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  RILKE’S CORRESPONDENCE with Lou Andreas-Salomé is the record of his most intense and enduring friendship. The letters they exchanged over some twenty-five years, half his lifetime, chart his tormented maturation as a poet under the guidance of a shrewdly observing confidante who had been his lover before she became his counselor in all matters of his aggrieved soul. It is to her that he addressed his most trenchantly self-revealing “confessions,” some of them plaintive with no small admixture of self-pity, many of them unrelenting in their exploration of his psyche’s innermost complexities and their search for whatever resources his frail constitution and precarious hold on sanity might provide. And Lou responded with an unusually clear-eyed intelligence and compassion. Without the support of her analytical skills and her honest objectivity Rilke might well have succumbed to the confusions and self-destructive anxieties he traced back to the psychological devastations he had carried inside himself since childhood. Instead, her insights into his personality, without ever evading unpleasant truths or deflecting them into professional jargon, elicited from him a style of writing in which, as he presents his experiences to her for understanding, the eloquence of epistolary conversation becomes difficult to distinguish from the art of narrative prose.


  Louise von Salomé was born in St. Petersburg on February 12, 1861, the youngest of six children and the only daughter of a German-Baltic family with Huguenot ancestors. Her father, Gustav von Salomé (1804–1879), was a general in the czar’s service. Her family felt Russian even though its social contacts did not extend much beyond the immigrant community. They lived in apartments across from the Winter Palace reserved for high-ranking generals and kept a country house near Peterhof, the imperial summer residence. She was brought up in the reformed Protestant Church but left it at the age of seventeen in protest against its restrictive rules. Her search for a God who could fulfill her personal needs led her toward Hendrik Gillot, the charismatic pastor of the Dutch Legation and a tutor of the czar’s children. Without her parents’ knowledge he became her private instructor and spiritual-intellectual guide, a kind of Father-God persona with whom she read Spinoza, Leibniz, Kant, Kierkegaard, and books on comparative theology. Her daydreams and fantasies, in other words, while never fully dispelled, were being attenuated by enthusiastic yet disciplined studies of systematic philosophy—until Gillot, age forty-two and a husband with two children, proposed marriage to her. She let him confirm her at his hometown of Santpoort but then quickly departed for Zürich to study theology and art history until the recurrence of pulmonary bleeding forced her to abandon her scholarly pursuits. When her condition did not improve during a cure in Scheveningen (on the North Sea near The Hague), her mother, early in 1882, took her south, eventually to Rome.


  There she joined a circle of young intellectuals, avid readers of Schopenhauer and passionate Wagnerians, who gathered at the house of the expatriate writer Malwida von Meysenbug. Through her she met Paul Rée, a philosophical historian of morals whose ideas failed, however, to gain academic approval, which meant the end of his quest for the stability of a university position. He was twelve years her senior, and during that spring introduced her to his former teacher Friedrich Nietzsche, then thirty-seven years old and still virtually unknown as a thinker. Both men were quickly captivated by her and each eventually proposed marriage—which she declined. Rée soon moved into an apartment in Berlin with her and remained a close friend (and unrequited lover) for over three years, her partner in philosophical studies with a small group of like-minded young thinkers and her companion during frequent travels. Nietzsche was for over half a year her rigorous teacher and briefly even thought that she might become his intellectual heir. But by the end of 1882, in no small measure duped by the jealous intrigues of his sister Elisabeth, he felt betrayed by his independent-minded and at times incautious disciple and denounced her with bitter intensity.


  In 1886 Lou became engaged to Friedrich Carl Andreas (1846–1930), a man with an extraordinary background. Andreas was born in Batavia (now Jakarta), the son of a German-Malay mother and an Armenian father, a Prince Bagratuni from Isfahan in Persia. At the age of six he attended a private school in Hamburg and in 1860 enrolled in a Gymnasium in Geneva in preparation for studies of classical and oriental philology at various German universities. In 1868 he obtained a Ph.D. and went to Denmark to study Persian manuscripts in the Copenhagen Library and to learn Scandinavian languages and literatures. Following his military service in the Franco-Prussian War, he studied in Kiel. In July 1875 he was to join a scientific expedition to Persia as an expert in Sassanide inscriptions. But he arrived half a year late, having contracted cholera in Bombay. He stayed in Persia for six years as a language teacher and, for a time, as the supervisor of the country’s postal system. In January 1882 he returned to Germany in the company of a Prince Ihtisam-ed-daule, physically exhausted and destitute. It took him the rest of the year to recover. In 1885 he met Lou, who was living in the boarding house where he gave private lessons in Turkish and Persian to Prussian diplomats, officers, and businessmen.1


