmity, or any signs of suppressed animosity. Outwardly, there was nothing to show that either of the two harboured a sense of irritation towards the other. Nevertheless I had a growing conviction that each lived utterly aloof.

When, as rarely happened, they spoke to one another, this verbal intercourse was fugitive, was carried on (so to speak) at arm's length. They never seemed to be walking side by side cordially, hand in hand. Even towards me, when I was at table with the pair, my teacher was chary of words. The conversation dried up. A heavy silence ensued, a silence which no one ventured to break, a silence which burdened my spirit for hours after the ordeal was over.

 

Above all, I was painfully impressed by the man's loneliness. Expansive though he was by temperament, he had no friends. His pupils were his only associates, and his sole consolation. His intercourse with his academic colleagues was on the plane of formal civility, nothing more. He never dined or supped with any of them. For days together, he would leave his flat only to go to the university. He kept thoughts and feelings to himself, seeking no outlet in conversation or in writing.

 

Now I was able to understand the eruptive character of his discourses in our student circle. It was then that, after long brooding, he gave vent to all the ideas he had been turning over in his mind. They broke forth with vehement impetuosity. He was like a spirited horse when it is first taken out after being confined to the stable. That is why, when the springs of silence had been at length unsealed, the pent-up waters gushed forth in so impetuous a torrent of words.

 

At home he rarely spoke, and least of all to his wife. Raw youth though I was, it was plain to me

that there was a shadow between these two, an impalpable and invisible but insuperable barrier. For

the first time I became aware that in marriage there may be, and often is, a core of mystery. As if a

pentacle had been drawn on the threshold, his wife never ventured within the precincts of his study

without special invitation – this symbolizing the wayin which she was completely shut out from his intellectual world. Nor would my teacher ever allow any conversation about his work to be continued in her presence. Most embarrassing to me was the way in which, when she entered the room, he would suddenly cut himself short in the middle of an animated sentence. In this respect, his manner was frankly contemptuous. There was no civil endeavour to conceal the slight. It was as if the door had been slammed in her face, though she made as if she had not noticed the affront. She was a high-spirited young woman. Lithe and slender, nimble and light of foot, she tripped easily up and down the stairs, always busy and yet with plenty of time to spare.

 

She often went to the theatre, and participated actively in various kinds of outdoor exercise. Never-

theless, though she must by now have been about five-and-thirty, she appeared to have no interest in

books, household affairs, indoor life, tranquil contemplation. She did not seem to be at ease unless (a song or a laugh on her lips, a quip on her ready tongue) she was footing it in the dance, swimming in the lake, taking a brisk walk, working off steam in one way or another. She would never talk seriously to me, preferring to tease me as if I were a hobbledehoy, or at most to vie with me in some feat of strength or test of endurance. Her joy in the healthy life of the senses was in such perplexing contrast with the retiring habits of my teacher, with his exclusive interest in the things of the mind, that again and again I racked my brains in the endeavour to puzzle out what could have brought these two antagonistic natures together. In actual fact, this strange contrast was helpful to me, personally. When, after a spell of hard mental work, I had a talk with her, it was as if a heavy helmet had been lifted from my brow. I came back from an ecstatic absorption in the things of the spirit to move once more through the everyday world, where daylight hues prevailed. The cheerful amenities of ordinary life came into their own; and laughter, which in my teacher's stimulating presence I had almost forgotten, brought me an agreeable relaxation from the overmastering oppression of the spiritual. She and I were young comrades together. Precisely because

she would only talk to me about unimportant matters, or because we went to the theatre together, our association was free from all elements of tension.

 

There was only one thing that could interfere with the unrestraint of our companionship – the mention of his name. Whenever I spoke of him, she dammed up my interest or my curiosity with a wall of hostile silence; or, if I let myself go in my enthusiasm about him, she would freeze me with a half smile. She never took me into her confidence; she would never speak of him. As he had shut her out of his life, so had she, as decisively though in a different way, shut him out of hers. The house which had sheltered the pair for fifteen years kept its secrets well.

 

The more impenetrable this mystery, the more exasperating it became. A curtain was drawn across

the reality of their life together, and yet I saw it stirred again and again by the breath of what lay behind. Often I seemed to be on the trail, and then the solution would escape me. Again and again this happened; never could I get a grip upon what I sought. To the young, what can be more disturbing, what more unsettling and tantalizing, than the play of vague suspicions? The fancy, ceasing to wander in the void, concentrates upon a definite aim, and luxuriates in the febrile pleasures of the chase. In those days, I developed new senses: a new ear-drum, which intercepted with unwonted delicacy every whisper of sound; a sharp-sighted eye, full of suspicion; a curiosity which rummaged every corner and burrowed in the darkness. My nerves were on edge, as again and again I thought I had discovered a clue, only to find that it led nowhere.

 

Looking back, however, I cannot blame myself for that breathless curiosity. There was nothing base about it. What stimulated all my perceptions was not a lustful inquisitiveness, not an eager but

shameful longing to detect a venerated person in some mean action. What moved me was a secret

anxiety, a puzzled and hesitant compassion, which led me to the vague and painful conviction that my teacher and his wife were both mutely suffering.

 

The nearer I came to him, the more distressingly was I aware of the shadow on his beloved face; the more plainly did I perceive the signs of a noble melancholy nobly mastered, of a melancholy which

never degenerated into sullenness, petulance, or anger. Whereas at first I had been drawn to him by his torrential eloquence, now, when I knew him better, what chiefly impressed me and grieved me was his reticence, his veiled unhappiness. Nothing moves young people so much as to witness a sublime and virile gloom. Michelangelo's thinker staring down into the abyss of his own thoughts, Beethoven's poignantly drawn lips; these tragical masks of universal suffering touch the crude emotions of youth far more than Mozart's silver melodies or the crystalline light that radiates from Leonardo's figures.

 

Being itself beauty, youth has no need of transfiguration. In the superabundance of its vital forces, it is allured by the tragical, and in its inexperience, is prone to accept the embraces of melancholy. That, too, is why youth is always ready for danger, and ever willing to extend a brotherly hand towards mental pain.

 

This was the first time I had ever seen intense suffering of such a kind. Grown to manhood in the

easy circumstances of the middle class, trouble had come into my ken only under the ludicrous mask of common life: clad as ill-humour; wearing the yellow robe of envy; or jingling its loose coins. But the sorrows I was not witnessing were compounded – this was plain to me from the first-of nobler elements. Often when I went to his room, and, in his abstraction, he failed to answer my knock (so that, ashamed and confused, I had to enter uninvited, and surprised him in his brooding), it seemed to me as if the occupant of the study was only Wagner, the wraith, wearing Faust's bodily vesture, while Faust's spirit was gliding through fathomless abysses and dread Walpurgis nights. At such moments, my teacher was dead to the world. He did not pay heed to my footsteps when I drew near, or answer my timid greeting. When, at length, he came to himself, he would say a few perfunctory words to cover his embarrassment; would walk up and down the room and speak of indifferent matters to ward off questions. For a long time the shadow would remain on his face, and would not be dispelled until our conversation had become animated.

 

Often enough he must have noticed that I was deeply affected at the sight of his troubles. My demeanour must have shown that I was longing to share, and thus perhaps to lighten, his sorrows. He must have realized this, for at times he would break off our lively conversation to look at me fixedly and affectionately, so that I was overwhelmed by the cordiality of his troubled gaze. At such times he would take my hand in his and would hold it while my disquiet grew. From moment to moment I thought: "Now, now, now at last he will speak."

 

But, instead, there would come a brusque gesture; or a chilling and maybe sarcastic word. He, though himself prone to enthusiasm, though he had awakened and fostered enthusiasm in me, would then suddenly expunge it as if it had been a mistake in a badly written exercise. The more obvious my craving for his confidence, the more grimly would he keep me at a distance, saying coldly that I did not understand what I was talking about and should avoid exaggeration – cutting phrases which filled me with despair. How I suffered under these sudden transitions, when he changed in a moment from hot to cold, chilling me after he himself had heated me, crushing my impetuosity when he had just been stimulating it with his own! Such experiences were horrible, and made me feel that the more I strove towards intimacy the more harshly did he thrust me back. His secret was his own, and he would have me know that I was to keep my distance.

 

For there was a secret. My conviction grew. A strange, a sinister secret was shrouded in the depths of this man who exercised so magical a charm. His fugitive glances showed that there was something hidden: his ardent advances were countered by shy retreats when, gratefully, I came half way to meet him. That there was a secret was shown by the occasional bitterness of his wife's expression; by the reserve of his fellow-townsmen when he was spoken of; by the indignation some of them gave vent to when he was praised; by a hundred remarkable instances. How great was my chagrin to discover, after fancying that I had entered the innermost circles of such a being, that I was merely wandering in the outer pathways of a labyrinth, with no clue leading to the heart of the maze.

 

What I found most inexplicable were his escapades. One morning, there was a notice on the door

of the theatre to the effect that there would be no lecture for two days. The other students took it as a matter of course; but I, who had been with him overnight, was afraid that he must have been taken

ill. I hurried home to enquire. His wife met my alarmed questioning with a wry smile. "This is nothing out of the common," she said coldly. "You've not got used to it yet.”

 

Talking the matter over with my fellow-students I learned that it was, in fact, common enough for

him to disappear without warning, and to send a wire in excuse for his absence. On one of these occasions, a student had met him at four in the morning in the streets of Berlin; another time he had been seen in a provincial town, in a tavern. In general, however, no one knew where he went. He vanished suddenly for a day or two, that was all.

