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FELIX KRULL 
 
As I take my pen in hand, in ample leisure and complete retirement-in sound health too, 
though tired, so very tired that I shall hardly be able to proceed save in small stages and 
with frequent pauses for rest-as I take up my pen, then, to commit my confessions to the 
long-suffering paper, in the neat and pleasing calligraphy of which I am master, I own to 
a fleeting misgiving on the score of my own fitness for the task in hand. Am I, I ask 
myself, equipped by previous training for this intellectual enterprise? However, since 
every word that I have to say concerns solely my own personal and peculiar experiences, 
errors, and passions and hence should be entirely within my compass; so the only doubt 
which can arise is whether I command the necessary tact and gifts of expression, and in 
my view these are less the fruit of a regular course of study than of natural parts and a 
favourable atmosphere in youth. For the latter I have not lacked; I come of an upper-class 
if somewhat loose-living home, and my sister Olympia and I had the benefit for some 
months of the ministrations of a Fräulein from Vevey-though it is true that she had to 
leave, in consequence of a rivalry between her and my mother, of which my father was 
the object. My godfather Maggotson, with whom I was in daily and intimate contact, was 
an artist of considerable merit; everybody in the little town called him professor, though 
that enviable title was his more by courtesy than by right. My father, his size and obesity 
notwithstanding, had great personal charm, and he always laid stress upon lucid and well-
chosen language. There was French blood in the family from the grandmother's side and 
he himself had spent some of his young years in France-he used to say that he knew Paris 
like his waistcoat pocket. His French pronunciation was excellent and he was fond of 
introducing into his conversation little expressions like "C'est ça," 
 "Épatant," 
 "parfaitement," 
 "a mon gout," and so on. Up till the end of his life he was a great favourite with 
the female sex. I have said all this of course by way of preface and somewhat out of the 
due order of my tale. As for myself I have a natural instinct for good form, upon which 
throughout my career of fraud I have always been able to rely, as my story will only too 
abundantly show. I think therefore that I may commit it to writing without further 
misgivings on this score. I am resolved to practise the utmost candour, regardless whether 
I incur the reproach of vanity or shamelessness-for what moral value or significance can 
confessions like mine possess if they have not the value of perfect sincerity? 
 The Rhine valley brought me forth-that region favoured of heaven, mild and 
without ruggedness either in its climate or in the nature of its soil, abounding in cities and 
villages peopled by a blithe and laughter-loving folk-truly of all the regions of the earth it 
must be one of the sweetest. Here on these slopes exposed to the southern sun and 
sheltered from rude winds by the hills of the Rhine valley lie those flourishing resorts the 
very sound of whose names makes the heart of the toper to laugh: RŸdesheim, 
Johannisberg, Rauenthal-and here too that most estimable little town where forty years 
ago I saw the light. It lies slightly westward of the bend made by the river at Mainz. 
Containing some four thousand souls, it is famous for its winecellars and is one of the 
chief landing-places for the steamers which ply up and down the Rhine. Thus the gay city 



of Mainz was very near, the Taunus baths patronized by high society, Homburg, 
Langenschwalbach, and Schlangenbad. This last we could reach by a half-hour's journey 
on a narrow-gauge road; and how often in the pleasant time of year did we make 
excursions thither, my parents, my sister Olympia, and I, by train, by carriage, or by boat! 
Many other excursions we made too, in all directions, for everywhere nature smiled and 
the hand of man and his fertile brain had spread out pleasures for our delectation. I can 
still see my father, clad in his comfortable summer suit with a pattern of small checks, as 
he used to sit with us in the arbour of some inn garden, rather far off the table, for his 
paunch prevented him from drawing up close, wrapt in enjoyment of a dish of prawns 
washed down with golden wine. Often my godfather Maggotson was with us, looking at 
the scene through his big round glasses and absorbing great and small into his artist soul. 
 My poor father was the proprietor of the firm of Engelbert Krull, makers of the 
now extinct brand of sparkling wine called Lorley Extra Cuvée. The cellars of the firm 
lay on the Rhine not far from the landing-stage, and often as a lad I used to play in the 
cool vaults or follow the stone-paved lanes that led in all directions among the high-tiered 
shelves, meditating upon the army of bottles that lay in slanting rows upon their sides. 
"There you lie," I would apostrophize them-though of course at that time I had no power 
to put my thoughts into apposite words"there you lie in this subterranean twilight and 
within you there is clearing and mellowing that bubbling golden sap which shall make so 
many pairs of eyes to sparkle and so many hearts to throb with heightened zest. You are 
not much to look at now; but one day you will mount up to the light and be arrayed in 
festal splendour and there will be parties and weddings and little celebrations in private 
rooms and your corks will pop up to the ceiling and kindle mirth and levity and desire in 
the hearts of men."-Some such ideas as these the boy strove to express; and so much at 
least was true, that the firm of Engelbert Krull laid great stress upon the exterior of their 
wares, those last touches which in the trade are known as the coiffure. The compressed 
corks were fastened with silver wire and gold cords sealed with purple wax, yes, actually 
a stately round seal such as one sees on documents. The necks were wrapped in a fullness 
of silver foil and on the swelling body was a flaring label with gilt flourishes round the 
edge. This label had been concocted by my godfather Maggotson. It bore several coats of 
arms and stars, my father's monogram, and the name of the brand: Lorley Extra Cuvée, 
all in gilt letters, and a female figure arrayed in a few spangles and a necklace, sitting on 
the top of a rock with her legs crossed, combing her flowing hair. But unfortunately it 
appears that the quality of the wine did not correspond to the splendour of its setting-out. 
"Krull," I have heard my godfather say, "I have the greatest respect for you personally; 
but really the police ought to condemn your wine. A week ago I was foolish enough to 
drink half a bottle and my constitution has not yet recovered from the shock. What sort of 
stuff do you dose it with-petroleum, fusel oil? Anyhow, it's poison. You ought to be 
afraid to sell it." My poor father's was a soft nature, he could not bear hard words and was 
always thrown into a distress. "It's all right for you to joke, Maggotson," he would 
answer, gently caressing his belly with his finger-tips, as was his habit, "but there is such 
a prejudice against the domestic product, I have to keep down the price and make the 
public believe it is getting something for its money. Anyhow, the competition is so fierce 
that I shall not be able to go on for long." Thus my poor father. 
 Our villa was a charming little property seated on a slope commanding a view of 
the Rhine. The front garden ran downhill and rejoiced in many crockeryware adornments: 



dwarfs, toadstools, and animals in lifelike poses; there was a looking-glass ball on a 
stand, which grotesquely distorted the faces of the passers-by; an olian harp, several 
grottoes, and a fountain whose spray made an ingenious design in the air while silver-fish 
swam in the basin. As for our domestic interior, it was after my father's heart, who above 
all things liked comfort and good cheer. Cosy nooks invited one to sit down; there was a 
real spinning-wheel in one corner, and endless trifles and knickknacks. Mussel-shells, 
glass boxes, bottles of smelling-salts stood about on étagères and velvet-topped tables. A 
multiplicity of down cushions in silk-embroidered covers were distributed on sofas and 
day-beds, for my father loved to lie soft. The curtain- rods were halberds, and the 
portières very jolly, made of coloured beads and rushes, which look quite like a solid 
door, but you can pass through without lifting your hand, when they fall behind you with 
a whispering sound. Above the wind-screen was an ingenious device which played the 
first bar of "Wine, Women, and Song" in a pleasing little tinkle whenever the door 
opened or shut. 
 Such was the home upon which, on a mild rainy Sunday in May, I first opened my 
eyes. From now on I mean to follow the order of events and not run ahead of my story. If 
report tells true, the birth was slow and difficult and did not come to pass without help 
from the family doctor, whose name was Mecum. It appears that 1-if I may use the first 
person to refer to that far-away and foreign little being-was extremely inactive and made 
no attempt to second my mother's efforts, showing no zeal to enter a world which I was 
yet to love with such an ardent love. However, I was a healthy and well-formed infant 
and throve at the breast of my excellent wet-nurse in a way to encourage the liveliest 
hopes for my future. Yet the most mature reflection inclines me to associate this 
reluctance to exchange the darkness of the womb for the light of day with the 
extraordinary gift and passion for sleep which has been mine all my life. They tell me 
that I was a quiet child, that I did not cry and break the peace, but was given to sleep and 
napping, to a degree most comfortable to my nurses. And however great my subsequent 
love of the world, which caused me to mingle in it in all sorts of guises and to attach it to 
myself by all possible means, yet I feel that in night and slumber always my true home 
was to be found. Even without physical fatigue I have always fallen asleep with the 
greatest ease and enjoyment, lost myself in far and dreamless forgetfulness, and waked 
after ten or twelve or even fourteen hours' oblivion more refreshed and gratified than 
even by all the satisfactions and successes of my waking hours. Is there a contradiction 
here between this love of sleep and my great urge towards life and love of which it will 
be in place to speak hereafter? I have said that I have concentrated much thought upon 
this matter and several times I have had the clearest perception that there is no 
contradiction but rather a hidden connection and correspondence. And it is the fact that 
now, when I have aged and grown weary so that I feel none of my old irresistible 
compulsion towards the society of men, but live in complete retirement, only now is my 
power of sleep impaired, so that I am in a sense a stranger to it, my slumbers being short 
and light and fleeting; whereas even in the prison-where there was much opportunity-I 
slept better than in the soft beds of the most luxurious hotels. But I am fallen into my old 
error of getting ahead of my story. 
 Often enough I heard from my parents' lips that I was a Sunday child; and though 
I was brought up to despise all forms of superstition I have always thought there was 
some significance in the fact, taken in connection with my Christian name of Felix (for so 