  Andreas was a dark-bearded and passionately forceful man, fifteen years older than Lou. He was determined to overcome her resistance to marriage, and in the end accepted her condition that they abstain forever from having sex together. His courtship must have been tumultuous. Even on the day before they were to announce their betrothal he plunged a knife into his chest during an argument with her, barely missing an artery but collapsing unconscious. They were married a year later in June 1887, in a civil ceremony in Berlin-Tempelhof followed by a wedding in the church where she had been confirmed, the Reverend Hendrik Gillot officiating. The couple returned to live in Berlin, where Andreas had been appointed a professor of Persian (and later a professor of Turkish) at the newly established Institute of Oriental Languages, a position he had to relinquish two years later when colleagues questioned his academic credentials. After his dismissal he returned to working as a private language teacher. Lou, for her part, began to establish a career as a writer. The first years of their marriage were never free of tensions, in part because she felt guilty of having betrayed Paul Rée, in part because she and Andreas sought to hide their basic incompatibility behind the illusion that they were joined in a bond of high ideals. It was not long before their life together turned into a connubial father-daughter relationship rather than a mature companionship.


  This arrangement appears to have remained placid enough until 1892, when Lou met Georg Ledebour (1850–1947), the editor of a socialist newspaper, Berliner Volkszeitung, and a highly-principled politician. Their love was mutual and serious. But Andreas forced her to renounce it some two years later after he had resolutely refused her requests for a divorce. Her immediate response was to immerse herself in long trips, to Petersburg, Paris, Switzerland, and Vienna, and to cultivate her friends among the emerging cultural elite. She gave the impression of a happily independent woman who lived a life of her own choosing. But it took her years to overcome her deep estrangement from her husband, a circumstance—as with so many other personal woes—she never mentioned in any of her letters. Later in life they settled for a polite co-existence, and Andreas acquired the dignified composure of a reclusive scholar.2


  René Maria Rilke first met Lou Andreas-Salomé on May 12, 1897, at the Munich apartment of a mutual acquaintance, the novelist Jakob Wassermann. Rilke was twenty-one years old, a student of art history, prolific though nearly unknown as a poet but busily expanding the purview of his contacts. Lou was thirty-six and an established author.3 Soon after her arrival at the end of April to meet an old friend, Frieda von Bülow, he began to send her, anonymously, handwritten copies of his poems, along with effusive letters, which she shrugged off as an annoyance. He persisted, and soon she was enamored of him. They became lovers during a stay of three months (until September 8, 1897) in the farming village of Wolfratshausen in the foothills of the Alps. (It was during this period that “René” became “Rainer,” adopting the “plain fine, German name” by which Lou chose to call him.) For three and a half years, and with only three extended interruptions, they spent almost every day in one another’s company, at times under strained circumstances and more than once precariously close to an irreconcilable break. But to help them through such periods of stress there was the discipline of shared studies, most doggedly of Russian literature and culture, the routine of daily chores and the enjoyment of nature, and, not least, their need for complementary emotional support.


  It is easy to dismiss the prolix weave of exalted adorations in Rilke’s earliest letters to Lou as so much ludicrous flattery. Their recipient, at any rate, distanced herself from them as soberly as she vetoed his plan to publish the nearly one hundred poems he had written for her and to call the volume Dir zur Feier (To celebrate you). She may well have done so with an intuitive awareness of what they foretold of Rilke: a still juvenile propensity for expressing erotic emotions in sacral language, and for imagining new experiences with an excess of grandiosely “inspired” subjectivity. Such foibles Rilke would learn to outgrow before long. But these early poems also suggest the outline of a poet-imago and a psychic disposition which he was to describe incessantly and respecify with ever new details throughout his life.


  This self-image entails three aspects: (1) the presence of an exemplary artist (Pushkin, Tolstoy, Jens Peter Jacobsen, Rodin, Cézanne, Valéry, and others), existing in the imagination and implicit in all his epistolary monologues as a powerful, often overwhelming challenge; (2) his inner Enemy-Doppelgänger—what he and Lou called the “Other” in him—that is, the unknown, stubbornly defiant side of his personality, including his frequent physical ailments and his susceptibility to psychosomatic illnesses; and (3) an “understander,” preeminently, but not exclusively, Lou, as the embodiment of a superior mode of being, who will explain to him the anxieties and phobias that block his creativity, and whose empathic affirmations encourage him in his struggle to break through to new aesthetic beginnings. It was therefore inevitable that he should keep returning to her, even after their seemingly final break toward the end of February 1901.