 

This unexpected development made me feel positively ill, and during the two days he was away I

wandered restlessly about, unable to work. With him away, my studies seemed unmeaning. My mind grew weary in its ceaseless round of jealous suppositions. I was filled with mingled hatred and wrath because he shut himself away from me, and because I, who was so eager for his confidence, should know no more of his real life than an outsider. Vainly did I continue to remind myself that a student had no right to hold him to account for his doings; that, in his kindness, he had already done a hundred times more for me than the duties of his professorial position demanded. Reason was powerless; passion guided my footsteps. A dozen times a day, dolt that I was, I went to ask if he had returned – only to stop my fruitless enquiries when his wife's negative answers grew snappish. I lay awake half the night listening for his footfall on the stair; and next morning I prowled round the door, not venturing to ask again whether he was back. When at length, on the third day, he unexpectedly entered my room, I gasped. He was obviously annoyed by the signs of my emotion, and hastened to turn the matter off indifferently. But he avoided my eyes, and our conversation was a halting one. Though we were both careful to make no allusion to his absence, what was unexpressed became a hidden barrier. No sooner had he gone, than curiosity flamed up within me, and thenceforward it monopolized my thoughts by day and my dreams by night. This longing for intimate knowledge dominated me for weeks. My whole being yearned towards the fiery core whose existence I sensed beneath the rocky silence. At length, in a happy hour, came my first entry into his inner world.

 

I had been sitting in his room till the light faded. Then he went to a locked bookcase, and took from

it a volume of Shakespeare's sonnets. First of all he read me some of them, and reproduced their pithy metaphors in an improvised translation. Passing on to comment, he deciphered their almost impenetrable meaning, throwing so magical a light on the subject that even amid my fascination and happiness I was filled with concern that his wisdom should find expression only in fugitive spoken words. I plucked up courage to ask him why he had never finished his magnum opus, his history of the Globe Theatre. I was taken aback to find that involuntarily I had thrust my finger into a wound. The expression on his face made this plain. He stood up, and for a long time paced to and fro in silence. Then he came close to me, and looked at me earnestly, but foundit difficult to speak. Finally he said: "I cannot write a great work, not now. The day for that is over. Only youth could plan so boldly. I have no staying power left. I have become (why should I hide it from you?) a man of spasmodic moments, and am not capable of persistent effort. I used to be more energetic, but those days have gone for ever. I can only talk. Then, sometimes, I get carried away. But to sit at my desk working day after day, always alone, always alone; that has become impossible."

 

His gesture of resignation moved me deeply. I returned to the charge, saying that it behoved him

to write down in black and white what he was able, from day to day, to put before us so admirably by word of mouth; that it behoved him, not merely to expound another's thoughts, but to give shape to the creations of his own mind.

 

"I cannot write," he wearily repeated. "I lack the power of concentration."

 

"Why not dictate, then," I eagerly enquired. "Dictate to me," I implored. "Give it a trial. Probably it will be enough to dictate the beginning. Then you will be able to go ahead by yourself. Please try

dictating. Do it for my sake!"

 

He stood up, his face a blend of amazement and delight. Then he fell to musing. He was turning the

matter over in his mind. "For your sake? Do you really think that it could matter to any one; that any one would be interested if I, now that I am an old man, should set to work again upon my book?"

 

Plainly, he was inclined to accede to my suggestion. His expression grew animated and hopeful.

"Do you really think it would be any good," he repeated dubiously. Then, impulsively, "Well, we'll

try! Youth is always right. Those who follow the counsels of youth are wise."

 

My outburst of joy and triumph seemed to invigorate him. He walked briskly up and down, as

excited as a boy. We agreed that he should dictate to me every evening at nine, immediately after supper, for an hour. Next evening we began.

 

How can I describe these hours? I was waiting for them throughout the day. Already in the afternoon my pulses were throbbing with impatience, so that I could hardly bear the hours till night fell. Immediately after supper we went to his study. I sat at the writing table, while he walked up and down behind me, restlessly at first, settling down to a rhythmic gait as he warmed to his subject. He would find some bold metaphor, would describe some plastic situation. These would be the starting points whence, with growing excitement, he would move rapidly forward into a dramatized scene. Then the elemental force of creative energy would flash through these improvisations. I can recall lines that seemed to be the strophes of an iambic poem; and other passages which poured forth in cascades of vivid enumeration like Homer's catalogue of the ships or the barbaric chants of Walt Whitman. This was the first time that I, a young and unformed man, had been vouchsafed a sight into the mystery of production. I saw how the thought, shapeless and intensely hot, was poured like molten bell-metal forth from the cauldron of impulsive excitement; how it gradually took shape as it cooled; how its form was perfected; how at length the meaning was clarified so that just as the clapper makes the bell sound, so the finished phrases gave expression to the heartfelt imaginings of the thinker. As each phrase grows out of rhythm, each depiction out of scenically composed imagery, so did my teacher's finished work grow,with no verbal artifices, out of a pæan, out of a pæan to the sea as the mundane visible and palpable form of the infinite, moving on in waves from distance to distance, looking up to the heights and concealing the depths – and betwixt heights and depths playing (in a way fraught with meaning and yet void of meaning) with human destiny, without frail mortal barques. This metaphor of the sea was followed by a splendid description of tragedy as the elemental force which dominates our blood, intoxicatingly and destructively. Then the imagery became concentrated on one particular country.

 

England rose before our eyes; the island girdled by the stormy waters in which all the continents of the globe are laved. In that sea-girt isle, the ocean holds sway. The cold and clear gaze of the watery element is reflected in the eyes of the inhabitants. Every one of the dwellers in that land is one of the sea-folk, is himself an island. The storms and dangers of the sea have left their mark, and live on

today in these English, whose ancestors for centuries were vikings and sea-raiders. Now peace broods over the isle. But the dwellers therein, used to storms, crave for the life of the sea with its daily perils. When it is denied them, they create its stormy likeness for themselves in blood-sports. They build wooden lists for beast-baiting. The voluptuous horror of the spectators is stimulated in bestial fashion by watching cock-fights or by looking on while bears are torn by dogs. Soon there is a demand for a loftier tension of the senses, such as can be derived from the spectacle of heroic human conflicts. Thus there grows out of the medieval religious mysteries, the great drama of human effort, in which the adventures and the voyages of earlier days are depicted – voyages no longer sailed on a real sea, but on the inner sea of man's feelings. A new infinity, another ocean with spring tides of passion and an uprush of the spirit; a determination to steer a course through the waters on which heretofore they were driven at the mercy of winds and waves – such are the new longings of the late-born and vigorous Anglo-Saxon race. Such is the origin of the Elizabethan drama.

 

Now, as he hurled himself into the description of this barbaric prime, his language became more

richly figurative, while his voice gathered strength and grew sonorous. The room seemed too small for the passion that stirred the speaker. I heard the roar of the sea and the whistling of the wind; I was in the very heart of the storm. Bent there over the table, writing for dear life, it seemed to me that I was standing once again on the dunes near my home, listening to the thunder of the waves, and scarcely able to breathe as I faced the blast and the spindrift. Astonished, alarmed, and yet delighted, I realized for the first time in my life the awe that broods over the birth of such a man and of so mighty a word.

 

When my teacher brought the dictation to a close at some splendid moment in which inspiration was magnificently outrunning coldly scientific content, and in which thought was flaming into poesy, I was overwhelmed with fatigue. This fatigue was of a very different type from his exhaustion. In him there had been a discharge, a full release of tension; but I, over whom the waves of his thought had been dashing, was battered and buffeted. For both of us, a subsiding phase of gentle converse was essential, if rest and sleep were to become possible.

 

When I had left him, I usually reread my shorthand notes. How strange it was! Hardly had the signs

transformed themselves into words, when my breath, my voice, became those of another. I might

have been a changeling! I found myself imitating his diction and intonation, as though he were speaking through my mouth. All this happened forty years ago, and yet to-day, in the middle of one of my lectures, when my tongue runs away with me I become aware that I myself am not speaking, but that someone else is speaking through my mouth. I recognize the dear voice of a dead man, of one who, now, can draw breath only through my lips. Whenever enthusiasm wings my thought, I am he. Those hours of dictation made an imprint on me for life. The work grew, grew around me like a forest, gradually shutting out the view of the outer world. I lived within myself, within the darkness of the house, behind the rustling foliage of the expanding

work, in the comprehensive and cordial presence of this man.

 

Apart from the few hours spent in attending lectures, my whole day was devoted to him. I took my meals with him and his wife. By day and by night, messages went up and down stairs between his flat and my room. We had keys to one another's doors, so that he could find me whenever he pleased without having to trouble the deaf old landlady.

 

The more I became involved in this new community, the more completely was I severed from the outer world; while sharing the warmth of that inner sphere, I also shared the chill isolation of his secluded existence. My fellow-students without exception were somewhat cold and even contemptuous in their manner towards me. I could not tell whether they had passed some secret judgment on me, or whether they were merely jealous at my teacher's manifest preference for me; in any case, they would have nothing to do with me, and in the afternoon discussions they avoided speaking to me or greetingme – it would seem by general agreement. Even the professors regarded me with hostility. When, on one occasion, I asked the instructor of Romance literature for information about some minor point, he fobbed me off with a sarcasm: "Since you are an

intimate of Professor K., you ought to be fully informed about the matter."

I cudgelled my brains in vain, attempting to puzzle out why I had been sent to Coventry in this way. The fact remained. Since I had become so closely associated with the two solitaries, I myself had had isolation thrust upon me.