I was christened, after my godfather Maggotson) and my physical fineness and sense of 
well-being. Yes, I have always believed that I was felix, a favoured child of the gods; and 
I may say that, on the whole, events do not show me to have been mistaken in this lively 
conviction. Indeed, it is peculiarly characteristic of my career that whatever misfortune 
and suffering it may have held always seemed like a divergence from the natural order, a 
cloud, as it were, through which my native sunniness continued to shine.-After which 
digression into the abstract I will once more return to depict in its broad outlines the 
scene of my early youth. 
 A child fully of fantasy, I afforded the family much amusement by my 
imaginative flights. I have often been told, and seem still to remember, how when I was 
still in dresses it pleased me to pretend that I was the Kaiser. In this game I would persist 
for hours at a time. Sitting in my little go-cart, which my nurse would push about the 
garden or the lower floors of the house. I would draw down my mouth as far as I could, 
so that my upper lip was lengthened out of all proportion, and blink my eyes slowly until 
what with the strain and the strength of my feelings they would presently grow red and 
fill with tears. Quite overcome with the burden of my age and dignity I would sit silent in 
my go-cart, my nurse having been instructed to tell all the ii passers-by how things stood, 
for I should have taken it hard had they failed to fall in with my whim. "This is the Kaiser 
I am pushing about here," she would say, carrying her hand to her temple in an awkward 
salute; and everybody would pay me homage. My godfather Maggotson, who loved his 
joke, would play up to me in every way. "Look, there he goes, the hoary old hero!" he 
would say, with an exaggeratedly deep obeisance. Then he would pretend to be the 
populace and stand beside my path tossing his hat in the air, his stick, even his glasses, 
shouting: "Hurrah, hurrah!" and laughing fit to kill himself when out of the excess of my 
emotions the tears would roll down my longdrawn face. 
 I used to play the same sort of game when I was much older and could no longer 
expect my elders to fall in with them. I did not miss their co-operation, glorying as I did 
in my free and incommunicable flights of imagination. I awoke one morning, for 
instance, filled with the idea that I was a prince, a prince eighteen years old, named Karl; 
and prince I remained all day long, for the inestimable advantage of this kind of game 
was that it never needed to be interrupted, not even during the almost insupportable hours 
which I spent at school. I moved about clothed in a sort of amiable aloofness, holding 
lively imaginary converse with my governor or adjutant; and the secret of my own 
superiority which I hugged to my breast filled me with a perfectly indescribable pride and 
joy. What a glorious gift is the fancy, what subtle satisfactions it affords! The boys I 
knew, being ignorant of this priceless advantage which I possessed, seemed to me dull 
and limited louts indeed, unable to enter the kingdom where I was at home at no cost to 
myself and simply by an act of the will. They were all very simple fellows, with coarse 
hair and red hands. They would have had a hard time indeed convincing themselves that 
they were princes-and very foolish they would have looked. Whereas my hair was as 
silken-soft as one seldom sees it in boys, and light in colour; together with my blue-grey 
eyes it formed a fascinating contrast to the golden brownness of my skin, so that I 
hovered on the border-line between blond and brunet and might have been considered 
either. 
 I had good hands and early began to care for them: well-shaped without being too 
narrow, never clammy, but dry and just warm enough to be pleasant. The finger-nails too 



were the kind that it is a pleasure to look at. And my voice, even before it changed, had 
an ingratiating note and could fall so flatteringly upon the ear that I liked above all things 
to listen to it myself when I was alone and could blissfully engage in long, plausible, but 
quite meaningless colloquies with my aide-de-camp, accompanying them with 
extravagant gestures and attitudes. Such, then, were the physical advantages which I 
possessed; but these things are mostly very intangible, well-nigh impossible to put into 
words even for one equipped with a high degree of literary skill, and only recognizable in 
their effects. However that may be, I could not for long have disguised from myself that I 
was made of finer stuff than my schoolmates, and take no shame to myself for frankly 
admitting that such was the case. It is nothing to me to be accused of conceit; I should 
need to be either a fool or a hypocrite to write myself down an average person when I am 
but honouring the truth in repeating that I am made of finer stuff. 
 I grew up very much by myself, for my sister Olympia was several years older 
than I; and indulged as pastime in various mental quiddities, of which I will cite one or 
two. I had taken it into my head to study that mysterious force the human will and to 
practise in myself how far it was capable of extension into regions considered beyond 
human powers. It is a well-known fact that the muscles controlling the pupils of our eyes 
react involuntarily in accordance with the strength of the light upon them. I decided to 
test whether this reaction could be brought under control of the will. I would stand before 
my mirror and concentrate all my powers upon the effort to expand or contract my pupils. 
And I protest that these obstinate efforts were actually crowned with success. At first, 
while I stood bathed in perspiration, my colour coming and going, there would be an 
irregular flicker and fluctuation. But by practice I actually succeeded in narrowing the 
pupils to the merest points and then expanding them to great round pools of blackness. 
The fearful joy I felt at this result was actually accompanied by a physical shuddering 
before the mysteries of our human nature. 
 It was at this time, too, I often amused myself by a sort of introspection which 
even today has not lost all charm for me. I would inquire of myself: which is better, to see 
the world small or to see it large? The significance of the question was this: great men, I 
thought, field-marshals, statesmen, conquerors, and leading spirits generally that rise 
above the mass of mankind must be so constituted as to see the world small, like a chess-
board, else they would never command the necessary ruthlessness to regulate the 
common weal and woe according to their own will. Yet it was quite possible, on the other 
hand, that such a diminishing point of view, as it were, might lead to one doing nothing at 
all. For if you saw the world and human beings in it as small and insignificant and were 
early persuaded that nothing was worth while, you could easily sink into indifference and 
indolence and contemptuously prefer your own peace of mind to any influence you might 
exert upon the spirits of men. And added to that your own supine detachment from 
mankind would certainly give offence and cut you off still further from any success you 
might have had in despite of yourself. Then is it better, I would next inquire, to think of 
the world and human nature as great, glorious, and important, worthy the expenditure of 
every effort to the end of achieving some meed of esteem and good report? Yet again, 
how easily can such a point of view lead to selfdetraction and loss of confidence, so that 
the fickle world passes you by with a smile as a simpleton, in favour of more 
selfconfident lovers! Though on the other hand such genuine credulity and artlessness has 
its good side too, since men cannot but be flattered by the way you look up to them; and 



if you devote yourself to making this impression, it will give weight and seriousness to 
your life, lend it meaning in your own eyes, and lead to your advancement. In this wise 
would I speculate and weigh the pros and cons; but always it has lain in my nature to take 
up the second position, seeing the world and mankind as great and glorious phenomena, 
capable of affording such priceless satisfactions that no effort on my part could seem 
disproportionate to the rewards I might reap. 
 Ideas of this kind were certainly calculated to isolate me from my schoolmates 
and companions, who of course spent their time in more commonplace and traditional 
occupations. But it is also a fact that these boys, most of whose fathers were either civil 
servants or the owners of vineyards, were instructed to avoid my society. I early 
discovered this, for on inviting one of them to our home he made no bones of telling me 
that he had been forbidden to associate with me because my family were not respectable. 
The experience not only wounded my pride but made me covet an intercourse which 
otherwise I could not have craved. But there is no doubt that the current opinion about 
our household and the goings-on there was in large measure justified. 
 I have referred above to the disturbance in our family circle due to the presence of 
our Fräulein from Vevey. My poor father was infatuated with this girl and ran after her 
until he succeeded in gaining his ends, or so it seemed, for dissensions arose between him 
and my mother and he departed for Mainz, where he remained for several weeks 
restoring his equilibrium with the joys of a bachelor life. My mother took entirely the 
wrong course, I am convinced, in treating my poor father with such a lack of 
consideration. She was a woman of insignificant mental parts; but what was more to the 
point, her human weaknesses were no less apparent than his own. My sister Olympia, a 
fat and fleshlyminded creature who later went on the stage and had some small success 
there, took after her in this respect-the difference between them and my poor father being 
that theirs was a heavy and sensual greed of pleasure, whereas his follies were never 
without a certain ease and grace. Mother and daughter lived in unusual intimacy-I recall 
once seeing my mother measure Olympia's thigh with a tape-measure, which gave me to 
think for several hours. Another time, when I was old enough to have some intuitive 
understanding of such matters though no words to express them in, I watched unseen and 
saw my mother and sister flirting with a young painter who was doing some work about 
the house. He was a dark-eyed lad in a white smock and they painted upon him a green 
moustache with his own paint. In the end they roused him to such a pitch that they fled 
giggling up the attic stair and he pursued them thither. My parents bored each other to 
tears and got relief by filling the house with guests from Mainz and Wiesbaden so that 
our house was the scene of a continual round of gaieties. It was a promiscuous crew who 
frequented these gatherings: actors and actresses, young business men, the sickly young 
infantry lieutenant who later proposed to my sister; a Jewish banker with a wife whose 
charms gushed appallingly out of her jet-spangled frock; a journalist in a velvet waistcoat 
with a lock of hair falling over his brow, who every time brought along a new wife. They 
would arrive for seven o'clock dinner, and the feasting, the dancing and piano-playing, 
the skylarking and shrieks of laughter would go on all night. Particularly at carnival-time 
and the vintage season the waves of pleasure rose very high. My father, who was very 
clever in such things, would, set off the most splendid fireworks in the garden; all the 
company would be masked and unearthly light would play upon the crockery dwarfs. All 
restraint was abandoned. At that time it was my sorry lot to attend the high school of our 