  The immediate cause of this separation was Lou’s angered reproval of Rilke’s decision to marry Clara Westhoff, whom he had met in September 1900 during his stay at the artists’ colony of Worpswede, near Bremen. But her remonstrations had a number of precedents, most notably her less-than-satisfactory reception of the diary he had written for her in April–May 1896 in Tuscany,4 and her frustration with the extreme mood swings he suffered on their long journey through Russia and the Ukraine in the spring and summer of 1900. Her own diary of this trip, to be sure, gives an exuberant account of their many profound experiences and revelations and only once points to her “not always good mood.”5 But her autobiography speaks of recurrent outbursts of “anxiety, almost states of terror” on Rilke’s part, of irrational behavior escalating into panic attacks and of “an explosive dissolution into feelings which tumbled over into a monstrous immensity—as if he felt a compulsion to let them overwhelm him.”6 She attributes these problems to his inability to reconcile “the conflict between hymnic experience and its expression in creative form,” calling it, in a paraphrase of his own words, a kind of pseudo-productivity “that has been led astray by fear, like some desperate substitute for the command”7 to give tangible, tensile shape to diffusely subjective impulses. This discrepancy between grand emotional transports and completely inadequate aesthetic means to structure them into poems made Rilke the spiritual pilgrim feel like a blaspheming outcast. In her words: he was far short of that “immanent harmony” and spacious resplendence with which “the great soul” makes productive use of “everything that falls into it.”8 And she, her nerves badly frayed by his morbidly monopolizing fixation on her, craved “quiet,—more being by myself, the way it was until four years ago.”9


  Hence Lou’s abdication of her role as mother-protector in the reckoning of her “Last Appeal” (February 26, 1901), a letter that Francine Prose calls a “document remarkable for the imperious, heartless self-absorption disguised (from Lou herself, one senses) as compassion and concern.”10 And Lou’s advice that Rilke should abandon any expectation of “normal” happiness—as a husband with perhaps a supportive wife, among fellow artists, in the company of congenial friends—and only follow the “dark God” of his art can indeed be read as a retaliatory (and devastating) assault on an apprehensive bridegroom’s state of mind. But her assessments of his character and of his prospects are also, in large measure, accurate. And that could have well meant the end of their correspondence. Rilke, though, did not read her letter as his final castigation. After his monograph on Rodin had reassured him that in some new and deepest sense he could write, he probed in the summer of 1903 for an opening to revive the relationship, and when she acceded, reluctantly, to epistolary contacts, he responded with an outpouring of finely honed prose—as if now at last he had gained the confidence to express in artful letters his encounters with facets of a harsh reality that his Diaries had evaded.


  Rilke’s life during the first decade of the new century, though never as unabatedly precarious as many of his letters suggest, continued to lack a sense of steadiness and assurance. His ambition as an artist, however, had found a clear purpose and direction: to accomplish the breakthrough to an absolutely modern aesthetic. He began to write a new type of short lyric, which he sometimes called a “Kunst-Ding”: a poem in which the obtrusive interferences of an authorial self and all subjective, accidental occasions have been replaced by an inwardly tensile, self-contained sculptural presence, delimited by strong contours but filled with an utmost of interacting visual and visible reality.


  This fundamentally new way of creating art Rilke found exemplified in Rodin, and, with the fervor of a proselytizing convert, he sought to articulate it in ever expanding aesthetic reflections. His nearly immaculate Rodin, of course, is an “art-figure” in whom Rilke adored, again in consonance with cultural trends prevalent not only in Germany, a liberating Messiah of Art.11 In view of this it is surprising that none of his lyrics collected as New Poems (1907–1908) figure even tangentially in his correspondence with Lou. They are, after all, the evidence, most copiously written in August 1907 and during the following summer, that vindicated his sustained commitment to all that Rodin’s ethos of “rien que travailler” demanded.


  It is true that Lou’s understanding of art remained conventional even as she may have recognized in Rilke the emergence of a supremely modern artist; and it is more than likely that she was put off by the gestures of haughty self-sufficiency in the New Poems, by their sometimes “hard” indifference to cruel impulses that generate aesthetically pleasing effects. Her attention, therefore, whenever it was being solicited, focused on Rilke the highly problematical individual. And so she did not become truly important to him again as a correspondent until the end of the decade.