 

This social lock-out troubled me very little, now that my interest was wholly engrossed by the things of the spirit; but, as time went on, the continuous strain of the work had a bad effect on my nerves. There are debauches of the mind as well as of the body; and one who indulges in intellectual excesses for weeks without pause, will have to pay for it. I had changed my mode of life too suddenly, had rushed from one extreme to the other, and outraged nature demanded her rights. During my loose life in Berlin I had had plenty of exercise running after women, and my amusements had left no tensions undischarged. Now my over-stimulated senses suffered in the oppressive atmosphere of seclusion. After our spells of dictation, I would sit up till the small hours

copying my notes, doing this for my own pleasure, eager to give my beloved teacher the finished manuscript at the earliest possible moment. In spite of this, or presumably because of this, I could not sleep when at length I went to bed. My lectures at the university, at which I put in a perfunctory attendance, made further demands upon my energies.

 

Then there were the conversations with my teacher, and these were a much greater tax upon me, for I strained every nerve to show myself continually receptive. At length my body began to resent these exactions. I had several fainting fits, warning signs which I ignored, with the result that I became more and more tired out. My nerves were increasingly irritable, and my powers of concentration began to suffer.

 

The first person to remark upon the risk to which I was exposing myself was my teacher's wife. I had several times noticed her looking at me anxiously. Then she began to intersperse her conversation with such remarks as that it was a mistake to try and conquer the world in one term. Then she spoke more plainly. It was on a fine Sunday, when she found me pouring over a grammar. She snatched the book away from me.

"Enough for to-day! How can a young and active man like you make a slave of himself from ambition? Don't take my husband as an example; he is old. You must live in a different way."

 

Whenever she spoke of him, it was with an undertone of contempt, which always pricked my devotion and roused my anger. Deliberately, inspired (so I thought) by a wrong-headed jealousy, she tried to keep me away from him, and she made mock of my extravagant zeal. If, in the evenings, he went on too long with his dictation, she would knock briskly at the door, and, indifferent to his annoyance, would insist on our stopping our work.

 

"If he goes on like this, you'll have a nervous breakdown," she once said to me bitterly when she

found me utterly tired out. "What a terrible effect he has had upon you in these few weeks! I can't

bear to watch you ruining your health like this. Besides…"

 

She did not finish the sentence. She pressed her lips tightly together in restrained anger. It was true that my teacher did not give me an easy time. The more fervently I devoted myself to his service, the more indifferently did he accept my aid. Rarely did he thank me. When, early in the morning, I brought him the manuscript I had been writing half through the night, he would take it from me with the dry remark: "To-morrow would have done just as well."

 

If my eagerness ran away with me and led me to offer unsolicited service, I was usually met with a curt refusal. When, humiliated and confused, I shrank back into myself, as likely as not he would

smile at me cordially once more, attempting to console me. Such moments of geniality were rare, so

rare! These alternations of heat and cold, of cordiality and standoffishness, so completely undermined my self-control that I longed – nay, how can I say in plain words what I longed for, what sign of active sympathy my overstrained enthusiasm led me to crave? When a man has a passion for a woman, and when that passion is of such a nature that he regards her with reverent admiration as an image of purity, none the less, in the unconscious, his desires turn towards bodily fulfilment, none the less the goal of physical possession is prefigured in the deepest recesses of his imagination. But when the passion is confined to the realm of the spirit, and, in that realm, is a man's passion for a man, how can it seek fulfilment? Unrestingly, the fancy wanders over the honoured form, flaming up again and again to fresh ecstasy, but never finding repose in a last surrender. It flows on without pause in a current that can never empty the reservoir from which it

comes. This passion is insatiable, as the spirit invariably is.

 

Thus I could never have enough of being near to him; could never, in our long conversations, find fulfilment in his presence. Even when he seemed to have thrown aside all his reserves, I knew that at any moment he might suddenly put me at my distance once more. These changes in the emotional weather were constantly upsetting me. I do not exaggerate when I say that in my excessive sensitiveness I was often on the verge of behaving like a fool simply because he would lay aside a book carelessly after glancing at a passage to which I had drawn his attention; or because, after we had been in intimate converse and after he had affectionately laid his hand on my shoulder, he would suddenly jump to his feet and say brusquely: "You'd better be off now. It's very late. Good

night!"

 

Such trifles would upset my balance for hours or days. It may well be that in my nervous and irritable condition I was on the lookout for slights, and saw them where they did not exist. These belated explanations and exculpations do not lessen the turmoil I experienced at the time. The torture was repeated day after day. I glowed when he allowed me to draw near, and I shivered when he kept me at a distance; I was perpetually disappointed by his reserve, was never tranquillized, was perplexed by every chance happening.

 

Now comes a strange thing to record. Whenever my feelings had been wounded by his behaviour, I

fled for consolation to his wife. Perhaps I was driven by a half-understood longing for the companionship of one who suffered like me from being kept at arm's length. Maybe, however, there was nothing more at work than the need for friendly converse; the need to find, if not a helper, at least some one who would understand. Whatever the explanation, I fled to her as to a secret ally. As a rule she laughed my pique away, or declared with a shrug that I ought by this time to have got used to his peculiarities. Sometimes, however, she took the matter seriously, and regarded me with a look of wonder in her eyes when I came to her in despair, almost in tears, hardly able to speak, bursting with suppressed reproaches. On these occasions, she would not say a word, but her face beamed with compassion, and it was plain to me she had to exercise all her powers of self-control in order to keep her thoughts to herself. She, too, had a secret. Presumably it was one common to herself and to her husband. But whereas he bluntly repelled me when I pressed too near it, her usual resource was a jest or a prank which turned me aside from my quest.

 

Once only I was on the point of inducing her to speak. That morning, when I brought my teacher the transcript, I could not refrain from telling him how profoundly moved I had been by his description of Marlowe. In my exuberance I added that no one else in the world could pen so masterly a portrait. Thereupon he bit his lip, threw the manuscript on to the table, and muttered contemptuously: "Don't talk such nonsense! What do you understand as yet about mastery?"

 

These words (which I now know to have been uttered merely as a mask) were enough to darken

the day for me. That afternoon, when I was spending an hour with his wife, I had a fit of hysterics,

seized her hands, and said: "Tell me, why does he hate me? Why does he despise me so? What harm have I done him? Why does everything I say annoy him? Help me! Tell me what I had better do. Why is it that he can't bear the sight of me? Tell me! Please tell me!"

 

At this wild outburst, she stared at me in perplexity. "Can't bear the sight of you?" She laughed as

she spoke; a shrill and ill-natured laugh, which made me draw back in alarm. "Can't bear the sight of you?" She repeated the question and looked at me wrathfully. Then she leaned forward; her face

softened; for the first time she stroked my hair. "You are really a child, a foolish little child. You

see nothing and know nothing. So much the better. Were it otherwise, you would suffer still more."

She turned away. Vainly did I seek consolation.

 

Like one tied up inside the black sack of a nightmare, I struggled vainly for an outlet, an explanation, an awakening from the enigma of this conflict of feelings.

 

Four months had passed, and the term was drawing to a close. I looked forward with dread to the

approaching vacation, for I loved my purgatory, whereas the dull domesticity of my home life would be a banishment and a deprivation. I had begun to think of telling my parents that important work would keep me where I was. Lies and subterfuges could be skilfully interwoven to prolong the absorbing relationship. But the day and hour of separation had long ere this been written. They hung over me invisibly as the stroke of noon impends in the belfry until the mighty waves of sound ring forth,summoning to work or giving the signal for departure.

 

How beautiful was the onset of that fateful evening, how treacherously beautiful! I had been sitting

with the pair at supper. The windows were wide open, and through them could be seen the darkling

sky in which majestic clouds sailed by; something limpid and serene radiated from these luminous

masses, searching and stimulating the depths of one's being. My teacher's wife and I had been chatting pleasantly. He himself had been silent; but his silence brooded peacefully over our conversation..In stolen glances I saw that he, too, was serene; his mind was active but not restless, its movements attuned to that of the summer clouds that were drifting by. From time to time he lifted his glass of wine and held it against the light, rejoicing in the colour. When he saw my pleasure as I watched his movements he smiled at me, and waved the glass towards me in greeting.

 

Rarely had I seen his face so free from care, his aspect so composed. He was almost cheerful, as if he were listening to distant music or to the converse of invisible speakers. His lips, which in general were subject to little waves of nervous twitchings, were calm and placid, and his forehead, now that he turned towards the window, mirrored the soft light that still streamed in, and looked to me more lovely than ever. It was wonderful to see him so content. Did this content come to him as a harmonious outpouring of the mild summer evening, or was it the fruit of some consolation radiating from within? I could not tell. By this time I was able to read his face like a book, and I was

sure that today a kindly god had smoothed away his cares.

 

With unwonted ceremoniousness, he now stood up and invited me to come to his study. Then, turning back to the cupboard, he took another bottle of wine from the shelf, and carried it musingly away with him. His wife, like me, was impressed by the strangeness of his manner. Looking up in astonishment from her sewing, she watched us curiously as we left the room.

 

The study was, as usual, dimly lighted by a well-shaded lamp, which threw a golden circle upon the

white paper that awaited me on the writing table. I read aloud the last sentences from the manuscript. He always needed this, like the note from a tuning-fork, to start the flow of his thoughts. But whereas, as a rule, the response was immediate, on this occasion it did not come. Silence diffused itself through the room, a tense silence – except for his nervous footfall as he paced up and down behind me. Then, his voice vibrating with emotion, he said: "Read it once more."