little town; and often I would go down to the dining-room at seven o'clock or half past 
with face new-washed, to eat my breakfast and find the guests still at their after-dinner 
coffee, rumpled, sallow, and hollow-eyed, blinking at the daylight; they would receive 
me into their midst with shoutings. 
 When still quite young I was allowed with my sister Olympia to take part in the 
festivities. Even when alone we always set a good table, and my father drank champagne 
mixed with sodawater. But at these parties there were endless courses prepared by a chef 
from Wiesbaden with the assistance of our own cook: the most tempting succession of 
sweets, savouries, and ices. Lorley Extra Cuvée flowed in streams, but many good wines 
were served as well. I was particularly fond of the bouquet of Berncasteler Doctor. Later 
in life I made acquaintance with many of the noblest wines and could order Grand Vin 
Ch‰teau Margaux or Grand Cru Mouton-Rothschild, two very fine wines, as to the 
manner born. 
 I love to call up the picture of my father as he presided at the head of the table, 
with his white imperial, and his belly confined in a white silk waistcoat. His voice was 
weak and sometimes he would be seized by self-consciousness and look down at his 
plate. Yet his enjoyment was to be read in his eyes and in his shining red face. "C'est 
épatant," he would say. "Parfaitement"-and with his fingers, which curved backwards at 
the tips, he would give delicate touches to the table-service. My mother and sister 
meanwhile were abandoned to a gross and soulless gluttony, between courses flirting 
with their table-mates behind their fans. 
 After dinner, when the gas-chandeliers began to be wreathed in smoke, came 
dancing and forfeit-playing. When the evening was advanced I used to be sent to bed; but 
as sleep, in that din, was out of the question, I would wrap myself in my red woollen 
coverlet and in this becoming disguise return to the feast, where I was received with cries 
of joy from all the females. Refreshments such as wine jellies, lemonade, punch, herring 
salad, were served in relays until the morning coffee. The dance was free and 
untrammelled, the games of forfeits were pretext for much kissing and caressing; the 
ladies bent over the backs of their chairs to give the gentlemen stimulating glimpses into 
the bosoms of their frocks; and the climax of the evening arrived when some humorist 
turned out the gas and there was a general scramble in the dark. 
 These parties were undoubtedly the cause of the unfavourable criticism which 
spread about the town; but according to the reports which came to my ears it was their 
economic aspect that was the target for gossip. For it was only too well known that my 
father's business was at a desperate pass and that the dining and wining and fireworks 
must give it the coup de grace. I was sensitive enough to feel the hostile atmosphere 
when I was still very young; it united, as I have said, with certain peculiarities of my own 
character to give me on the whole a great deal of pain. The more cordially, then, did I 
appreciate an incident which took place about this time; I set it down here with peculiar 
pleasure. 
 I was eight years old when my family and I spent some weeks one summer at the 
famous and neighbouring resort of Langenschwalbach. My father took mud baths for his 
gout, and my mother and sister made themselves talked about for the size and shape of 
their hats. Of the society we frequented there is little good to be said. The residential 
class, as usual, avoided us. The better-class guests kept themselves to themselves as they 
usually do; and such society as we could get had not much to recommend it. Yet I liked 



Langenschwalbach and later on often made such resorts the scene of my operations. The 
tranquil, wellregulated existence and the sight of aristocratic and well-groomed people in 
the gardens and on the tennis courts satisfied an inward craving of my soul. But the 
strongest attraction of all was the daily concert given by a well-trained orchestra to the 
guests of the cure. Though I have never attained to skill in any branch of the art I was a 
fanatical lover of music; even as a child I could not tear myself away from the pretty little 
pavilion where a becomingly uniformed band played selections and potpourris under the 
direction of their gypsy leader. Hours on end I would crouch on the steps of that little 
temple of art, enchanted to my very marrow by the ordered succession of sweet sounds 
and watching with rapture every motion of the musicians as they attacked their 
instruments. In particular I was thrilled by the gestures of the violinists and when I went 
home I delighted my parents with an imitation performed on two sticks, one long and one 
short. The swinging movement of the left arm in producing a soulful tone, the soft gliding 
motion from one position to the next, the dexterity of the fingering in virtuoso passages 
and cadenzas, the fine and supple bowing of the right wrist, the cheek cuddled in such 
utter abandonment to the violin-all this I succeeded in reproducing so faithfully that the 
family, especially my father, burst into enthusiastic applause. And being in good spirits 
due to the beneficial effect of the baths, he conceived the following little joke, with the 
connivance of the long-haired and almost speechless little bandmaster. They bought a 
small cheap violin and plentifully smeared the bow with vaseline. As a rule not much 
attention was paid to my appearance; but now I was arrayed in a pretty sailor suit with 
gilt buttons and lanyard all complete, also silk stockings and shiny patent-leather shoes. 
And one Sunday I took my place at the side of the little conductor during the afternoon 
promenade concert and assisted in the performance of a Hungarian dance, doing with my 
violin and my vaselined bow what I had done with my two sticks. My success was 
tremendous. The public, gentle and simple, streamed up from all sides and assembled 
before the pavilion to look at the infant prodigy. My pale face, my utter absorption in my 
task, the lock of hair falling over my brow, my childish hands and wrists in the full, 
tapering sleeves of the pretty blue sailor suitin short, my whole touching and astonishing 
little figure captured all hearts. When I finished with a full sweep of the bow across all 
the fiddle-strings, the garden resounded with applause and delighted cries from male and 
female throats. The bandmaster stowed my bow and fiddle safely away and I was set 
down on the ground, where I was overwhelmed with praises and caresses. The most 
aristocratic ladies and gentlemen stroked my hair, patted my cheeks and hands, called me 
an angel child and an amazing little devil. An old Russian princess in violet silk and 
white side-curls took my head between her beringed hands and kissed my brow, all 
beaded as it was with perspiration. Then in a pitch of enthusiasm she snatched a lyre-
shaped diamond brooch from her throat and with a perfect torrent of ecstatic French 
pinned it on the front of my blouse. My family approached and my father made excuses 
for the defects of my playing on the score of my tender years. I was escorted to the 
confectioner's, where at three different tables I was regaled with chocolate and cream 
cakes. The scions of the noble family of Siebenklingen, whom I had admired from afar 
while they regarded me with cold disdain, came up and asked me to play croquet, and 
while our parents drank coffee together I went off with the children in the seventh heaven 
of delight, my diamond brooch upon my blouse. That was one of the happiest days of my 
life, perhaps quite the happiest. The cry was set up that I should play again; actually the 



management of the Casino approached my father and asked for an encore; but he refused, 
saying that he had only permitted me to play by way of exception and that repeated 
public appearances were not consistent with my social position. And besides our stay in 
Bad Langenschwalbach was drawing to a close. 
 I wish now to speak of my godfather Maggotson, by no means an ordinary man. 
He was short and thickset in build, with thin and prematurely grey hair, which he wore 
parted over one ear and brushed across his crown. He was clean-shaven, with a hooked 
nose and thin, compressed lips, and wore large round glasses with celluloid rims. His face 
was further remarkable for the fact that it was bald above the eyes, having no brows to 
speak of; also for the somewhat acidulous disposition it betrayed-to which, indeed, he 
was wont to give expression in words, as for instance in his cynical explanation of the 
name he bore. "Nature," he would say, "is full of corruption and blowflies, and I am her 
offspring. Therefore am I called Maggotson. But as for why I am called Felix, that God 
alone knows." He came from Cologne, where he had once moved in the best social 
circles and often acted as carnival steward. But for reasons which remained obscure he 
had been obliged to leave Cologne; he had gone into retirement in our little town, where 
he very soon-a considerable time before my birth-became an intimate of our household. 
At all our evening companies he was a regular and indispensable guest and in high favour 
with young and old. He would purse his lips and fix the ladies through his round glasses, 
with appraising eyes, until they would screech for mercy, putting their hands before their 
faces and begging him to turn away his gaze. Apparently they feared the penetrating artist 
eye; but he, it would seem, did not share in their awe of his calling, and not infrequently 
made ironic allusions to the nature of artists. "Phidias," he would say, "also called 
Pheidias, was a man of more than average gifts-as might perhaps be gathered from the 
fact that he was convicted for theft and put in jail at Athens for having appropriated to his 
own use the gold and ivory entrusted to him for his statue of Athena. But Pericles, who 
had discovered him, had him set free, thereby proving himself to be a connoisseur not 
only of art but of artists as well; and Phidias-or Pheidias-went to Olympia, where he was 
commissioned to make the great chryselephantine statue of Olympian Zeus. But what did 
he do? He stole the gold and ivory again-and there in the prison at Olympia he died. An 
extraordinary combination, my friends. But that is the way people are. They want people 
to be talented-which is already something out of the ordinary. But when it comes to the 
other qualities which go with the talentsand perhaps are essential to them-oh, no, they 
don't care for these at all, they refuse to have any understanding of them." Thus my 
godfather. I have set down his remarks verbatim because he repeated them so often that I 
know them by heart. 
 I have said that we lived on terms of mutual regard; yes, I believe that I enjoyed 
his especial favour, and often as I grew older it was my especial delight to serve as his 
model, dressing up in all sorts of costumes, of which he possessed a large and varied 
collection. His studio was a sort of lumber-room with a large window under the roof of a 
little house standing by itself down on the Rhine. He rented this house and lived in it with 
an old serving-woman, and there I would pose for him hours at a time, perched on a rude 
model-throne while he brushed and scraped and painted away. Several times I sat for him 
in the nude for a large picture with a Greek mythological subject, destined to adorn the 
dining-room of a wine-dealer in Mainz. When I did this my godfather was not chary of 
his praise; and indeed I was a little like a young god, slender, graceful, yet powerful in 



build, with a golden skin and proportions that lacked little of perfection. If there was a 
fault it lay in that my legs were a little too short; but my godfather consoled me for this 
defect by saying that Goethe, that prince of the intellect, had been short-legged too and 
certainly had never been hampered thereby. The hours devoted to these sittings form an 
especial chapter in my memory. Yet I enjoyed even more, I think, the "dressing up" itself; 
and that took place not only in the studio but at our house as well. Often when my 
godfather was to sup with us he would send up a large bundle of costumes, wigs, and 
accessories and try them all on me after the meal, sketching any particularly good effect 
on the lid of a pasteboard box. "He has a head for costumes," he would say, meaning that 
everything became me, and that in each disguise which I assumed I looked better and 
more natural than in the last. I might appear as a Roman flute-player in a short smock, a 
wreath of roses twined in my back locks; as an English page in snug-fitting satin with 
lace collar and plumed hat; as a Spanish bullfighter in spangled jacket and large round 
sombrero; as a youthful abbé of the Watteau period, with cap and bands, mantle and 
buckled shoes; as an Austrian officer in white military tunic with sash and dagger; or as a 
German mountaineer in leather shorts and hobnailed boots, with the bock's-beard stuck in 
his green felt hat-whatever the costume, the mirror assured me that I was born to wear it, 
and my audience declared that I looked to the life exactly the person whom I aimed to 
represent. My godfather even asserted that with the aid of costume and wig I seemed able 
to put on not only whatever social rank or national characteristics I chose, but that I could 
actually adapt myself to anygiven period or century. For each age, my godfather would 
say, imparts to its children its own physiognomical stamp; whereas I, in the costume of a 
Florentine dandy of the end of the Middle Ages, could look as though I had stepped from 
a contemporary portrait, and yet be no less convincing in the full-bottomed wig which 
was the fashionable ideal of a later century.-Ah, those were glorious hours! But when 
they were over and I resumed my dull and ordinary dress, how stale, flat, and 
unprofitable seemed all the world by contrast, in what deep dejection did I spend the rest 
of the evening! 
 Of my godfather I shall say no more in this place. Later on, at the end of my 
strenuous career, this extraordinary man intervened decisively in my destiny and saved 
me from despair. 
 I search my mind for further impressions of my youth, and am reminded at once 
of the day when I first attended the theatre, at Wiesbaden, with my parents. I should 
interpolate here that in which I have so far set down I have not too anxiously adhered to 
the chronological order but have treated my younger days as a whole and moved freely 
within them from episode to episode. 
 When I posed to my godfather as a Greek god I was sixteen or seventeen years 
old and thus no longer a child, though very backward at school. But my first visit to the 
theatre fell in my fourteenth year-though even so my physical and mental maturity, as 
will presently be seen, was well advanced and my sensitiveness to certain classes of 
impressions much keener than is ordinarily the case. What I saw that evening made the 
strongest impression on me and gave me food for perennial reflection. 
 We had first visited a Viennese café, where I drank sweet punch and my father 
imbibed absinthe through a straw-and this already was calculated to stir me to my depths. 
But how put into words the fever which possessed me when we drove in a droshky to the 
theatre and entered the lighted auditorium with its tiers of boxes? The women fanning 