  The time after Rilke’s departure had been difficult for Lou as well. Her recovery from an anguished exhaustion and its lingering psychological causes was slow, even though, in October 1903, she had bought a spacious house in the country outside of Göttingen that was to be her permanent home for the rest of her life, and even though she had found, in the Viennese neurologist Dr. Friedrich Pineles, a devoted lover and a companion with whom she took frequent and often extended trips. But the state of her health remained worrisome. By early 1905 she was diagnosed as suffering from a heart condition that would continue to afflict her.


  The crisis that caused Rilke to write Lou with renewed urgency was brought on by the poet’s acute disorientation after the completion in 1910 of his novel The Notebooks of Malte Laurids Brigge. He had hoped that he could rid himself of his destructive “Other” and unravel a spiritually suffocating web of traumatic memories by creating a fictional character through whom he might, so to speak, observe himself in the refraction of mirror images of his psyche. But instead of the expected therapeutic catharsis, he encountered feelings of blockage, emptiness, and irrevocable self-damage, and when after two years they persisted he turned again to Lou. “Can you understand,” he wrote to her from Duino on December 28, 1911,


  that in the wake of this book I have been left behind like a survivor, stranded high and dry in my inmost being, doing nothing, never to be occupied again? The nearer I approached its end, the more strongly I felt it would mark an indescribable division, a high watershed, as I always told myself; but now it turns out that all the water has run off toward the old side and I am walking down into an arid world that stretches on unchanging.


  Lou wrote back, and over the next three months they entered into an intense exchange (ten letters from him, eight or nine letters and a telegram from her, everything on her side now tragically lost), with Rilke this time forcing the question that in their earlier days had been the one Lou put to him: “What to do?”


  One option was an extended psychoanalysis, and when on January 20 Rilke presented this to Lou as something for which he had already laid the groundwork, despite his distrust of its exploratory technique and his fears of its efficacy (“something like a disinfected soul results from it, a non-thing, a freakish form of life corrected in red ink like a page in a schoolboy’s notebook”), she responded swiftly on January 22 by urging against this course of action. The exchange marked a key moment for both of them,12 and especially for Rilke. Immediately upon writing Lou he received the “task” of the Elegies in a moment of epiphany on the cliffs of Duino, and by the time her January 22 reply reached him the whole of the First Elegy had already been written. He could thus receive her advice as corroboration not just of his own first impulse but of their profound rapport: “Kind heart, you speak to me while you write, I am so at home in the reading of your letters . . . ; my own feeling, that initial, ever anew strongest feeling to which you lend credence, has so prepared me for what you say that I find myself already persuaded” (January 24, 1912). And she does in some strange sense “come back” to him through her counsel. With Rilke once more on the verge of trying “normal” life, Lou repeats the gesture of her “Last Appeal,” yet in the process its black magic is undone. It would be during the following two or three years before the outbreak of the First World War, as the Elegies began to dominate Rilke’s poetic quest, that he could accept Lou’s insights into the psychology of his creative compulsions with the most consistently grateful consent. And this would be in no small part because her solicitude toward him and his importance for her seemed closer, more clearly genuine. Their exchanges, despite her at times almost impenetrable style, show a remarkable degree of interanimation: her insights are reflected in his images, and his metaphors follow the guidance of her observations, so that he feels relieved to exclaim: “You know and understand” (June 26, 1914).


  Lou’s counsel against psychoanalysis was all the more remarkable considering her commitment to it. As early as 1910 she had taken up the systematic study of Freudian psychoanalysis—some say specifically for Rilke’s sake.13 After attending the Weimar Conference in the autumn of 1911, she wrote in April to Freud himself, asking permission to attend his 1912 Vienna lectures and even to participate in his private Wednesday evening sessions. Both requests were granted, and between October 1912 and April 1913 she became a student of Freud and a member of his inner circle, interacting with Adler, Jung, Tausk, Ferenczi, Eitingon, Abraham, and above all Freud himself, with whom she formed a lifelong friendship. (Over two decades they exchanged some 200 letters.) She also became a theorist in her own right, publishing on narcissism and infantile sexuality. When she returned to Göttingen she set up a lay practice in her home (Freud, among others, sent her patients), and after 1914 her work as an analyst would be her chief passion.