 

When I had done so, he began to dictate, quickly and firmly. In a few sentences, the scene was set. He had been dealing with the cultural antecedents of the drama; had been giving a fresco of the time, a sketch of its history. Now he turned to the theatre, and showed how the strolling players of the Middle Ages had at length settled down and built themselves permanent homes, chartered and privileged; the Curtain Theatre, the Rose, the Fortune, and others. Wooden booths for wooden plays! Then the carpenters made a larger theatre, suited to the accommodation of the growing drama. It was on the south shore of the Thames, its foundation of piles driven into the mud, a hexagon without, circular within, and open to the weather; but the stage was sheltered by some roofing. This was the Globe Theatre, on whose boards Shakespeare, the master dramatist, acted. As if cast up by the sea, a strange ship, flying the red flag, it lies there on the Thames mud. The pit is thronged with a noisy crowd of the common people; dockside loafers they might be. In the galleries the gentry are laughing and chattering as they look down on the stage. Impatiently they clamour for the start. They stamp noisily, knock on the floor with the pommels of their swords, until at length the stage is lighted by a couple of flares. Figures, costumed haphazard, appear to play an apparently improvised comedy. Then (I can still recall his actual words), "there suddenly begins to blow that storm of phrases, begins to rage that boundless sea of passion, whose waves moved out from this wooden shore to all times, and to all regions of the human heart, inexhaustible and unfathomable, comic and tragic, infinitely manifold, archetypal of mankind: the English theatre; Shakespeare's drama.”

 

With this vigorous picture, the flow of words came to an end. A long and oppressive silence followed. I turned round to see what was amiss. My teacher was standing in an attitude familiar to me by now, an attitude of fatigue, one hand gripping a corner of the table. The rigidity of his posture was alarming. Afraid that he was ill, I jumped up and anxiously enquired whether I was to stop writing. He stared at me breathlessly, still rigid for a while. At length his pose relaxed, and the light came back into his eyes. He moved towards me, saying impressively: "Don't you understand?"

 

"What do you mean?" I stammered.

He took a deep breath, smiled at me with a tender and caressive expression which had been absent

from his face for months, and said: "The first part is finished!"

 

I was in the mood to shout for joy in my delight and surprise. Absorbed in my work as amanuensis,

I had failed to realize the progress of the book. There was the edifice, splendidly constructed. The

stage was set, ready for the entrance of Marlowe, Ben Jonson, and Shakespeare. The work was celebrating its first birthday. This opening section of one hundred and seventy closely written pages, was the most difficult one. What came next would be an easy matter, for he could give free rein to his creative fancy, hitherto trammelled by having to keep in close touch with the facts of the historical situation. Beyond question, he would finish it, his work, our work!

 

Did I shout; did I dance for joy, pride, happiness? I cannot remember. My enthusiasm must have taken unusual and unexpected forms in its exuberance, for he smiled indulgently at me as I arranged the manuscript, weighed it in my hand, fingered it lovingly, and began to speculate how soon

we could hope to finish the whole. Though his pride and gratification were more restrained, his own feelings were reflected in mine, and he looked at me much moved. Then he came quite close to me, held out both his hands, clasped mine, and stood motionless gazing at me. As he looked at me thus cordially, my whole being was suffused with the glow of an Italian noon. Then he spoke:

"I know that I should never have begun this work but for you. You gave the impetus needed to set my inertia in movement, and it is you who have rescued what remains of my disintegrated and sterile existence. No one else has ever done so much for me. No one else has ever helped me so loyally. It is you, dear lad, whom I have to thank for all this. Come! We will be brothers together for an hour."

 

He drew me to the table, and took up the bottle which was waiting there. He had brought two glasses, foreseeing this little festival as a symbolical expression of his gratitude. I trembled in my delight, for nothing moves us so much as this ardent sense of fulfilment. The signs of intimacy he was now giving, the signs I had unconsciously been craving for, the sense of brotherhood which was to bridge the chasm of the years; how precious they were to me! Then came a little hindrance to the progress of our festival. The bottle of wine and the glasses were ready, but he had forgotten to bring a corkscrew. He moved to fetch one, but I forestalled him. I would fetch it from the dining-room. I opened the door leading into the unlighted passage. My movement was quick and sudden. In the darkness I came into contact with a soft form, which yielded before me. It was my teacher's wife. She had been listening at the door. Though thus taken by surprise, she made no sound, and I was equally silent. We stood there for a moment, both embarrassed. Then I heard her soft tread as she went into the dining-room. She struck a light there, and I saw her facing me as she leaned against the side-board. Her cheeks were pale; she searched me with her eyes; her demeanour conveyed something betwixt a warning and a threat. She said not a word.

 

My hands trembled when, after what seemed a long time, I found the corkscrew. Twice I passed

close to her, and each time as I looked at her I encountered her rigid gaze. There was no trace of

shame in her countenance for that she had been caught eavesdropping. On the contrary, she looked

defiant; her eyes were bright; the implication of her manner was that she intended to go on listening

outside the door. I was perplexed by her composure, by the firmness of her will; was disquieted by her warning glance. When I got back into the study, my intense joy of a few minutes ago had been replaced by anxiety.

 

For his part, he was as cheerful as could be. I had always longed to see him like this, his face free

from care. Now that I had got my wish, the circumstances were such that all my joy had fled, and I

could hardly utter a syllable. I felt chilled and ungracious when he once more thanked me, still addressing me with affectionate intimacy. We clinked glasses. He put his arm round me, and moved towards the sofa, where we sat side by side, his hand in mine. For the first time he seemed unconstrained in his manner towards me. I could not say a word.

 

In spite of myself, I kept glancing at the door, wondering whether she still had her ear at the keyhole. "She is listening," I thought. "She hears every word we say to one another. Why today, of all days?"

 

For now my teacher said: "I want to talk to you about myself, to tell you the story of my youth."

The thought of the unseen listener appalled me, and I refused so hastily that he stared at me in

surprise.

 

"Not to-day," I stammered. "Not to-day. You must excuse me.

 

He looked bewildered, and was obviously a little hurt.

 

"What is the matter," he asked.

 

"I am tired. You must excuse me. I am a little overcome. I think I had better leave you.”

 

I glanced at the door, on the other side of which I pictured the hostile and jealous listener. I had risen to say good night, and now he, too, rose from the sofa. His face had darkened and he

looked weary. "Must you really go already? To-day, of all days?"

 

He was holding my hand, which lay, heavy and inert, in his. Suddenly he dropped it like a stone.

"What a pity," he murmured. "I should have liked to talk freely to you for once. What a pity!"

He sighed deeply, and the sigh seemed to fit through the room like a sombre butterfly. I was

filled with shame and overwhelmed with inexplicable uneasiness. I stole away, and closed the door noiselessly behind me.

 

I groped my way upstairs and flung myself into my bed. But I could not sleep. I had never been more keenly aware how frail a partition separated my dwelling place from theirs. The two down there must be lying awake just as I was, if indeed they had gone to bed. More likely (I saw without seeing, heard without hearing), he was restlessly pacing his study while she was sitting elsewhere in silence, or prowling about and listening. Anyhow, they could not sleep. The thought of their wakefulness intensified my own. The great silent house, full of black shadows, weighed on my spirit like an alp.

 

I threw off the coverlet. My hands were burning. I had been so close to the secret, had felt its hot

breath on my cheek. Now it was far away again. Its shadow, its silent, impenetrable shadow, was still on the prowl, roaming all over the house, stealthily like a cat, jumping on to the furniture and off again, rubbing its electrically charged fur against everything, warm and yet ghostly. It was

eyeing me from the darkness, now soft like the hand he had offered me, now hard like the menacing eyes of his wife. What had I to do with their secret? Why should both of them be content to leave me blindfolded amid the storms of their passions? Why did they persecute me with their inscrutable antagonisms? Why did each of them perplex me with an enigma of scorching wrath and hatred?

 

I was still in a fever, so I sprang out of bed and flung the window wide. I looked forth upon the

peaceful town. There were still lights in some of the windows. Those who sat in the comfortable

rooms would be engaged in cheerful conversation, or reading perhaps, making music or listening to it. In the rooms whose windows were dark, the occupants doubtless were sleeping quietly. Over all these tranquil roofs, tranquillity brooded like the moon wrapped in silver mist. When the church clock struck eleven, the sound did no violence to the peaceful night. But in this house where I dwelt was a sense of uneasy wakefulness, hostile investment by alien thoughts. Vainly I tried to interpret the confused whispers with which the place was filled.

 

Suddenly I started. Was not that a footstep on the stair? Yes, hesitatingly it came, distinguishable

mainly through the creaking of the treads. Whoever was coming, must be coming to me, for besides

myself there was only one occupant of the garret floor, the deaf old woman, who never had any visitors and must have gone to sleep long ago. Was it my teacher? His step was hasty and decisive; the footfalls I now heard were hesitant, furtive. It must be an intruder, a criminal; no friend. I listened in tense expectation; chilly now, though the night was warm.

 

I heard the lock grate gently. The sinister guest must be at my very door. I felt a draught on my bare

toes, showing that the outer door had been opened. No one but my teacher had a key. If it was he, why so timid? Could he be worried about me? Was that why he had come? For what reason should this uninvited guest stop there in the lobby? Like the nocturnal visitor, I stood motionless, for I was

paralysed with horror. I wanted to cry out but my tongue cleaved to the roof of my mouth. I wanted

to open the door, but my feet seemed glued to the boards. Nothing but the panels of my bedroom door separated me from the intruder, but outside "he" stood, motionless, while I stood, palsied, within.