their bosoms in the balcony, the men leaning over their chairs to chat; the hum and buzz 
of conversation in the stalls where we presently took our seats; the odours which 
streamed from hair and clothing to mingle with that of the illuminating gas; the confusion 
of sounds as the orchestra tuned up; the voluptuous frescoes displaying whole cascades of 
rosy foreshortenings-certainly all this could not but spur my youthful senses and prepare 
my mind for all the extraordinary scenes to follow. I had never before save in church seen 
so many people gathered together; and this playhouse, with its impressively complex 
seating-arrangements and its elevated stage where the elect, in brilliant costumes and to 
musical accompaniment, performed their dialogues and dances and developed the 
activities required by the plot-certainly all that was in my eyes a church where pleasure 
was the god; where men in need of edification gathered in the darkness to gaze upwards 
openmouthed at a sphere of bright perfection where each saw embodied the desire of his 
heart. 
 The piece was an unpretentious offering to the comic museI have even forgotten 
its name. Its scene was laid in Paris, which delighted my poor father's heart, and it 
centred round the figure of an idle young attaché, the traditional fascinator and ladykiller, 
played by the highly popular leading man, whose name was Muller-Rose. I heard his real 
name from my father, who rejoiced in his personal acquaintance, and the picture of this 
man will remain forever in my memory. He is probably old and wornout by now, like me, 
but at that time his power to dazzle all the world, myself included, made upon me so 
strong an impression that it belongs to the decisive experiences of my life. I say to dazzle, 
and it will be seen hereafter how much meaning I would convey by that word. But first I 
will essay to set down from my still very lively recollections the impression which 
Muller-Rose made upon me. On his first entrance he was dressed all in blackyet he 
radiated brilliance. He was supposed to come from some resort of the gay world and to be 
slightly intoxicated-a state which he knew how to counterfeit to perfection, yet without 
any suggestion of grossness. He wore a black cloak with a satin lining, patent-leather 
shoes, evening dress, white kid gloves, and a top hat which sat far back on his glistening 
locks, arranged in the then fashionable military parting, which ran all the way to the back 
of the neck. And every article of all this was so irreproachable, so well-pressed, and sat 
with a flawless perfection such as in real 1ife could not endure above a quarter of an hour 
and made him seem like a being from another world. In particular the top hat, light-
heartedly askew on his head, was the very pattern and mirror of what a top hat should be, 
without one grain of dust and with the most beautiful reflections, exactly as though they 
had been painted on. And this superb figure had a face to match, of a rosy fineness like 
wax, with almond-shaped, black-rimmed eyes, a small, short, straight nose and an 
extremely clear-cut, coral-red mouth and a little black moustache, even as though it were 
drawn with a paint-brush, following the outline of his arched upper lip. Reeling with a 
supple poise such as drunken men in everyday life do not possess, he gave his hat and 
stick to an attendant, slipped out of his cloak, and stood there in full evening fig, with 
diamond studs in his pleated shirtfront. As he drew off his gloves, laughing and rattling 
on in a silvery voice, you could see that his hands were white as milk outside and adorned 
with diamond rings, but inside pink like his face. He stood before the footlights at one 
side of the stage and trilled the first verse of a song all about what a wonderful life it was 
to be an attaché and a favourite with the ladies. Then he spread out his arms and snapped 
his fingers and waltzed apparently delirious with bliss over to the other side of the stage, 



where he sang the second verse and made his exit. Being recalled by loud applause, he 
sang the third and last verse in front of the prompter's box. And then with easy grace he 
began unfolding his role as called for by the plot. He was supposed to be very rich, which 
in itself lent his figure an almost magical charm. He appeared in a succession of 
"changes": immaculate white sports clothes with a red belt; a full-dress, slightly outré 
uniform-yes, in one delicate and hair-raising situation, pale-blue silk underdrawers. The 
complications of the plot were audacious, adventurous, and risque by turns. One saw him 
at the feet of a countess, at a champagne supper with two predatory daughters of joy, and 
standing with raised pistol confronting his fatuous rival in a duel. And not one of these 
elegant but strenuous occupations had power to derange one fold of his shirt-front, 
extinguish any of the brilliance of his top hat, or deepen the delicate tint of his 
complexion. He moved so easily within the frame of the musical and dramatic 
conventions that they seemed, so far from restricting him, to release him from the 
limitations of everyday life. He seemed pervaded to the finger-tips by a magic which we 
know how to express only by the vague and inadequate word "talent"-the exercise of 
which obviously gave him as much pleasure as it did us. He would fit his fingers round 
the silver crook of his cane, would let his hands glide into his trouser pockets, and these 
actions, even his getting out of a chair, his very exits and entrances, had a quality of 
conscious gratification which filled the heart of the beholder with joy. Yes, that was it: 
Muller-Rose heightened our joy of life-if the phrase is adequate to express that feeling, 
mingled of pain and pleasure, envy, yearning, hope, and irresistible love which the sight 
of the consummately charming can kindle in the human soul. 
 The public in the stalls was composed of middle-class citizens and their wives, 
clerks, one-year service men, and little girls in blouses; and despite the rapture of my own 
sensations I was able and eager to look about me and interpret the feelings of the 
audience. On all these faces sat a look of almost silly bliss. They were rapt in self-
forgetful absorption, a smile played about their lips, sweeter and more lively in the little 
shop-girls, more brooding and dreamy in the grown-up women, while on the faces of the 
men it expressed the benevolent admiration which simple fathers feel in the presence of 
sons who have passed beyond their own sphere and realized the dreams of their youth. As 
for the clerks and the young soldiers, everything stood wide open in their upturned faces-
eyes, mouths, nostrils, everything. And their smiles seemed to be saying: "Suppose it was 
us, standing up there in our underdrawers-how should we be making out? And look how 
he knows how to behave with those shameless hussies, just as though he were no better 
than they!"-When Muller-Rose left the stage a power seemed to have gone out of the 
audience, all their shoulders sagged. When he stormed triumphantly from the back-stage 
to the footlights, holding a note with arms outspread, every bosom seemed to heave in his 
direction and the ladies' satin bodices creaked at the seams. Yes, as we sat there in the 
darkness we were like a swarm of night-flying insects rushing blind, dumb, and drunken 
into the flame. 
 My father was royally entertained. He had followed the French custom and 
carried hat and stick into the theatre with him. When the curtain fell he put on the one and 
with the other banged on the floor loud and long. "C'est épatant," said he several times, 
quite weak with enthusiasm. At last it was all over and we were outside in the lobby, 
among a crowd of clerks who were quite uplifted and trying to walk, talk, and hold their 
canes like the hero of the evening. My father said to me: "Come along, let's go and shake 



hands with him. Good Lord, weren't we on pretty good terms once, Muffler and I? He 
will be delighted to see me again." So we instructed our ladies to wait for us in the 
vestibule and went off to pay our respects. We passed through the director's box, next the 
stage and already dark, then through a little door and behind the scenes. Stage-hands were 
clearing away in the eerie darkness. A little creature in red livery, who had been a lift-boy 
in the play, stood leaning against the wall sunk in reveries. My poor father pinched her 
playfully where her figure was amplest and asked her the way to the dressing-rooms, 
which she pointed out with rather an ill grace. We went through a whitewashed corridor, 
where uncovered gas-jets flared in the confined air. From behind several doors issued 
loud laughter or angry voices, and my father gestured with his thumb to call my attention 
to them as we went on. At the end of the narrow passage he knocked on the last door, 
laying his ear to his knuckle. From within came a gruff shout: "Who's there?" or "What 
the devil do you want?" or words to that effect. "May I come in?" asked my father in 
reply, whereupon the voice instructed him to do something else with which I would not 
sully the pages of my narrative. My father smiled his deprecating little smile and called 
through the door: "Muller, it's Krull. Engelbert KruIl. I suppose I may shake you by the 
hand, after all these years?" There was a laugh from inside and the voice said: "Oh, so it's 
you, old horse! Always on the hunt for some sport, eh?" And as we opened the door it 
went on: "I suppose you won't take any harm from my nakedness!" We went in. I shall 
never forget the disgusting sight that offered itself to my boyish eyes. 
 Muller Rosé was seated at a grubby dressing-table in front of a dusty and speckled 
mirror with side wings. He had nothing on but a pair of grey tricot drawers, and a man in 
shirt-sleeves was massaging his back, the sweat running down his own face. The actor's 
visage glistened with salve and he was busy wiping it off with a towel already stiff with 
rouge and grease paint. Half of his countenance still had the rosy coating which had made 
him radiant on the stage but now looked merely pink and silly beside the cheesy pallor of 
the man's natural complexion. He had taken off the chestnut-brown wig and I saw that he 
was red-haired. One of his eyes still had deep black shadows beneath it and metallic dust 
clung to the lashes; the other was inflamed and watery and leered up at us with an 
indescribably gamin expression. All this I might have borne. But not the pimples with 
which Muller-Rose's back, chest, shoulders, and upper arms were thickly strewn. They 
were horrible pimples, red-rimmed, suppurating, some of them even bleeding; even today 
I cannot repress a shudder at the thought of them. I find that our capacity for disgust is in 
direct proportion to our capacity for enjoyment, to our eagerness for the pleasures which 
this world can give. A cool and indifferent nature could never be so shaken by disgust as 
I was at that moment. Worst of all was the air of the room, compounded of sweat and 
exhalations from the pots and jars and sticks of grease paint which strewed the table. At 
first I thought I could not stand it above a minute without being sick. 
 However, I stood and looked-but I can add nothing to this description of Muller-
Rose's dressing-room. Perhaps I should reproach myself for having so little that is 
objective to report of my first visit to a theatre-if I were not writing primarily for my own 
amusement and only secondarily for any public I may have. I am not bent on sustaining 
any dramatic suspense, leaving such effects to the writers of imaginative tales, who must 
contrive to give their inventions the beautiful and symmetrical proportions of a work of 
art-whereas my material is derived from my own experiences alone and I feel I may 
dispose it as seems to me good. Thus I shall linger upon such events as were of especial 