  Rilke and his closest confidante spent much time together during her frequent stays in Munich between 1914 and 1919, without, however, meeting again in person thereafter. Their correspondence, for this reason, takes on a new intensity only during and soon after the final completion of the Duino Elegies on February 11, 1922. At that moment, as if in some Rilkean dream of reparation, Lou becomes almost deliriously his reader, while he assumes in her reflections a significance for her comparable to that which Rodin once held for him. The feelings of rapproachment and full arrival in these letters (especially in Lou’s) make the infrequency of their epistolary contact after 1924 all the more lamentable. Their one crucial exchange of 1925 is especially disconcerting, not least because it leaves a number of questions, specifically about Rilke’s and Lou’s awareness of his fatal illness, and about his confusion over its symptoms and her perhaps over-analytical responses, in the realm of pure speculation. It also causes the whole correspondence to end on a note of failed understanding, as two intimately caring people seem to miss each other in differently impenetrable languages.


  On November 30, 1926, Rilke returned to the Clinique Valmont sur Territet, near Montreux, which he had first entered three years earlier, hoping for an accurate diagnosis of his lingering illness. Since he was no longer capable of writing more than a few letters, he had his devoted friend Nanny Wunderly-Volkart send out well over a hundred printed cards informing his friends of his grave condition. On December 13 she also forwarded his last letter to Lou, together with her own message on his behalf: “You know everything about him, from the beginning until this day. You are aware of his unlimited belief in you—he said: Lou must know everything—perhaps she knows a consolation . . .” His physician also wrote her, informing her of his diagnosis that Rilke had entered the final, excruciatingly painful stage of leukemia, and advising her, as was customary at that time, against disclosing the full diagnostic report to his patient, who was “anticipating a long, long time of suffering.”14


  Lou wrote Rilke five days in a row, and he reportedly read three of her letters.15 He did not, however, allow any visitors to see him, not even his wife Clara, who had traveled to Muzot, nor his lover Baladine Klossowski, who was nearby and desperate to be with him. The only exception was Nanny Wunderly, who tended to all his medical needs and read to him in French, sometimes for up to six hours into the evening. At Christmas he declined to have her send further messages.


  Rilke died on December 29, 1926, at Valmont. Friends received the news of his death by telegraph. They buried him four days later in the little mountain cemetery of Raron, near Sierre. He had designated his daughter, Ruth, as the heir to his literary estate, and she and her husband, the lawyer Dr. Carl Sieber (1897–1945), agreed to establish a family-owned archive. On the evening before the funeral, Rilke’s publisher, Anton Kippenberg, took possession of the poet’s notebooks and all other written material at Château Muzot. Rilke had kept all his correspondence in meticulous order, sorted into bundles by sender and year. He had also authorized their publication.


  Lou Andreas-Salomé survived Rilke by a little over ten years. She had lived through a mastectomy in 1935 but was nearly blind from diabetes and close to destitute. She died in her house at the Hainberg, in Göttingen, on February 5, 1937.


  THE CORRESPONDENCE between Rilke and Lou Andreas-Salomé was first edited in 1952 by the executor of her literary estate, Ernst Pfeiffer (1893–1986), who also supervised a second, expanded printing (1975) which adds one new letter from Lou, that of February 16, 1914. This edition served as the text for the present translation, which contains all 199 pieces of their extant correspondence—134 from Rilke, 65 from Lou—unabbreviated.


  Lacunae exist for all years, beginning with the time from 1897 through the end of February 1901 when Lou, in breaking with Rilke, proposed that they burn each other’s letters (he complied; she kept a good many of his). For the years after June 1903 it can be ascertained from internal evidence that at least thirteen communications from Rilke and over thirty-five from Lou have been lost. It is possible that Kippenberg withheld a number of these letters, or that Lou herself destroyed some of them after receiving them back through Frau Wunderly.


  We have followed Pfeiffer in utilizing excerpts from Rilke’s Diaries and Lou’s journals and other autobiographical writings to help bridge informational lacunae and supplement the emotional context of certain exchanges. This has proved chiefly useful for the early years of the correspondence, since so much material from that period is missing, and since Lou and Rilke, still together, assume each other’s knowledge of the lived experience out of which they are writing. Once the correspondents separate, and the letters themselves take on the task of filling in, we have resorted less frequently to non-epistolary material. We would like to thank Dorothee Pfeiffer (Göttingen) for allowing us to adapt her father’s annotations to the needs of English-speaking readers. Our thanks also to Ulrich von Bülow, of the Deutsches Literaturarchiv in Marbach (which has acquired Rilke’s letters to Lou Andreas-Salomé), who was kind enough to verify that what in a few instances appear to be questionable transcriptions are indeed accurate renderings. Last but not least, we would like to thank Jill Bialosky, our editor, for her infinite patience with this project.