 

Then came a stroke from the belfry. A quarter past eleven. The sound relaxed my tension. I could

move once more, and I wrenched the door open. Yes, it was he, my teacher, holding a candle-

stick. The draught from the opening door distorted the flame of the candle, and his shadow reeled

across the wall like a drunkard. At sight of me, he shrank together like one who is roused from

sleep by a cold blast of air, and, hardly awake, shivering, pulls the bed-clothes more closely round him. Then he stepped back, and, from the guttering candle, grease trickled over his hand. I was terribly alarmed. "What's the matter," I stammered.

 

He looked at me without speaking, came into the room, and placed the candlestick on the chest of

drawers. There the flame steadied itself, and the batlike play of the shadows ceased. After a while

he muttered: "I wanted . . . I wanted.”

Words failed him. He looked like a thief caught red-handed. The situation was intolerable, we stood

confronting one another, both overwhelmed with anxiety, I shivering in my nightshirt, he confused

and shamefaced. Suddenly he pulled himself together, and came up to where I stood. He smiled – an evil, faunlike smile. His eyes glittered, while his lips were tightly pressed together. His face was like a grinning mask.

 

Then he spoke once more.

"What I wanted to say was . . . that my familiarity was a mistake. Better not... Not suitable between a student and his teacher. You understand? . . . We must keep our distance . . . keep our distance . . ."

He looked at me as if he hated me; he seemed filled with malice; his hand was like a vulture's claw. I drew away from him. Was he mad? Was he drunk? He stood there, his fists clenched now, as if he wanted to hurl himself upon me or strike my face.

 

This horrible ordeal lasted but a moment. Then his expression of inveterate hostility vanished. He

turned on his heel; muttered something that sounded like an apology; picked up the candlestick. A black and servile devil, his shadow leapt up the wall again, and ushered him through the doorway. He was gone ere I could say a word. The door slammed behind him, and the stairs creaked as he went quickly and resolutely down.

 

Shall I ever forget that night? Anger alternated with despair. Thoughts shot up in my mind like

rockets, and exploded into nothingness. "Why does he torture me?" I asked myself again and

again. "Why does he hate me so much that he creeps upstairs to my room at night simply in order to

show me his furious hostility?" What could I have done to arouse this feeling? What ought I to do

now? How could I placate him when I did not know what my offence had been? I tossed restlessly in my bed, jumped up, lay down again; I could not rid myself of the spectral vision – my teacher, loathing my presence, turning away from me, leaving me, and, behind him, his huge shadow moving grotesquely along the wall.

 

In the morning, when I woke after a brief and uneasy slumber, my first thought was that I must

have been dreaming. Yet there, on the chest of drawers, were gouts of candle grease to convince

me that my memories were those of real happenings. The thought of the furtive nocturnal visitor still stalked through the sunlit room.

 

I did not go out that morning, for I was afraid of meeting him. I tried to work, to read or to write;

in vain! I was so shaken by my experiences that my hands trembled like aspen leaves. What was I to

do? Oh, what was I to do? My head ached as I thought the matter over again and yet again. Of

one thing I was sure, that I could not bear to meet him until I felt stronger. I lay down once more,

hungry, derelict, unwashed. Once more I pondered the situation. Where was he now? What was he

doing? Was he, too, in torment?

 

I was still lying in dull misery when it struck noon and at length I heard footsteps on the stair. I was

filled with alarm. But the tread was light and swift. Some one knocked at the door. I got up, but did not open it.

"Who is it?"

"Why don't you come down to dinner?" His wife's voice asked the question in a tone of annoy-

ance. "Are you ill?"

"No, no," I hastened to protest. "I'll be down in a moment."

 

What could I do but dress as quickly as possible and go downstairs? I clung to the banister.

I entered the dining-room. Only two places were set, and at one of them she was sitting. She asked

gently: "Why didn't you come down before?"

 

His place was empty. I felt the blood rush to my head. What was the meaning of his absence? Was

he as loath to meet me as I was to meet him? Was he ashamed of himself, or was it that he would no

longer sit at table with me? At last I summoned up courage to ask whether the professor was not coming to dinner. She looked at me in astonishment.

"Didn't you know that he had gone away this morning?"

 

"Gone away," I stammered. "Where to?"

Her face darkened.

"He did not think fit to tell me. I suppose he's gone on one of his usual jaunts." Then she looked at

me questioningly. "But how is it that you didn't know? He went up to see you last night. I supposed

it had been to say good-bye. How extraordinary that he did not tell you!"

 

"Tell me!" With this cry, the stored tensions of the last few hours broke loose. I sobbed, and then

blubbered like a child. The tears ran down my face. The outburst was a relief, but at the same time I

felt horribly ashamed of myself.

 

"What on earth is the matter with you?" She came over to me, and led me to the sofa. "Lie down," she said. "Pull yourself together." She stroked my hands, then my hair, while I continued to sob. "Don't distress yourself, Roland. I know all about it. I have seen it coming." She went on stroking my hair. Then her voice grew hard. "Yes, I know all about it! He can flurry and perplex! Who should know better than I? I wanted to warn you when I saw how you were coming to lean on

him who is himself so unstable. You don't know him, for you are blind. You are nothing but a child. Even to-day, you don't understand. Or perhaps you have just begun to understand? If so, all the better both for him and for you."

 

She was leaning over me, and as if in the depths of an abyss I heard her words sink down towards me and felt the soothing touch of her hands. It was good to know that some one commiserated me; it was good, too, to be caressed once more by a woman's hand, though the caress was almost motherly. It was so long, so long, since I had known such a touch, and now, even in my misery, a woman's kindly interest brought consolation. How ashamed I was for having given way! At the thought, I lost control once more. In a flood of words, I told her how he had treated me. How he had alternately repelled and allured me; how hard he was to me now, though I had surely given him no cause for offence; how he was a torturer whom I nevertheless loved, whom I lovingly hated and hatingly loved. As I spoke, my excitement grew, so that she was hard put to it to tranquillize me once more. At length I grew calm.

 

She sat in reflective silence. I saw that she understood everything, understood more than I did.

When the silence had lasted for a few minutes, she stood up, saying: "Well, you have been a child long enough. Now you must be a man. Sit down and eat your dinner. Nothing tragical has happened. Only a misunderstanding which time will clear up." She went on impetuously: "It must be cleared up. I shall not let him trouble you in this way any longer. He must learn to control himself a little. You are too good to become a pawn in his game. I shall have a word with him about the matter. Leave it all to me. What you've got to do now is to eat your dinner."

 

I obeyed. With a somewhat forced fluency, she went on talking of indifferent matters, and I was

grateful to her for behaving as if she had forgotten my childish outburst. Next day, being Sunday, she said, she had arranged an excursion with Instructor W. and his young wife. They were going to a lake not far away. I must come too. It would do me good to forget my books for a day. I was suffering from overwork. A long walk and a swim would set me to rights in no time.

 

I promised to come. Anything was better than loneliness. Anything to get away from the ceaseless

round of distressing thoughts. "Don't stay frowsting in your room all the afternoon! Walk till you're tired out. Go and enjoy yourself somewhere."

 

Queer, I mused, how she reads my thoughts. She, though she is really a stranger to me, knows what

I want and understands what hurts me, whereas he, the sage, misunderstands me and wounds me. I said that I would certainly take her advice. As I looked at her thankfully, I saw a new expression

on her face. Hitherto it had seemed mocking, a little arrogant, like that of a rather impudent young man. Now she was kindly and affectionate, as I had never seen her before.

 

It was natural that I should ask myself: "Why does he never look at me so kindly? Why does he never know when he hurts me? Why has he never stroked my hair tenderly, as she did just now?" At the thought, I kissed her hands gratefully, but she drew them away, almost violently.

 

"Don't distress yourself any more," she said, her voice breaking a little. Then her expression hardened. Drawing herself up, she said in a low tone: "Believe me, he is not worth it.”

It was not much more than a whisper, but it planted a new sting.

 

My conduct that afternoon and evening was so preposterous that for years I could not bear to think

of it. Whenever I began to do so, an inward censorship drove it out of my mind. Today I am no

longer ashamed of my asinine behaviour, for now I understand the doings of the passionate youth who wanted, with a rush, to skate over the thin ice of his own feelings.

I contemplate myself as a figure at the end of an immensely long passage, a figure I look at through

a telescope. I see the youth, crushed and despairing. He goes upstairs to his room, hardly knowing what he intends to do when he gets there. He changes his clothes, assumes a new and resolute demeanour, vigorously strides down the stairs and along the street. Yes, it was I. I recognize myself. I know all the thoughts of that young idiot, that poor young devil. I remember how he drew himself up before the mirror and said to himself: "A fig for him! He can go to hell for all I care! Old fool! She is right. Enjoy yourself! Have a good time! That's the thing to do."

 

Such was the spirit in which I went forth. I had thrown off my burden – so I persuaded myself. Really, I was a coward at heart, a coward running away from the conviction that my cheerfulness was not so cheerful after all, and that I was chilled to the heart. I remember how I marched forward, gripping my stick firmly, glaring provocatively at every student I met. I was in a quarrelsome mood, and wanted to vent my spleen on the first comer. Luckily nobody marked me! I flaunted along to a café which many of my comrades of the afternoon discussions frequented, prepared to seat myself uninvited at their table, and find quarrel in a straw.

 

Once again my cantankerous intention was foiled. It was a lovely afternoon, and most of them were

out of doors. The two or three exceptions greeted me in a friendly way and did not give me the faintest pretext for a broil. Being thus disappointed, I made but a brief stay, and moved on to a tavern in the suburbs, a haunt I should flatter if I said that its reputation was dubious. It was a place where, to the drone of music discoursed by a quartet of women players, the scum of the town gathered for sordid amusement amid the fumes of beer and tobacco.