value or significance to me, neglecting no necessary detail to bring them out; passing 
over more lightly those of less personal moment. I have well-nigh forgotten what passed 
between my father and Muller-Rose on that occasion-probably because other matters 
took my attention. For it is undoubtedly true that we receive stronger impressions through 
the senses than through the mind. I recall that the singer-though surely the applause 
which had greeted him that evening must have left him in no great doubt as to his 
triumph-kept asking my father whether it had "gone over" or how well it had "gone 
over." I perfectly understood how he felt. I have even a vague memory of some rather 
ordinary turns of phrase which he wove into the conversation, as for instance, in reply to 
some insinuation of my father's: "Shut your jaw-" then adding in the same breath: "over a 
quid of tobacco, there's some on the stand." But, as I said, I lent but half an ear to this or 
other specimens of his mental quality, being altogether taken up by my own sense 
impressions. 
 "So this, then"-ran my thoughts-"this pimpled and smeary individual is the 
charmer at whom the indistinguished masses were just now gazing up blissful-eyed! This 
repulsive worm is the reality of the glorious butterfly in whom all those deluded 
onlookers thought to see realized all their own secret dreams of beauty, grace, and 
perfection! He is just like one of those disgusting little creatures which have the power of 
being phosphorescent in the evening." But the grown-up people in the audience, who on 
the whole must know about life and who yet were so frightfully eager to be deceived, 
must they not have been aware of the deception? Or did they just privately not consider it 
one? And that is quite possible. For when you come to think about it, which is the "real" 
shape of the glow-worm: the insignificant little creature crawling about on the flat of your 
hand, or the poetic spark that swims through the summer night? Who would presume to 
say? Rather call up the picture you saw before: the swarm of moths and gnats, rushing 
blindly and irresistibly into the flame. With what unanimity in the work of self-delusion! 
What can it be, then, but that such an instinctive need as this is implanted by God 
Himself in the heart of man, to satisfy which the Muller-Roses are created? Here beyond 
a doubt is operative in life a wise and indispensable economy, in the service of which 
such men are kept and rewarded. How much admiration is his due for the success which 
he achieved tonight and achieves every night! Let us then smother what disgust we feel, 
in the realization that he knows all about his frightful pimples and yet-with the help of 
grease paint, lighting, music, and distance-can move before his audience with such 
complete assurance as to make them see in him their heart's ideal and thereby endlessly to 
enliven and edify them. And more: let us ask ourselves what it was that urged this 
miserable mountebank to learn the art of transfiguring himself nightly. What are the 
secret sources of the charm which possessed him and radiated from his finger-tips? The 
question needs but to be asked to be answered: who does not know the magic, the 
ineffable sweetness-for which any words we have are all too pale-of the power which 
teaches the glowworm to light the night? This man could not hear too often nor too 
emphatically that his performance gave pleasure, pleasure beyond the ordinary. It was the 
yearning of all his being towards that host of yearning souls, it was that inspired and 
winged his art. He gave us joy of life, we in our turn sated his craving for applause; and 
was this not a mutual satisfaction, a true marriage of desires? 
 The above lines indicate the main current of the thoughts which surged through 
my eager and overheated brain as I sat there in Muller-Rose's dressing-room, yes, and for 



days and weeks afterwards possessed my musings and my dreams. And always they were 
accompanied by emotions so profound and shattering, such a drunkenness of yearning, 
hope, and joy, that even today, despite my great fatigue, the memory of them makes my 
heart beat faster. In those days my feelings were of such violence that they threatened to 
burst my frame; often they made me somewhat ailing and thus served me as a pretext for 
stopping away from school. 
 It would be superfluous to dwell upon the reasons for my growing aversion to this 
odious institution. I am only able to live when my mind and my fancy are completely 
free; and thus it is that memory of my years in prison is actually less hateful to me than 
those of the ostensibly more honourable bond of slavery and fear which chafed my 
sensitive boyish soul when I was forced to attend at the ugly little white box of a school-
building down in the town. Add to these feelings the isolation from which I suffered, the 
grounds of which I have set forth above, and it will surprise nobody that I early had the 
idea of taking more holidays than the law allowed. 
 And in carrying out my idea another game I had long practised was of signal 
service to me: that of imitating my father's handwriting. A father is the natural and 
nearest model for the growing boy striving to adapt himself to the adult world. Physical 
structure as well as the more mysterious bond between them incline the boy to admire all 
that in the parent of which he is still incapable himself and to strive to imitate it-or rather 
it is perhaps his very admiration which unconsciously leads him to develop along the 
lines which the laws of inheritance have laid down. At the time when I was still digging 
great pothooks in my slate I already dreamed of guiding a steel pen with my father's 
swiftness and skill; and how many scraps of paper I covered later on with efforts to copy 
his hand from memory, my fingers arranged round the pen in the same delicate fashion as 
his. His writing was not in fact very hard to imitate, for my poor father wrote a childish 
hand, like a copybook, quite undeveloped, its only peculiarity being that the letters were 
very tiny and prolonged immoderately by hairlines in a way I have never seen anywhere 
else. This mannerism I soon mastered to the life. In contrast to the angular Gothic 
character of the script the signature, E. Krull, had a Latin ductus. It was surrounded by a 
perfect cloud of flourishes, which at first sight looked difficult to copy, but were in reality 
so simple in conception that I succeeded almost better with the signature than with 
anything else. The lower half of the E made a bold curve to the right, in whose open lap, 
as it were, the remaining syllable was neatly nestled. A second flourish rose from the u, 
embracing everything before it, cutting the curve of the E in two places and ending in an 
s-shaped down-stroke flanked like the curve of the F with rows of dots. The whole 
signature was higher than it was long, it was both naïve and bizarre; thus it lent itself so 
well to my purpose that in the end the inventor of it could not himself have distinguished 
between my products and his own. 
 Of course I very soon made practical use of a gift which had been acquired solely 
for my amusement. I employed it to gain my mental freedom-as follows: "My son Felix," 
I wrote, "had severe cramps on the 7th of this month and had to stop away from school. 
Regretfully yours, E. Krull." Or: "An infected sore on the gum as well as a sprained right 
arm obliged my son Felix to keep his bed from the 10th to the 14th. Regret his not having 
been able to attend school. Faithfully yours, E. Krull." My efforts being crowned with 
success, nothing hindered me from spending the school hours of one day or even of 
several roaming about outside the town, lying stretched in the leafy, whispering shade of 



some green pasture, dreaming the dreams peculiar to my youth and state. Sometimes I hid 
in the ruins of the old episcopal seat on the Rhine; sometimes, even, in winter and rough 
weather in the hospitable studio of my godfather, who indeed chid me for my conduct, 
but in tones which showed that he had a certain sympathy with the motives which led to 
it. 
 But now and again it came about that I lay in bed at homeand not always, as I 
have explained above, without any justification. It is a favourite theory of mine that every 
deception which has not a higher truth at its root but is simply a barefaced lie is by the 
very fact so gross and palpable that nobody can fail to see through it. Only one kind of lie 
has a chance of being effective: that which is quite undeserving of the name of deceit, 
being but the product of a lively imagination which has not yet entered wholly into the 
realm of the actual and acquired those tangible signs by which alone it can be estimated 
at its proper worth. True, I was a sturdy boy, who never aside from the usual childish ails 
had anything the matter with him. Yet when one morning I decided to avoid trouble and 
suffering by stopping in bed I was by no means practising a gross perversion of the actual 
situation. For why should I have gone to meet trouble, when I possessed the means of 
rendering powerless at will the arm of my oppressors? The higher truth actually was that 
the tension and depression due to my imaginative flights was not seldom so 
overpowering that they became actual suffering; together with my fear of what the day 
might bring forth they were enough to produce a basis of solid fact for my pretences to 
rest upon. I needed to put no strain upon myself to command the sympathy and concern 
of my people and the family doctor. 
 On a certain day, when the need for freedom and the possession of my own soul 
had become overpowering, I began with producing my symptoms with myself as sole 
audience. The extreme limit of the hour for rising was overpassed in dreams; breakfast 
had been brought in and was cooling on the table downstairs; all the stupid louts in town 
were on their dull schoolward way; daily life had begun, and I was irretrievably 
committed to a course of rebellion against my taskmasters. The audacity of my conduct 
was enough to make my heart flutter and my cheek turn pale. I noted that my finger-nails 
had taken on a bluish tint. The morning was cold and I needed to throw off the covers for 
only a few moments and to lie relaxed-when I had brought on a most convincing attack of 
shivers and teethchattering. All that I am saying is of course highly indicative of my 
character and temperament. I have always been very sensitive, susceptible, and in need of 
cherishing; and everything I have accomplished in life has been the result of self-
conquest-yes, to be regarded as a moral achievement of a high order. If it were otherwise 
I should never, either then or later, have succeeded by mere voluntary relaxation of mind 
and body in producing the appearance of physical suffering and thus in inclining those 
about me to tenderness and concern. To counterfeit illness effectively could never be 
within the powers of the coarse-grained man. But anybody who is made of finer stuff-if I 
may be pardoned for repeating the phrase-is always, though he may never be ill in the 
rude sense of the word, on familiar terms with suffering and can control its symptoms by 
intuition. 
 I closed my eyes and then opened them to their widest extent, making them look 
appealing and plaintive. I knew without the aid of a glass that my hair was rumpled from 
sleep and fell in damp strands on my brow. My face being already pale, I made it look 
sunken by a device of my own, drawing in the cheeks and holding them imperceptibly 