  NOTES


  1. These and further details of Andreas’s early life can be found in H. F. Peters, My Sister, My Spouse: A Biography of Lou Andreas-Salomé (New York: Norton, 1962), pp. 168–179.


  2. His tenured appointment in the newly created department of Oriental Languages at the University of Göttingen in the fall of 1903 allowed him to teach small seminars in his private library during late evening hours. He was highly respected among fellow Iranists but hapless in his academic career.


  On the questionable paternity of their housekeeper’s child, Maria, born in 1904, see the note to p. 157. Lou had no doubt that Andreas was the father and forbade him to enter her area of their three-story house.


  3. Lou had published, in 1892, an interpretive monograph on the female characters in the dramas of Ibsen, then the most widely discussed playwright in Europe, followed by a study of Nietzsche’s personality as revealed in his works (1894) and three books of (largely autobiographical) fiction, including the short novel Ruth (1895), of which Rilke was particularly fond. In addition to a number of poems, she had written essays and reviews on philosophical and literary subjects.


  4. See Diaries of a Young Poet, translated by Edward Snow and Michael Winkler (New York: Norton, 1997), pp. 1–78.


  5. “Russland mit Rainer,” edited by Stéphane Michaud in cooperation with Dorothee Pfeiffer, Marbach: Deutsche Schillergesellschaft, 2000, p. 90. It should be noted, however, that Lou tore out all the pages that mention Rilke when she reread this journal in preparation for her autobiography, Lebensrückblick (published 1951; translated by Breon Mitchell as Looking Back: Memoirs [New York: Paragon House, 1991]). He appears in just one marginal notation (p. 73), as “R.”


  6. See Looking Back, p. 89, which tones down her perfervid descriptions considerably.


  7. “Russland,” p. 131.


  8. Ibid.


  9. According to an entry in Lou’s diary: see below, p. 38.


  10. “Lou Andreas-Salomé,” in The Lives of the Muses: Nine Women & the Artists They Inspired (New York: HarperCollins, 2002), pp. 137–186.


  11. How extensive Rilke’s preoccupation with Rodin was becomes apparent from a compilation of all his literary descriptions of the “grand et chère maître,” including the more than one hundred often long and effusive letters he wrote to him (in French). See Rainer Maria Rilke/Auguste Rodin: Der Briefwechsel und andere Dokumente zu Rilkes Begegnung mit Rodin, edited by Rätus Luck (Frankfurt am Main/Leipzig: Insel, 2001). This documentation is no less revealing for all the pragmatic issues that Rilke was careful to overlook, among them the fact that Rodin by then no longer worked with a chisel but administered a workshop of some fifty employees who turned out copies of his sculptures.


  12. Lou would later describe the decision as one of the most difficult of her life. Rudolph Binion (Frau Lou: Nietzsche’s Wayward Disciple [Princeton, New Jersey: Princeton University Press, 1968]) remarks with characteristic shrewdness and cynicism that Lou actually had no objection to Rilke being analyzed as long as she was the one doing the analyzing, and that she advised no in 1911 because she didn’t want the psychoanalyst in question (Gebsattel, whom she knew well) “messing around in her past” (p. 450). There are undoubtedly part-truths here, but interpreting dreams together on the train is obviously different from undertaking an extended analysis, and the issues underlying Lou’s decision not only genuinely concerned her but (in her mind) bound her and Rilke together as a couple: “That key point of ours: why and by what means analysis is disastrous for all creative production” (September 12, 1914).


  13. This also is partly true, as confirmed by one of Lou’s own remarks. But psychoanalytic thinking also attracted her in and of itself. For a succinct summary of Lou’s affinities with psychoanalysis, see Angela Livingstone, Salomé: Her Life and Work (Mt. Kisco, New York: Moyer Bell Limited, 1984), pp. 144–147.


  14. The two direct quotes from Frau Wunderly’s letter of December 13, 1926, and the physician’s summary are included in Ernst Pfeiffer’s note (Rainer Maria Rilke/Lou Andreas-Salomé: Briefwechsel [Frankfurt am Main/Leipzig: Insel, 1975], p. 622) on RMR’s last letter to LAS. For details see J[ean] R[obert] von Salis, Rainer Maria Rilkes Schweizer Jahre: Ein Beitrag zur Biographie von Rilkes Spätzeit. Third, newly revised edition (Frauenfeld [Switzerland]: Huber, 1952), p. 229.