 

I tossed off two or three glasses in rapid succession; invited a couple of painted wenches to sit down beside me; found a morbid pleasure in making myself conspicuous. In this little town, every one knew me by sight; every one knew that I was Professor K.'s favourite pupil; and the young women's looks and behaviour made their profession unmistakable. Thus I could enjoy the crazy pleasure of compromising both myself and (as I fancied in my stupidity) him.

 

"I will let people see that I don't care a snap of the fingers for him"; thus ran my thoughts. That was

why, in full view of all, I paid shameless court to one of these huzzies. I had begun by being intoxicated with rage and resentment. To this a less figurative intoxication was quickly superadded, for we mixed our drinks wildly, consuming beer, wine, and brandy in rapid succession. So riotous did we become that we upset some of the chairs, and our neighbours drew cautiously away. This did not abash me in the least. "I'll show him how little I care! I'm not downhearted; very much the reverse!" I banged the table with my fist so that the glasses clinked, and I shouted for more wine.

 

In the end, I went out arm-in-arm with the two girls, one on either side, and walked down the main

street, where, at that hour (it was now nine o'clock) students and lassies, shopkeepers and soldiers, were taking their evening stroll and comfortably chatting over the day's events. A riotous trio, we reeled along the crown of the causeway, creating such a disturbance that at length a policeman intervened and sternly ordered us to behave ourselves. My memories are vague as to what happened afterwards.

 

I can only recall that, grown sick of these two drunken trollops, and hardly aware of what I was

about, I ransomed myself from them, turned in somewhere for coffee laced with brandy, and then,

in front of the university building, delivered a philippic against the professors, to the huge delight of a crowd of students. Next, urged on by an instinctive desire to defile myself and injure him even more, I tried to find my way to a brothel, but, being too drunk to discover what I wanted, in the end I staggered home.

 

For many hours I was dead to the world. When I awoke, the sun was streaming into the room. At

first my thoughts were confused and I was mainly concerned to wonder why I had such a bad headache, and why my mouth was so hot and dry. Then I remembered how I had spent the previous evening, and was ashamed of myself. But I repressed the feeling of shame. I would not be ashamed any more.

"It was his fault," so I tried to persuade myself, "all his fault." That was why I had made a fool of myself. Was it not to be expected that a student should go on the burst after his nose had been kept

to the grindstone for so many weeks? These exculpatory arguments did not relieve my aching head,

and were not very successful in tranquillizing my uneasy conscience. I was in poor case, both mentally and physically, as I went downstairs.

 

It was strange. I had been thinking chiefly of the excursion planned for the day, but at the door of

my teacher's flat his image took possession of my mind once more, and therewith came an uprush of yesterday's pain, yesterday's despair. I entered and his wife came to meet me. She looked at me anxiously. Her expression was compassionate rather than reproachful.

 

"Why did you behave so foolishly yesterday, Roland? Why do you torment yourself so?"

I was taken aback. I had not expected that she would have heard of my escapade so soon. But she

heartened me up. "To-day, we'll all be sensible. Mr. W. and his wife are coming at ten. We'll set off directly they arrive, have a long row on the lake, and then wash

our stupidities away with a good swim."

 

Eagerly, stupidly, I asked a needless question: "Has he come back yet?"

She looked at me in silence. I knew that my question was absurd.

 

Mr. W. was a young physicist. Being a Jew, he was cold-shouldered in the social life of the little

university town. Since my teacher and his wife were also ostracized, the two households had drawn together. Mrs. W. was a young woman with an incessant giggle. She was rather stupid, but good company enough for an excursion. During the hour in the train we were eating, chattering, and laughing the whole time. The weeks of unremitting devotion to my labours with my teacher had made me so unused to lively conversation that now it had a most stimulating effect. This cheerful companionship relieved my mind of its gloomy broodings. My headache was passing off. On the way from the station to the lakeside, Mrs. W., who was little more than a girl, challenged me to a race. As soon as I had stretched my limbs in this amusement, I was once more the vigorous young dare-devil of former days.

 

We hired two boats. I sculled mine, with my teacher's wife steering. In the other, the young couple were at the oars. Directly we pushed off, we began to vie with one another for speed, and naturally I was at a disadvantage. But I put my back into it, and, being a good oarsman, managed to keep the lead. There was a perpetual fire of chaff exchanged between the boats; and, sweating under the July

sun, we rowed as if our lives depended upon it. Our destination was a wooden tongue of land thrusting out into the lake. My companion, who had entered fully into the fun of the race, was delighted that I kept the lead, and laughed triumphantly when our boat was the first to reach the shore.

 

When I landed, I was intoxicated by the exercise, by the fresh air and the sunshine, by my little triumph in the race; but I was exhausted by my unwonted exertions, my heart was beating furiously,

and my clothes were drenched with perspiration. Mr. W. was in no better case. Our companions, instead of praising us for our doughty deeds, chaffed us unmercifully because we were panting for breath and because our appearance was so pitiable. It was now time for a swim. A convenient bush close to the water's brink enabled us to observe the proprieties while we undressed. The women were quicker than we men, and were first in the water, whither Mr. W., who was less exhausted than I had been by our feats, promptly followed them. There was no hurry, so I lay down in the shade for a few minutes, and soon began to feel better.

 

Then came a call from the water: "Roland, Roland! Aren't you coming? We want

to have a swimming-race."

 

I did not stir. I felt as if I could lie where I was for a thousand years, fanned by the breeze, and

with enough sunshine flickering through the leaves to keep me from growing chilly. More laughter

from the lake, and then the voice of Mr. W.: "He's gone on strike! We seem to have done for

him. Do go and fetch the lazy beggar."

 

I heard splashing close at hand, and then the sound of her voice. "Come on, Roland! Do come quickly! We'll show them we can outswim them!" I did not answer. It amused me to make her hunt for me. "Where on earth have you got to?" I heard the patter of her bare feet on the strand, and then she stood before me, her wet bathing dress clinging to her slender, boyish form. "There you are! Why are you so lazy? The others are swimming right across, and have nearly reached the island."

 

I stretched luxuriously, saying: "I'm very comfortable here. Coming later."

 

Putting her hands up as a speaking trumpet, she shouted to the swimmers: "He won't come !"

 

An answering shout from Mr. W.: "Drag him into the water, the sluggard."

 

"Do come along," she said impatiently. "You're my champion, and you must not disgrace me."

 

I yawned indolently. Thereupon, half in jest and half annoyed, she broke a switch from the bush, and gave me a light cut with it across the arm, saying: "Get up, lazybones!"

 

A weal showed itself on my skin, but still I would not move. I was stubborn, I, too, was now annoyed as well as amused. Growing angry, she said authoritatively: "Come along, at once!"

When I did not stir, she dealt me a still sharper cut with her switch. I jumped up in a rage, and tried to snatch the switch away from her. She drew back; I seized her wrist. In a moment, we were wrestling for possession of the weapon. I twisted her arm to make her drop the switch. She held it fast, and still tried to draw away from me. Came a sound of tearing, as one of the shoulder straps of her bathing dress gave way under the strain, so that the front of the garment dropped on that side, showing one of her breasts, with its rosy blossom in the centre.

 

I could not choose but see. The sight set my nerves tingling, and at the same time abashed me; I let go of her wrist. She turned away with a blush to make a temporary repair with a hairpin, while I stood in embarrassed silence. She, likewise, said not a word.

From that moment a restless uneasiness entered into our relations.

 

"Hullo! Hullo! Where are you?" The voice resounded across the lake from the islet.

 

"I'm coming," I called back, and plunged into the water. I was all right again now, and thoroughly

enjoyed the swim. Mr. W. and I had many races, and then we swam back to our improvised dressing-room. The others had been beforehand with us, and were already unpacking the baskets we had brought for the picnic. All four of us were as merry as could be; but she and I felt it difficult to meet one another's eyes.

 

The afternoon passed away quickly. We were pleasantly tired, and lazed most of the time away, padding about the lake and strolling through the wood. Mr. W. and his young wife made love to

one another, and sought opportunities for being alone. This pairing off was not wholly agreeable to

myself and my companion, who were still troubled with memories of the forenoon incident. We were glad enough when the time came for the homeward journey.

 

Our companions bade farewell to us at the door. Directly I entered the flat, the thought of my

teacher once more took possession of my mind, and I wondered whether he had returned. As if reading my thought, she said: "We'll see if he's back yet."

The study was empty. Bitter feelings flooded my mind once more. Why had he gone? Why had he

forsaken me? I was full of resentment, full of a confused longing to hurt him as much as he had

hurt me.

His wife had followed me into the study.

"You'll stay to supper? You ought not to be alone this evening."

 

How did she know that I dreaded the empty room upstairs, the creaking staircase, the ceaseless

iteration of distressing thoughts? She could read all that was flitting through my brain, could discern

my every feeling. I was anxious, was afraid of myself and of my passions. I wanted to refuse the invitation to supper, but lacked courage to do so.

 

I have always detested adultery. Not because I was ever strait-laced, not from prudery or exaggerated respect for conventional morality; not mainly because adultery is in most cases a theft in the dark. My objection is due to the fact that at such moments almost every woman betrays her husband's innermost secrets; becomes a Delilah who discloses to a stranger, discloses to her lover, the mysteries of her husband's strength or weakness.