with the teeth from inside. This made my chin look longer too and gave me the 
appearance of having got thin overnight. A dilating of the nostrils and an almost painful 
twitching of the muscles at the corners of the eyes contributed to the effect. I put my 
basin on a chair by my bed, folded my blue-nailed fingers across my breast, chattered my 
teeth from time to time, and thus awaited the moment when somebody should come to 
look me up. 
 That would not be too early; my parents loved to lie abed and it might be two or 
three hours had passed before it became known that I was still in the house. Then my 
mother came upstairs and into the room and asked if I were ill. I looked at her large-eyed, 
as though in my dazed condition it was hard for me to tell who she was. Then I said yes, I 
thought I must be ill. What was the matter? Oh, my head, and the ache in my bones"and 
why am I so cold?" I went on, in a monotonous voice, articulating with difficulty and 
tossing myself from side to side of the bed. My mother looked sympathetic. I do not 
believe that she took my sufferings very seriously, but as her sensibilities were very much 
in excess of her reason she could not bring herself to spoil the game but instead joined in 
and began to support me in my performance. "Poor child," she said, laying her forefinger 
on my cheek and shaking her head in pity, "don't you want something to eat?" I declined 
with a shudder, pressing my chin on my chest. The iron consistency of my performance 
sobered her somewhat; she was startled out of her enjoyment of the game, for that 
anybody should on such grounds refrain from food and drink was quite beyond her. She 
looked at me with growing sense of reality. When she had got so far I assisted her to a 
decision by a display of art as arduous as it was effective. Starting up in bed with fitful 
and shuddering motions I drew my basin towards me and bent over it with frightful 
twitchings and contortions of my whole body, such as could not be witnessed without 
sympathetic convulsions by anyone not possessed of a heart of stone. "Nothing in me," I 
gasped between my writhings, lifting my wry and wasted face from the basin. "Gave it all 
up in the night"; and then I nerved myself to a protracted climax of such gaspings and 
chokings that it seemed I should never again get my breath. My mother held my head and 
repeatedly called me by my name in anxious and urgent tones, to bring me to myself. 
When my limbs began at length to relax, "I will send for Dusing!" she cried, and ran out 
of the room. Exhausted but with an indescribable and joyful sense of satisfaction, I fell 
back upon my pillows. 
 How often had I imagined to myself such a scene, how often passed through all its 
stages in my mind before I ventured to put it into operation! I hope that I may be 
understood when I say that I felt as though I were in a joyful dream when for the first 
time I put it into practice and achieved a complete success. It is not everybody can do 
such a thing. One may dream of it-but one does not do it. Suppose, a man thinks, that 
something awful were to happen to me: if I were to fall in a faint or blood were to burst 
out of my nose, or if I were to have some kind of seizure-then how suddenly the world's 
harsh unconcern would turn into attention, sympathy, and tardy remorse! But the flesh is 
obtusely strong and enduring, it holds out long after the mind has felt the need of 
sympathy and care; it will not manifest the alarming tangible symptoms which would 
make everybody imagine himself in a like state of suffering and speak with admonishing 
voice to the conscience of the world. But I-I had produced these symptoms, as effectively 
as though I had had nothing to do with their appearance. I had improved upon nature, 
realized a dream; and he alone who has tried to create a compelling and effective reality 



out of nothing, out of sheer inward knowledge and contemplation-in short, out of a 
combination of nothing but fantasy and his own personality-he alone can understand the 
strange and dreamlike satisfaction with which I rested from my creative task. 
 An hour later came Medical Inspector Dusing. He had been our family physician 
ever since the death of old Dr. Mecum, the practitioner who had ushered me into the 
world. Dr. Dusing was tall and stooped, with an awkward carriage and bristling 
mousecoloured hair. He was constantly either caressing his long nose with thumb and 
forefinger or else rubbing his large bony hands. This man might have been dangerous to 
my enterprise. Not, I think, through his professional ability, which I believe to have been 
meagre-though indeed a genuine scholar serving science with single mind and heart for 
its own sake would have been easiest of all to deceive. No, but Dr. Dusing might have 
seen through me by virtue of a certain crude knowledge of human frailty which he 
possessed and which is often the whole stockin-trade of inferior natures. This unworthy 
follower of Esculapius was both stupid and striving and had been appointed to office 
through personal influence, adroit exploitation of wine-house acquaintances, and the 
receipt of patronage; he was always driving to Wiesbaden to further his interests in the 
exercise of his office. It was very telling that he did not keep to the rule of first come, 
first served in his waiting-room, but took the more influential patients first, leaving the 
simpler ones to sit. His manner towards the former class was obsequious, towards the 
latter harsh and cynical, often betraying that he did not believe in their corn- plaints. I am 
convinced that he would not have stopped at any lie, corruption, or bribery which would 
ingratiate him with his superiors or recommend him as a zealous party man with the 
ruling powers; such behaviour was consistent with the shrewd practical sense which in 
default of higher qualifications he relied upon to see him to his goal. My poor father's 
position was already very dubious; yet as a taxpayer and a business man he belonged to 
the influential classes of the town, and Dr. Dusing naturally wished to stand well with 
such a client. It is even possible that the wretched man enjoyed corruption for 
corruption's sake and found that a sufficient reason for conniving at my fraud. In any 
case, he would come in and sit down at my bedside with the usual phrases, saying: "Well, 
well, what's all this?" or "What have we here?" and the moment would come when a 
wink, a smile, or a significant little pause would indicate to me that we were partners in 
deception at the little game of shamming sick"school-sick," as he was pleased to call it. 
Never did I make the smallest return to his advances. Not out of caution, for he would 
probably not have betrayed me, but out of pride and the genuine contempt I felt for him. I 
only looked more dismal and helpless, my cheeks grew hollower, my breathing shorter 
and more difficult, my mouth more lax, at each attempt he made to seduce me. I was 
quite prepared to go through another attack of vomiting if needs must; and so persistently 
did I fail to understand his worldly wisdom that in the end he had to abandon that line of 
attack in favour of a more strictly professional one. 
 That presented some difficulty. First because he was actually stupid; and second 
because the clinical picture I presented was very general and indefinite in its character. 
He thumped my chest and listened to me all over, peered into my throat by means of the 
handle of a tablespoon, gave me great discomfort by taking my temperature, and finally 
for better or worse was driven to pass judgment. "Just the megrims," said he. "Nothing to 
worry about. The usual attack. And our young friend's tummy always acts in sympathy. 
He must be quiet, see no visitors, he must not talk, better lie in a darkened room. I'll write 



a prescription-a little caffeine and citric acid will do no harm, it's always the best thing." 
If there were any cases of flu in the town, he would say: "Flu, my dear lady, with a 
gastric complication. That is what our young friend has caught. No much inflammation of 
the passages as yet; still there is some. Do you notice any, my child? Do you feel like 
coughing? There is a little fever too; it will probably increase in the course of the day. 
The pulse is rapid and irregular." And he could think of nothing more, save to prescribe a 
certain bittersweet tonic wine from the chemist's. I was nothing loth; I found it most 
soothing and comforting, now that the battle had been won. 
 Indeed, the doctor's calling is not different from any other: its practitioners are for 
the most part ordinary empty-headed folk, ready to see what is not there and to deny the 
obvious. Any untrained person, if he loves and has knowledge of the flesh, is their 
superior and in the mysteries of the art can lead them by the nose. The inflammation of 
the air passages was something I had not thought of, so I had no included it in my 
performance. But once I had forced the doctor to drop the theory of "schoolsickness," he 
had to fall back on flu, and to that end had to assume that my throat was irritated and my 
tonsils swollen, which was just as little the case as the other. He was quite right about the 
fever-though the fact entirely disproved his first diagnosis by presenting a genuine 
clinical phenomenon. Medical science teaches that fever can only be caused by the 
infection of the blood through some agency or other and that fever on other than physical 
grounds does not exist. That is absurd. My readers will be as convinced as I am myself 
that I was not ill in the ordinary sense when Inspector Dusing examined me. But I was 
highly excited; I had concentrated my whole being upon an act of the will; I was drunk 
with the intensity of my performance in the role of parodying nature-a performance 
which had to be masterly lest it become ridiculous; I was delirious with the alternate 
tension and relaxation necessary to give actuality in my own eyes and others' to a 
condition which did not exist; and all this so heightened and enhanced my organic 
processes that the doctor could actually read the result off the thermometer. The same 
explanation applies to the pulse. When the Inspector's head lay on my chest and I inhaled 
the animal odour of his dry grey hair, I had it in my power to feel a violent reaction that 
made my heart beat fast and unevenly. And as for my stomach, Dr. Dusing always said 
that it was affected, whatever other diagnosis he produced; and it was true enough that 
the organ was uncommonly sensitive, pulsing and contracting with every stir of feeling, 
so that where others under stress of circumstances speak of a throbbing heart, I might 
always speak of a throbbing stomach. Of this phenomenon the doctor was aware and he 
was not a little impressed by it. 
 So he prescribed his acid drops or his tonic wine and stopped awhile gossiping 
with my mother; I lay meantime breathing short-windedly though my flaccid lips and 
looking vacantly at the ceiling. My father would probably come in, too, and look at me 
with an embarrassed self-conscious air, avoiding my eye. He would take occasion to 
consult the doctor about his gout. Then I was left alone, to spend the day-perhaps two or 
three days-on short commons (which I did not mind, because they made the food taste 
better) and in peace and freedom, given over to dreams of the brilliant future. When my 
youthful appetite rebelled at the diet of rusks and gruel, I would slip out of my bed, open 
my writing-desk, and resort to the store of chocolate which nearly always lay there. 
 Where did I get my chocolate? It came into my possession in a strange, almost 
fantastic way. On a corner of the busiest street in our little city there was an excellent 