  15. None of these letters from Lou survive, and we cannot be absolutely sure she wrote them. For further details of this last exchange, see the final notes to the present translation.
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  Correspondence


  [RMR to LAS in Munich, sent by messenger]


  [Letterhead:] Wegwarten


  René Maria Rilke


  Munich, Blütenstrasse 8/1


  May 13, 1897


  Most gracious lady,


  Yesterday was not the first twilight hour I have spent with you. There is another in my memory, one that made me want to look into your eyes. It was winter, and all the thoughts and aspirations that the spring wind scatters into a thousand faraway places were crowded into my narrow study and my quiet work. Then suddenly a gift arrived from Dr. Conrad: the April 1896 issue of Neue Deutsche Rundschau. A letter from Conrad referred me to an essay in it titled “Jesus the Jew.” Why? Dr. Conrad had recently read a few sections of my Visions of Christ (five will soon appear in his journal Gesellschaft), and he thought I might find this sage treatise interesting. He was wrong. It was not interest that drew me deeper and deeper into this revelation; a devout fellow-feeling walked ahead of me along this solemn path—and then at last it was like a great rejoicing in me to find expressed in such supremely clear words, with the tremendous force of a religious conviction, what my Visions present in dreamlike epics. That was the mysterious twilight hour I could not but be reminded of yesterday.


  You see, gracious lady, through this unsparing severity, through the uncompromising strength of your words, I felt that my own work was receiving a blessing, a sanction. I was like someone for whom great dreams, with all their good and evil, were coming true; for your essay was to my poems as reality is to dream, as fulfillment is to a desire.


  Can you imagine, then, the feelings with which I looked forward to yesterday afternoon? And I could have told you all this yesterday as we talked—over a cup of tea, casually, with a few well-chosen, heartfelt words of admiration. But nothing could have been farther from my thoughts. In that twilight hour I was alone with you and alone I had to be with you—now, as my heart was overflowing with thanks for such a blessing.


  I always feel: when one person is indebted to another for something very special, that indebtedness should remain a secret between just the two of them.


  Perhaps someday I’ll be granted the privilege of reading to you one or another of my own Visions of Christ, from the ones I have kept copies of here. I can think of no deeper joy.


  Should I arrange tomorrow, Friday, to come to the Gärtner Theater, I hope I will find you there, gracious lady.


  But these are the words of an old, long-harbored gratitude; to be allowed to express them now feels like


  an honor awarded


  to your:


  René Maria Rilke
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich, inscribed in a copy of Traumgekrönt, Neue Gedichte von Réne Maria Rilke (Leipzig, 1897)]


  This is an old medieval lie: that the nuns


  Who cocooned themselves in hollow cells


  In the hottest frenzy of their hidden raptures


  Seared Christ’s stigmata on their bodies,


  In which Love lay sick, like that waiting well


  From which no weary one drank heart and coolness.


  This is an old medieval lie. But those others,


  Unshielded from the everyday, stride through all times


  And everything they do is like a preparation—


  Those strangers who blaze the paths of what is new,


  Who lead the way through struggles into peace


  And out of death into eternities—


  Those strangers truly bear unbeknownst


  Jesus’ burning wounds on their bodies:


  Feet walked raw, hands blistered by travail


  And that wild bleeding in their breast . . .


  For Frau Lou Andreas-Salomé


  In gratitude for being allowed to meet her!


  René Maria Rilke


  Munich, in May 1897
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich]


  [Munich, May 31, 1897]


  Monday Morning


  Songs of Longing


  V.


  Longing sings:


  I am a way of preparing you


  And I smile gently when you stray;


  I know that out of loneliness


  you will emerge into that greatest happiness


  And will take my hands.


  I walk with you through all prose


  And obliquely teach you


  the deep lesson in every fate.


  Which is: to see in each small rose


  The great Spring’s unfolding.


  Yesterday at noon there was sun so lavish that one could have gilded a kingdom—even if it had not been a small and very poor one. But gold alone is not enough. I was very sad. I had been wandering about the city near the entrance to the Englische Garten with a small bouquet of roses in my hand, intending to present them to you. Yes, instead of going directly to the door with the golden key, I carried them around with me, trembling with sheer determination to meet up with you somewhere. In that I was not unlike someone who casts a letter into the ocean so that the waves will carry it to the shore of the friend for whom it is meant. The letter, of course, will merely float out into the boundless sea and finally sink. Thus also my roses. When after all my rushing about I finally stopped at noon and looked down at the sad faces of the faded flowers, a melancholy, fear-filled loneliness came over me:


  Found on far-off pathways:


  Sprigs of roses. With stems in hand,


  Unsure of how to hold them,


  I want to meet you.