What seems to me treason is, not that women give themselves, but that a woman is prone, when she

does so, to justify herself to herself by uncovering her husband's nakedness, exposing it to the inquisitive and scornful gaze of a stranger.

 

In the blindness of my despair, I sought refuge in the embraces of my teacher's wife. It began as a

consolatory caress; then, speedily and almost unawares, it slipped into something more ardent. But

that is not the action which, in retrospect, I regard as the basest of my life. I can hardly feel that we

were accountable for what we did. We slipped, all unwitting, into a burning gulf. What I blame myself for is that amid passionate kisses I allowed her to betray her husband's confidence, to disclose the intimacies of her married life.Why did I let her tell me that for years he had shunned all bodily relations with her? Why did I allow her to make certain horrible innuendoes? Why did I not imperiously forbid her to blab this secret?

 

The fact was that I wanted to know the secret. I was so eager for evidence of his sin against me, against her, against every one, that I was more than willing to listen to her confession to let her complain to me of neglect which was so like my own suffering. Thus it came about that in our common hatred we did something which wore the mask of love. At the very time when our bodies were craving for one another and finding one another, we continued to think and to speak of

nothing but him. Again and again, what she said cut me like a knife, and I was bitterly ashamed that I should seem to love where I loathed. My body was no longer subject to my will. It took its own frenzied and lustful course. Shudderingly I kissed the lips which were betraying the person who was dearer to me than aught else in the whole world.

 

Next morning I slunk upstairs, overwhelmed with bitterness and shame. As soon as the warmth of

her body ceased to lure my senses, the crude reality and repulsiveness of my treason took possession of my soul. Never again should I be able to look him in the face, never again to touch his hand. It was not he whom I had robbed. I had robbed myself of my own most cherished possession.

 

There was only one resource. Flight! In a frenzy, I packed my trunks and settled accounts with my

landlady. I would vanish out of his life as he had vanished out of mine. While I was still busied in preparations for departure, I heard the staircase creaking, I heard a well-known footfall.

 

I must have become deadly pale, for he was startled at my looks.

"What's the matter, my lad? Are you ill?"

I drew back. I waved him away when he came nearer.

"What's the matter?" he repeated in alarm. "Has anything happened to you? Or . . . or . . . are you still angry with me?"

 

I went over to the window and stared out. I could not face him. His affectionate tone pierced me to the heart. I was ashamed, was burning with shame, was near to fainting with the intensity of my shame. He stood there wondering and perplexed. At length, in low tones, little more than a whisper,

came a strange question: "Has any one been telling you something aboutme?"

Without turning round, I made a gesture of negation, but he persisted.

"Tell me, don't hide it from me. Has any one, no matter who, told you something about me?"

 

Again I denied it, and he did not know what to make of me. Then he became aware of my preparations for departure.

"Are you going away, Roland ?"

At last I was able to speak.

"Yes, I must go away. I'm sorry... I can't talk about it. . . . I will write."

He stood rigid. Then the customary expression of weary resignation returned.

"Perhaps it is better so, Roland. Yes, yes, it is better for you and for all of us. But before you leave, I should like to have one more talk with you. Come this evening at seven o'clock, the usual time, and we will bid one another farewell, man to man. No running away, no writing instead of speaking. That would be childish and unworthy. Besides, what I want to say to you cannot be written. It must be spoken. You will come, won't you?" 

I nodded assent, still looking away from him and out of the window. I could not see the glory of the

morning. There was a thick, dark veil between me and the world.

 

At seven that evening I entered the beloved room for the last time. The curtains were drawn, and only a little of the remaining daylight filtered through their thick folds. In the dim light from the deeply shaded reading lamp on the table, I could just see the white glimmer of the marble busts and a faint reflexion in the glass fronts of the bookcases. The place was full of memories. Here I had first realized the magical power of words; first experienced the rapture, the ecstasy, of the things of the spirit. How vivid still is my mental picture of the dim interior during that hour of parting! I see that revered figure of my teacher. He rises slowly from his chair, and the wraithlike form comes to meet me. His noble forehead gleams white in the gloom, and is nobly crowned with his abundant white locks. Now his hand seeks mine. He is so close to me that I can see his eyes looking eagerly into mine. He takes me by the arm and guides me to a chair.

 

"Sit there, dear Roland, and let us talk plainly to one another as men should. I cannot insist, of

course; but surely it would be better that we should clear up matters before you leave? Tell me, then, why are you going away? Are you angry with me because of what happened the other night?"

I made a hasty gesture of denial. The thought that he, whom I had betrayed, should take upon

himself the blame for my departure was horrible to me!

 

"Have I wittingly or unwittingly done anything else to offend you? I know that my behaviour is eccentric at times. I know that I have irritated you, tormented you, in spite of myself. I have never

thanked you sufficiently for all your kindly help. I know that well enough; have known it always, even at the very times when I was wounding you. Is that why you are going? Tell me, Roland. Please tell me, so that there shall be no concealments between us when we part."

Again I shook my head. I could not speak.

Hitherto his voice had been firm; now it began to falter a little.

"Or – I must ask you once more – has any one told you something about me; something you find

base, repulsive; something which has made you despise me?"

"No! No! No!" The words burst from me like sobs. I, despise him!

 

A shade of irritation crept into his voice.

"What is it then? What can it be? Are you tired of the work? Or is there some other attraction? A

woman! Is it a woman?"

I said nothing. This time my silence must have had a different, an affirmative complexion. He bent

forward, and, speaking gently, almost in a whisper, without a trace of excitement or anger, said:

"Is it a woman? Is it my wife?"

Still I said nothing. He understood. Now, surely, there would be an outburst. He would rail at me,

perhaps strike me. I think I almost longed for him to do so. I was a thief, a traitor, and the best thing

would be for him to scourge me out of his desecrated home.

 

Strange! He made no movement. After a pause for reflection, he murmured (and his tone was one

of relief): "I might have thought of that!"

He paced twice up and down the room. Then he stopped in front of me and said in a tone that

sounded contemptuous: "So that is what has cut you to the heart! Has she not told you that she is free to do what she likes, to take whatever she pleases; that I have no rights over her? No right to forbid her anything, nor the slightest wish to do so. Why should she want to rein her passions in? For whose sake? You are a handsome lad, you know. You have been living in intimate companionship with us. How could she help falling in love with you? How could she help it? I

myself…"

 

His voice trembled; he paused for a moment. He bent near to me, so that his breath fanned my cheek. I felt his cordial scrutiny enveloping me. He was so close that, dark though it was, I could see in his eyes the strange light I had noticed a few times before. Closer and closer he drew. Then he whispered: "I, too, have fallen in love with you, Roland."

Did I start? Did I involuntarily draw back? I must have given a sign of surprise, must have made

an initial movement of retreat, for he staggered away from me like one who has been repelled. The

light died out of his eyes.

"Do you despise me now," he asked gently. "Do I seem loathsome to you?"

 

Why could I not utter a word? Why did I sit there mumchance, unfeeling, embarrassed, stupefied? Why did I not answer him affectionately, and relieve him of his false impression? My thoughts were in a whirl. It was as if I had suddenly been given the key to a cipher, had been furnished with the explanation of a number of previously incomprehensible messages. Now, at last, I understood his

tender advances and brusque withdrawals. I understood his visit to me in the night, and that what I had taken for anger had really been intense disappointment at my lack of comprehension. Love? I

had always known that he loved me, with a shy and tender affection, which sometimes made advances and was sometimes vigorously restrained. The signs of this affection, every gleam of its radiance, had been a delight to me. But love is a word of many meanings. As it now came to me, from his mouth, and when for the first time I realized what he meant, I was filled with a horror which was sweet as well as horrible. I was humiliated by his humiliation. My sympathy with him was overwhelming. Yet there I sat, abashed, perplexed, trembling, andcould find no words in which to answer his passionate avowal.

 

He collapsed into a chair.

"It seems so dreadful to you, so dreadful," he murmured. "You find it impossible to forgive me, now that I have told you, after constraining myself to silence for so long. It is better that you should know. To tell you is a relief. The suppression has been too much for me. Better the end of all things

than everlasting silence and concealment."

 

Sadly and tenderly came the words. They pierced me to the heart. I was ashamed to sit there in cold

silence, facing the man from whom I had received so much and who was now abasing himself before me. I yearned to say a word of consolation, but my tremulous lips were refractory and would not shape themselves for speech. I must have looked a pitiable object, for, even amid his own despair, he tried to encourage me.

"Pull yourself together, Roland, there's a good lad. Does it really seem so horrible to you? The worst is over now. I have told you. Let us bid one another farewell in seemly fashion, as becomes two

men, two friends."

Still I could not find an answer. Then he touched my arm.

"Come, dear Roland, sit close to me. I feel easier now that you know, now that the position has at

length been cleared up. At first I used to be afraid that you would guess how much I cared for you. Then I hoped that you would guess it, so that I might be spared this confession. Well, it's over now,

and I can talk freely to you. You have been dearer to me than any one else in all these years. I have never loved any one as I love you. No one before has stirred my nature to the depths. That is why, before you leave, you shall know more of me than any one else has ever known. Throughout the many hours we have spent together, your dumb questioning has really been vocal to me. You shall know the story of my life. Do you want to know it?"

 

Still I could not speak, but he read my answer.

"Come close, quite close. What I have to say cannot be said out loud."

I leaned forward piously – that is the only word.

After I had waited expectantly for a moment, looking at him with tense interest, he stood up again.

"No, that won't do. I can't speak when you are looking at me."

He stretched forth his hand towards the reading lamp and pressed the extinguisher. There was a

click, and the room was in darkness.