delicatessen shop, a branch, if I mistake not, of a Wiesbaden firm. It supplied the wants 
of the best society and was most attractive. My way to school led me past this shop and 
many times I had entered it with a small coin in my hand to buy cheap sweets, such as 
fruit drops or barley sugar. But one day on going in I found it empty, not only of 
purchasers but also of attendants. There was a little bell on a spring over the door, and 
this had rung as I entered; but either the inner room was empty or the occupants did not 
hear the bell-I was and remained alone. And at first the emptiness surprised and startled 
me, it even gave me an uncanny feeling; but presently I began to look about me, for never 
before had I been able to contemplate undisturbed the delights of such a spot. It was a 
narrow room, with a rather high ceiling, and crammed from top to bottom with goodies. 
There were rows and rows of hams, sausages of all shapes and colours-white, yellow, red, 
and black; fat and lean and round and long-lines of tins and conserves, cocoas and teas, 
bright translucent glasses of honey, marmalade, and jam; bottles plump and bottles 
slender, filled with liqueurs and punch-all these things crowded the shelves from floor to 
ceiling. Then there were glass showcases where smoked mackerel, lampreys, flounders, 
and eels were displayed on platters to tempt the appetite. There were dishes of Italian 
salad, lobsters spreading their claws on blocks of ice, sprats pressed flat and gleaming 
goldenly from opened boxes; choice fruits-garden strawberries and grapes beautiful as 
though they came from the Promised Land; tiers of sardine tins and those fascinating 
little white earthenware jars of caviar and Joie gras. Plump chickens dangled their necks 
from the top shelf, and there were trays of cooked meats, ham, tongue, beef, and veal, 
smoked salmon and breast of goose, with the slender slicingknife lying ready to hand. 
There were all sorts of cheese under glass bells, brick-red, milk-white, and marbled, also 
the creamy ones that ooze in a golden wave out of their silver foil. Artichokes, bundles of 
asparagus, truffles, little liver sausages in silver paper-all these things lay heaped in rich 
abundance; while on other tables stood open tin boxes full of fine biscuits, spice cakes 
piled in criss-cross layers, and glass urns full of dessert bonbons and crystallized fruits. 
 I stood transfixed. Holding my breath and cocking my ears I drank in the 
enchanting atmosphere of the place and the medley of odours from chocolate and smoked 
fish and earthy truffles. My fancy ran riot with memories of fairy-stories of the paradise 
of children, of underground treasure-chambers where children born on Sunday might 
enter and fill their pockets with precious stones. It seemed like a dream; everyday laws 
and dull regulations were all suspended, one might give free rein to one's desires and let 
fancy rove in blissful unrestraint. I was seized with such a fever of desire on beholding 
this paradise of plenty entirely given over to my single person that I felt my very limbs to 
twitch. It took great self-control not to burst out in a pan of jubilation at so much richness 
and so much freedom. I spoke into the silence, saying: "Good day" in quite a loud voice; 
I can still remember how the strained tones of my voice died away into the stillness. No 
one answered. And the water ran into my mouth in streams at that very moment. One 
quick and noiseless step and I stood beside one of the laden tables. I made one rapturous 
grab into the nearest glass urn, slipped my fistful of pralines into my coat pocket, gained 
the door, and by another second was round the corner of the street. 
 No doubt I shall be accused of common theft. I will not deny the accusation, I will 
simply retreat and not confront anyone who chooses to take the paltry word into his 
mouth. But the word-the poor, cheap, worn-out word, which does violence to all the finer 
meanings of life-is one thing, and quite another the living, primeval, and absolute deed, 



forever shining with newness and originality. It is only out of habit and sheer mental 
indolence that we come to regard them as the same thing. And the truth is that the word, 
as used to describe or characterize a deed, is no better than one of these wire fly-killers 
that always miss the fly. Moreover, whenever it is a question of an act, it is not the what 
nor the why that matters (although the second is the more important), but simply and 
solely the who. Whatever I have done and committed, it has always been first of all my 
deed, not Tom's, Dick's, or Harry's: and though I have had to swallow, especially at the 
hands of the law, having the same name applied to me as to ten thousand others, I have 
always rebelled against such an unnatural comparison, in the unshakable conviction that I 
am a favourite of the powers that be and actually compact of different flesh and blood. 
The reader will forgive me this excursion into the abstract, and it may be that it ill 
becomes me, for I have no training or warrant for that kind of metaphysical thought. But I 
consider it my duty either to reconcile him so far as possible with the idiosyncrasies of 
my existence or else to prevent him from reading further. 
 When I got home I went up to my room, still in my overcoat, spread my treasure-
trove out on my table, and examined it. I almost disbelieved that it was still there-for how 
often do not priceless things come to us in our dreams, yet when we wake our hands are 
empty. Imagine my lively joy-like that of a man waking from such a dream to find his 
treasure materialized on his bed-quilt-in examining my bonbons! They were of the best 
quality, wrapped in silver paper, filled with sweet liqueur and flavoured creams; but it 
was not alone their quality that enraptured me; even more it was the winning over of my 
dream treasure into my waking hand that made up the sum of my delight-a delight too 
great for me not to think of repeating it as occasion offered. Whatever the explanation-I 
did not cudgel my brains to find one-the shop proved to be often open and unwatched at 
the noon hour, as I could tell by strolling slowly past the door with my school-satchel on 
my back. I would return and go in, having learned to open the door so softly that the little 
bell did not jingle. By way of precaution I would say: "Good day"-and then take what 
was nearest, never too much, always with wise moderation, a handful of bonbons, a tablet 
of chocolate, a slice of cake-very probably nothing was ever missed. But these dreamlike 
occasions on which I clutched with open hand the sweets of life were accompanied by 
such an expansion of my whole personality that they gave me anew the sensations with 
which certain trains of thought and introspection had already made me familiar. 
 At this point-though not without having laid aside the flowing pen to pause and 
collect my thoughts-I wish to enter at more length with my unknown reader upon a theme 
already glanced at earlier in these confessions. Let me say at once that such a reader will 
be disappointed if he expects from me any lightness of tone or lewdness of expression. 
No, for the dictates of morality and good form demand that discretion and sobriety be 
united with the candour which I promised at the outset of my enterprise. Pleasure in the 
salacious for its own sake, though an almost universal fault, has always been 
incomprehensible to me, and verbal excesses of this kind I have always found the most 
repulsive of all, since they are the cheapest and have not the excuse of passion. People 
laugh and joke about these matters precisely as though they were dealing with the 
simplest and most amusing subject in the world, whereas the exact opposite is the truth; 
and to talk of them in that loose and airy way is to surrender to the whinnyings of the 
mob the most important and mysterious concern of nature and of life. But to my 
confession. 



 First of all I must make it clear that the abovementioned concern began very early 
to play a role with me, to occupy my thoughts, shape my fancies, and form the content of 
my childish enterprises-long, that is, before I had any words for it or could possibly form 
any general ideas of its nature or bearing. For a considerable time, that is, I regarded my 
tendency to such thoughts and the lively pleasure I had in them to be private and personal 
to myself. Nobody else, I thought, would understand them, and it was in fact advisable 
not to talk of them at all. Lacking any other means of description, I grouped all my 
emotions and fancies together under the heading of "the great joy" or "the best of all" and 
guarded them as a priceless secret. And thanks to this jealous reserve, thanks also to my 
isolation, and to a third cause to which I shall presently come, I long remained in this 
state of intellectual ignorance which so little corresponded to the liveliness of my senses. 
For as far back as I can remember, this "great joy" took up a commanding position in my 
inner life-indeed it probably began to do so farther back than my conscious memory 
extends. For small children are to that extent "innocent" in that they are unconscious; but 
that they are so in the sense of angelic purity is without a doubt a sentimental superstition 
which would not stand the test of an objective examination. For myself, at least, I have it 
from an unexceptionable source, that even at my nurse's breast I displayed the clearest 
evidence of certain feelings-and this tradition has always seemed highly credible to me, 
as indicative of the eagerness of my nature. 
 In fact my penchant for the pleasures of love bordered on the extraordinary; even 
today it is my conviction that it far exceeded the usual measure. That this was so I had 
early grounds for suspecting; but my suspicions were converted to certainty on the 
evidence of that person who told me of my susceptible behaviour while still at the breast. 
With this person I sustained for several years a secret relationship. I refer to our 
housemaid Genoveva, who had been with us from a child and was in the beginning of her 
thirties when I reached sixteen. She was the daughter of a sergeant-major and had for a 
long time been engaged to the station-master at a little station between Frankfurt and 
NiederLahristein. She had a good deal of feeling for the refinements of life, and although 
she performed all the hard work of the house her position was as much housekeeper as 
servant. The marriage was-for lack of money-only a distant prospect; and the long 
waiting must have been a genuine hardship to the poor girl. In person she was a well-
developed blonde with a lively green eye and mincing ways. But despite the prospect of 
spending her best years in renunciation she never listened to proposals from a lower 
sphere of society-advances from soldiers, working-men, or such people-for she did not 
reckon herself with common folk, feeling disgust for their speech and the way they smelt. 
The case was different with the son of the house, who aroused her approbation as he 
developed, and might give her the feeling that in satisfying him she both as it were 
performed a domestic duty and also improved her own station in society. Thus it 
happened that my desires did not encounter any serious resistance. I need not go into 
great detail-the episode had the usual features, too well known to be of interest to a 
cultured audience. 
 One evening my godfather Maggotson had supped with us, and we had spent the 
evening trying on costumes. When I went up to bed it happened-very likely so contrived 
by her-that I met Genoveva at the door of my attic room. We stopped to talk, by degrees 
moved over into the room itself, and ended by occupying it together for the night. I well 
remember my mood: it was one of gloom, disillusion, and boredom such as often seized 