I felt that he was near. At times I could even feel his breath. Out of the darkness came his voice as

he told me the story of his life.

 

Since the evening when the man I so greatly revered disclosed to me the secret of his life, since that

evening forty years ago, how trivial and insignificant have seemed the tales in written books, the tragedies which actors present upon the boards! Is it through indolence, cowardice, or shortness of sight, that they are one and all content to portray the brightly lighted margin of life, where the senses disport themselves in the open, and pay due respect to the rules and regulations? Is that why they never plumb the depths, explore the cellarage of the heart, where the formidable realities of passion, phosphorescent in the obscurity, have their abode, tearing and rending one another, coupling and reproducing their kind, in their manifold fantastical forms? Do the fire and destructiveness of the elemental impulses terrify these authors? Do they shrink from the stench of burning blood? Do they fear to soil their delicate hands by touching the weaknesses of mankind? Or is it, perchance, that their gaze, habituated to the strident light of day, is unable to pierce the gloom of such perilous abysses? Yet to the sage, no pleasure can be compared with that which is to be

found in the revealing of hidden things; no thrill is so powerful as the one which danger gives; and no distresses are more sacred than those which shame forbids the sufferer to reveal.

 

Now a fellow-mortal was stripping himself bare before me; was rending himself open, eager to show me the painful workings of his tortured heart. The narrator, like a flagellant, found a savage pleasure in open confession of what he had been concealing from the world for years. Only one who for years upon years has kept a shameful secret to himself, can know so masterful, so inexorable, so intoxicating an urge to avowal. Fragment by fragment, the man before me was wrenching the life from his breast, and for the first time I (little more than a boy) gazed into the unfathomable depths of human feeling.

 

At the outset his voice floated uncorporeally through the room – a vague mist of excitement, an obscure intimation of secret happenings. Yet in this deliberate control, I sensed the coming storm, just as the tensely restrained notes of an adagio give the auditor foreknowledge of the furioso which is to come. The imagery of the recital was increasingly tinged with passion.

 

First came the picture of a boy, timid and retiring, one who rarely had a word to say to his school-

fellows, but who from time to time was impelled by forces he did not understand to make affectionate advances towards one or other of them, mostly towards those who were distinguished by good looks.

One of them would brutally repel an attempted caress; another would wound him no less deeply by an offensive epithet. Worse still, those to whom he had made such advances, blabbed to the others. The result was ostracism. Going to school in the morning became a daily crucifixion. Nights were as bad as days. At first the nature of his desires was only revealed to him fully in his dreams, though the attitude of his schoolfellows towards the half-formed expression of these desires, made him regard his longings as mad, vicious, and criminal. He was filled with shame, and loathing of himself.

 

The voice in the darkness grew hesitant, and seemed on the point of fading away into silence. Then, after a sigh, it gathered strength once more. New images stalked before me. The boy had become a student at the University of Berlin, and now at length, in the subterranean recesses of the great city, he could find opportunities for the gratification of the desires which had so long been repressed. But

the gratification was soiled with disgust, poisoned with anxiety. How horrible were these furtive encounters at some dark street corner, in the shadow of a railway arch; how fugitive and pitiful the

pleasure, how fearful the danger! Often enough, the outcome was an attempt at blackmail. Such relief as he could find had to be sought on dimly lighted paths leading between abysses. His days were spent in the lucid delights of the student whose mind is awakening to the joys of the intellectual life. But when evening came, his passions would drive him into the purlieus of the town, would make him seek the company of men of evil reputation, questionable shapes fleeing the sight of a policeman's helmet. Sometimes the places of assignation were in evil-smelling taverns whose suspicious doors would

grant admission only to those who gave a significant smile.

 

He had become an instructor now, and must bend his will more firmly than ever to the task of keeping the decent formalities of his daily life unsmirched by any splashes from the mire of the underworld. Again and again, he made desperate attempts to control his passions; again and again they drove him back into dangerous courses. This wenton for ten, twelve, fifteen years of nerve-racking struggle, the enjoyment of Dead Sea fruit, ceaseless shame.

 

In the middle thirties, he made a desperate attempt to lead the life of normal humanity. He became acquainted with a girl who, unwittingly attracted by the mystery of his nature, took a strong

liking for him. She was of boyish type, with much of the pleasing impudence of a youth, and these

characteristics deceived his senses. After a brief period of intimacy, he believed he had overcome his antagonism towards women. Hoping that a normal relationship would put an end, once for all, to his aberrant impulses, and eager to bind himself for life, he promptly married the girl – having first

made full confession. For a few weeks, he was happy in the belief that the road leading back into the underworld was permanently barred. All too soon it became plain to him that he was mistaken.

 

Thence-forward his wife, disillusioned like himself, was for him nothing more than the mask of respectability, under cover of which he could indulge the abnormal tendencies which had regained their ascendancy. Now, he was appointed to a position in which his abnormal trend became a torment. His professorial duties brought him into perpetual contact with an unending succession of young men. As a further cross in his lot, these ephebes for the most part were devotedly attached to him, without suspecting the face of Eros behind the teacher's mask. It was a delight to them if he laid his hand caressively on their shoulders; they responded by a lavish display of enthusiasm towards which he had to seem indifferent. His position was like that of Tantalus in the

land of the shades. He was incessantly warring against his own weakness. When temptation seemed likely to get the better of him, he would take refuge in one of those escapades which had seemed so enigmatical to me. Now I understood the horrible flight from himself, which was but a flight into the horrors of the underworld – a flight into the morass of prostitution as a ghastly substitute for the love that he craved.

 

In this double life, he had run many risks, but had escaped open scandal. He had not escaped suspicion. Whispers had spread through the little university town. His colleagues began to look at him askance. At length they drew away from him ostentatiously, and left him in chilly isolation. Even in this isolation, even in this shunned dwelling of his, he had the feeling that he was always under hostile observation.

 

He had grown accustomed, almost resigned, to making the best of the antithesis between the day side and the night side of his life, when I crossed his path. Here was a youth who had conceived a passionate admiration for him, who hung upon his every word, was eager for self-immolation. The

elder man, overjoyed, and at the same time terrified, felt that he was no longer worthy of the lad's proffered affection. Once again had come a messenger of youth, fair of form and passionate of temperament, burning for him with a spiritual flame, closely bound to him by sympathy, thirsting for responsive affection, and with no inkling of danger. Holding the torch of Eros unawares, bold and unsuspecting as pure Fool Parsifal, he bent over the poisoned wound, ignorant of the charm he exercised and that his advent might bring healing. Thus too late, at eventide, did the long-expected guest enter the house.

·

With the description of this newcomer, the voice gathered strength. Its sound seemed to shine

through the darkness. Passion winged the words with music when the eloquent tongue began to speak of this young man, the long-desired. I thrilled sympathetically, thinking only of my teacher, forgetting myself. Then the recollection came to me like a blow – I realized that the young and ardent man of whom my teacher spoke, was . . . was indeed . . . myself. I was abashed as I listened, as I contemplated my own portrait seen through his eyes. I looked at myself as if in a mirror of flame, saw my image enveloped in so resplendent a sheen of unsuspected love that the reflexion dazzled me. It was I.

 

I could not help but recognize myself: the eager enthusiasm of my approach; the fanatical longing

to be near him; the covetous ecstasy, which was not content with a purely spiritual relationship. I saw the hair-brained youth who, ignorant of his own power, had reawakened to life the creative germ in the mind of this weary and solitary thinker, had rekindled the torch of Eros in his soul. With amazement I now perceived how much I had meant to him; I, whose exuberant advances had been a wonder and a wild delight. At the same time I understood what a grip he must have exercised upon his will, to avoid meeting me more than half way. For, loving me with this pure affection, he was terrified lest he should scare my susceptibilities by the nature of his response to my advances. That was why he had chilled me with cutting sarcasms which were a mask to his real feelings; that was why he had been so rough in his manner to me at times, treating me in a way which had been a torture to me and an even greater torture to himself. 

 

At length I understood all that he had suffered when, overmastered by his inner impulses and scarcely aware of what he was doing, he had climbed the creaking stairway to my room, and then given the lie to his affection in words that had wounded me so deeply, words that he had uttered in the hope of saving our friendship.

 

This voice in the darkness, that voice in the darkness, how it pierced the recesses of my heart!

There was a tone in it such as I had never heard before and have never heard since, a tone from the

depths far removed from the trivial round of everyday existence. Only once in his life could a man

speak thus to another, and then for ever hold his peace – the swan-song of popular legend.

 

The voice ceased. I knew he was close to me. I had merely to stretch out my hand, and I should touch him. I yearned to comfort him.

He moved towards the table. He relighted the lamp. He came slowly towards me, an old man, very

tired.

"Farewell, Roland. This is the end. I am glad you came, but it is better for us both that you should

go. Farewell!”

 

It was difficult to tear myself away. I stayed on, needlessly prolonging the agony of parting. He

dropped heavily into a chair, his back towards me, staring into vacancy. Gradually his head drooped

forward, until at length, with a sudden collapse, his forehead sank on to his arms which lay crossed before him on the writing table.

 

A wave of intense compassion overwhelmed me. I stole nearer. Thereupon he sat up, still with his

back towards me, and, covering his face with his hands, whispered brokenly:

"Go! Go! Come no nearer! For God's sake, go;

 go at once!"

 

I never saw him again. He never wrote to me. His great work was never published. I doubt if any one in the world except myself remembers his name. Yet even to-day I feel, as I felt in youth, that he was more to me than father and mother, more to me than wife and children; that I loved him more than any one else in the world.
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