upon me at the end of an evening devoted to the exercise of my "head for costumes"-only 
this time even more severe than usual. I had resumed my ordinary garb with loathing, I 
had the impulse to tear it off-but not the desire to forget my misery in slumber. For it 
seemed to me that the only possible consolation was to be found in Genoveva's arms-yes, 
to tell the whole truth, I felt that in complete intimacy with her I should find the 
continuation and consummation of my brilliant evening and the proper goal of my 
ramblings through my godfather's wardrobes of costumes. However that may be, at least 
the soul-satisfying, unimaginable delight I discovered on Genoveva's white, well-
nourished breast defies all description. I cried out for very bliss, I felt myself mounting 
heavenwards. And it was not of a selfish nature, my desire: for so I was constructed that 
it was kindled only by the mutual joy of Genoveva. 
 Of course every possibility of comparison is out of the question; I can neither 
demonstrate nor disprove, but I was then and am now convinced that with me the 
satisfaction of love is twice as sweet and twice as poignant as with the average man. But 
it would be doing me an injustice to conclude that on the score of my unusual endowment 
I became a libertine and lady-killer. My difficult and dangerous life made great demands 
on my powers of concentration-I had to take care not to exhaust myself. I have observed 
tlat with some the act of love is a trifle which they perfunctorily discharge and go their 
way as though nothing had happened. As for me, the tribute which I paid was so great as 
to leave me for the time quite vacant and empty of the power to act. True, I have often 
exceeded, for the flesh is weak and I found my amorous requirements only too easily 
met. But in the end and on the whole I was of a temper too manly and too serious not to 
be called back from sensual relaxation to a necessary and healthful austerity. Moreover, 
the purely physical satisfaction is surely the grosser part of that which I had as a child 
instinctively called "the great joy." It enervates by satisfying us all too completely; it 
makes us bad lovers of the world, because on the one hand it robs life of its bloom and 
enchantment and on the other it impoverishes our own power to charm, since only he 
who desires is amiable, not he who is sated. For my part, I know many kinds of 
satisfaction finer and more subtle than the crude act which after all is but a limited and 
illusory satisfaction of appetite; and I am convinced that he has but a crude notion of 
enjoyment whose activities are directed only and immediately to the definite goal. My 
desires were always upon a broader, larger, and more general scale; they found the 
sweetest feeding where others might not seek; they were never precisely defined or 
specialized-and for this reason among others it was that despite my special aptitude 1 
remained so long innocent and unconscious, yes, actually my whole life long a child and 
dreamer. 
 And herewith I leave a subject in dealing with which I believe I have not for a 
moment transgressed the canons of propriety and good taste, and hasten forwards to the 
tragic moment which terminated my sojourn under my parents' roof, and formed the 
turning-point of my career, I begin my mentioning the betrothal of my sister Olympia to 
Second Lieutenant Deibel of the second Nassau regiment No .88, stationed in Mainz. The 
betrothal was attended by celebrations on a grand scale but led up to no other 
consequences. For the stress of circumstances proved too much for it; it was broken off 
and my sister-after the collapse of our family life-went on the stage. Deibel was a sickly 
young man, very ignorant of life. He was a constant guest at our parties, where, heated by 
dancing, forfeit-playing, and Berncasteler Doctor and fired by the judicious glimpses of 



their charms vouchsafed by the ladies of our household, he fell wildly in love with 
Olympia. With the concupiscence of weak-chested persons the world over, and probably 
overestimating our position and consequence, he actually one evening went on his knees 
and, almost shedding tears in his ardour, implored her to be his. To this day I do not 
understand how Olympia had the face to accept him, for certainly she did not respond to 
the feelings he professed and was doubtless informed by my mother of the true state of 
our affairs. But she probably thought it was high time to be sure of some refuge, no 
matter how frail, from the oncoming storm; she may even have thought that her 
engagement to an officer in the army, however poor his prospects, might delay the 
catastrophe. My poor father was appealed to for his consent and gave it with an 
embarrassed air and not much to say; whereupon the family event was communicated to 
the assembled guests, who received the news with loud acclaim and baptized it, so to say, 
with streams of Lorley Extra Cuvée. After that, Lieutenant Deibel came almost daily to 
our house from Mainz, and did no little damage to his health by constant attendance upon 
the object of his sickly desire. I once entered the room where the betrothed pair had been 
for some time alone and found him looking so distracted and moribund that I am 
convinced the turn which affairs presently took was for him a piece of unmixed good 
fortune. 
 As for me, my mind was occupied in these weeks almost wholly with the 
fascinating subject of the change of name which my sister's marriage would entail upon 
her. I remember that I envied her almost to bitterness. She who for so long had been 
called Olympia Krull would sign herself in future Olympia Dcibel-and that fact alone 
possessed all the charm of novelty. How tiresome it is to sign all one's life long the same 
name to letters and papers! The hand grows paralysed with irritation and disgust-what a 
pleasurable refreshment and stimulation then of the whole being comes of being able to 
give oneself a new name and to hear oneself addressed by it! It seemed to me a positive 
advantage which the female sex has over the male that at least once in life the opportunity 
is afforded of this tonic and restorative-whereas to the male any change is as good as 
forbidden by law. I, personally, not having been born to lead the flabby and protected 
existence of the great bourgeois class, have often overstepped a prohibition which ran 
counter both to my safety and my dislike of the humdrum and everyday. I displayed in 
the process, if I may say so, a very pretty gift of invention; and there was a peculiar easy 
grace in the act whereby I, for the first time in my life, laid aside like a soiled and worn-
out garment the name to which I was born, to assume another which for elegance and 
euphony far surpassed that of Lieutenant Deibel. 
 But in the midst of the betrothal episode events had taken their course, and ruin-to 
express myself poetically-knocked with harsh knuckles upon the door of our home. 
Those malicious rumours about my poor father's business, the studied avoidance we 
suffered from all and sundry, the gossip about our domestic affairs-all these were most 
cruelly confirmed by the event, to the unlovely satisfaction of the croakers. The 
consuming public had more and more refrained from buying our brand of wine. 
 Lowering the price of course did not improve the product, nor did the alluring 
design produced against his better judgment by my good-natured godfather have any 
effect in staying the disaster. Ruin fell upon my poor father in the spring of my eighteenth 
year. 



 I was of course at that time entirely lacking in business sensenor am I now any 
better off in that respect, since my own career, based on imagination and self-discipline, 
gave me no commercial training. Accordingly I refrain from trying my pen on a subject 
of which I have no knowledge and from burdening the reader with an account of the 
misfortunes of the Lorley wine company. But I feel impelled to give expression to the 
great sympathy which in these last months I felt for my father. He sank more and more 
into a speechless melancholy and would sit somewhere about the house with his head 
bent and the fingers of his right hand gently stroking his rounded belly, ceaselessly and 
rapidly blinking his eyes. He made frequent pathetic trips to Mainz, probably to try to get 
hold of some money; he would return from these excursions greatly dejected, wiping his 
face and eyes with a little batiste handkerchief. It was only at the evening parties, which 
we still held in our villa, when he sat at table with his napkin tied round his neck, his 
guests about him, and his glass in his hand, presiding over the feast, that anything like 
comfort revisited him. Yet in the course of one such evening there occurred a most 
unpleasant quarrel between my poor father and the Jewish banker, husband of the jet-
laden female. He, as I then learned, was one of the most hardened cut-throats who ever 
lured harried and unwary business folk into their nets. Very soon thereafter came that 
serious and ominous day-yet for me refreshing in its novel excitement-when the factory 
and business premises of my father did not open and a group of cold-eyed, tight-lipped 
gentlemen appeared at our villa to attach our possessions. My poor father, in the choicest 
of phrases, had declared his bankruptcy before the courts and appended to his declaration 
that naïve and flourishing signature of his which I so well knew how to imitate; and with 
due solemnity proceedings in bankruptcy were instituted. 
 On that day our disgrace gave me occasion to stop away from school-and I may 
say here that it was never granted me to finish my course. This was firstly due to my 
never having troubled to conceal my aversion to the despotism and dullness which 
characterized that institution, and secondly because our domestic circumstances and 
ultimate disruption filled the masters with venom and contempt. At the Easter holidays 
after my poor father's failure they refused to give me my leaving-certificate, thus offering 
me the alternative of putting up with an inferior position unsuited to my age or of leaving 
the school and losing the advantages of a certificate. In the joyful consciousness that my 
native parts were adequate to make up for the loss of such extremely limited advantages, 
I chose the latter course. 
 Our financial collapse was complete; it became clear that my poor father had put 
it off so long and involved himself so deeply in the toils of the usurers only because he 
was aware that when the crash came it would reduce him to beggary. Everything came 
under the hammer: the warehouses (but who wanted to buy so notoriously bad a product 
as my father's wine?), the real estatethat is, the cellars and our villa, laden as those were 
with mortgages to two-thirds of their value, the interest on which had not been paid for 
years; the dwarfs, the toadstools and crockery animals in the gardens-yes, the glass ball 
and the olian harp went the same sad way. The inside of the house was stripped of every 
charm: the spinning-wheel, the down cushions, the glass boxes and smelling-bottles all 
went at public auction, not even the halberds over the windows and the glass bead 
curtains were spared, and if the little device over the ventilator that played "Wine, 
Women, and Song" when the door was opened, still jingled unmindful of the desolation, 
it was only because it had not been noticed by its legal owners. 



 One could scarcely say at first that my father looked like a broken man. His face 
even expressed a certain satisfaction that his affairs, having passed beyond his own 
competence, now found themselves in such good hands; and since the bank which had 
purchased our property let us for very pity remain for the present within its bare walls, we 
still had a roof over our heads. Temperamentally easy-going and good-natured, he could 
not credit his fellow human beings with being so puritanically cruel as to reject him 
utterly; he was simple enough to try to form a local company with himself as director. 
His proposals were brusquely repulsed, as also other efforts he made to reestablish 
himself in life-though if he had been successful he would doubtless have proceeded upon 
his old courses of feastings and fireworks. But when everything failed he at last 
recognized the fact; and probably considering that he was in the way of us others, who 
might make better headway without him, he resolved to make an end of himself. 
 Five months had passed since the beginning of the bankruptcy proceedings; it was 
early autumn. Since Easter I had not gone back to school and was enjoying my temporary 
freedom and lack of prospects. We had gathered in our bare dining-room, my mother, my 
sister Olympia, and I, to eat our meagre meal, and were waiting for the head of the 
family. But when we had finished our soup and he did not appear, we sent Olympia, who 
had always been his favourite, to summon him. She had been gone scarcely three minutes 
when we heard her give a prolonged scream and then run still screaming upstairs and 
down and then distractedly up again. Frightened to my very marrow and ready for the 
worst, I went to my father's room. There he lay, upon the floor, with his clothing opened; 
his hand was resting upon the roundness of his belly, and beside him lay the fatal shining 
thing with which he had shot himself in his gentle heart. Our maid Genoveva and I lifted 
him to the sofa, and while she ran for the doctor, my sister Olympia still rushed 
screaming through the house, and my mother out of very fear would not venture out of 
the dining-room, I stood beside the earthly husk of my progenitor, now growing cold, 
with my hand over my eyes, and paid him the abundant tribute of my tears. 
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