  As with pale orphaned


  children I look for you,—


  And to my poor roses


  You would be a mother.


  In the afternoon I found Frau Rütling in the Englische Garten. She had been looking for you at Fräulein Goudstikker’s and was also disappointed at not being able to find you. So I could at least talk to someone about you. —She sympathized at once when she heard that I had been called up to register for military service. She even wanted to go see an ambassador about it. How kind she is!


  The induction notice, however, even when I think of all the possible consequences, frightens me less at this moment than the prospect of having to leave here.


  About that I am full of dread.—


  I’ll probably have to leave Wednesday evening or early Thursday, and until then I stretch out both my hands for every second you will give


  Your


  René Maria


  About plans for this afternoon you will let me know?
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  May 31/June 1: RMR and LAS make a two-day excursion to the village of Wolfratshausen, south of Munich near Lake Starnberg, in search of a retreat near the mountains for a longer sojourn. During this trip they almost certainly become lovers.
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich]


  [Munich, June 3, 1897]


  *Tomorrow morning, as soon as the verdict regarding the military business has been reached, you shall receive a telegram that will tell you how it all came out and whether I can get back immediately and many another thing that will not be put in words but that you will nevertheless be able to read there.


  Songs of longing!


  And they will resound in my letters, just as they always have, sometimes loudly and sometimes secretly so that you alone can hear them . . . But they will also be different—different from how they used to be, these songs. For I have turned and found longing at my side, and I have looked into her eyes, and now she leads me with a sure hand.


  I can become quieter in every phrase.


  For I believe that in our conversation yesterday evening you hinted to me of what it means to have this word at one’s core, preserved in all its greatness and depth: “simplicity.” This utterance of yours shall be the key to my secret writing. Touch my every sentence with the pure gold of its power, and as from a Gothic reliquary there will flow toward you: the sparkling stream of my thousand coinages of tenderness.


  And every fleeting thought, every wish, every dream will be veiled in my words. You will recognize them all.


  Last night I entered my room smiling. I know: always, except for this, there would have


  [approximately seven lines missing]


  so much, that if it were spread smoothly and evenly throughout my quotidian days, there would be enough for a very long life. —At last I have a home.—


  Are you fond of roses? It feels to me: as if all the roses in the world bloom for you and by means of you, —and that only through an act of royal condescension do you maintain the pretense that they aren’t really yours and allow the Spring to keep them.


  Now I am closing my manuscript folder: the Visions are in it, the 12 novellas, many of which I will some day read to you, letters, pages filled with notes, and Ruth.


  Did not I myself write these lines once in some dream filled with presentiments?


  “. . . until the whole world dropped away from me


  And nothing of all that life remained


  Except a boundless gratitude


  And a love stretching on forever! . . . .”


  If they had not existed, I would have written them now. How wonderful that they do exist. For hence this strange exchange: I can express my happiness in your words. —And thus you in turn will understand my happiness. Is it not so?


  Goodbye for now,


  René.


  Here is the Prague address: Wenzelsplatz 66. Rear Building. III. Floor. —But I am confident that I’ll be back before a letter can reach me.
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich, telegram]


  Prague, June 4, 1897, 11:10 A.M.


  Free and soon also full of joy


  R.
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich]


  [Munich, June 6, 1897]


  Whitsunday


  Whitsun Greetings!


  With bells pealing everywhere


  And life on holiday in town and farm,


  Today I greet the Feast of Roses


  With open heart, and greet also the One


  Who handed me this Spring


  That shall determine all my days;


  She received the poor, tired, homeless wanderer


  And relieved him of his staff.


  *


  Kindest One,


  In your great splendor


  Humble


  All my soul for you.


  Deliver it


  From its dark spell


  And chain it


  To your compassion.


  And imagine:


  It blooms in your May,


  And you grant it


  Your sweet slavery.


  *


  In no other May have I felt


  How richly the world can fill with sound;


  Spring touches all the hours


  And all the hours send forth chords.


  They sing far out into the twilight gleam


  Their loudest joy, their softest joy,


  And like desire lured, in dance-like waves


  The echo backbeats through the night.


  *


  It’s so good to know you aren’t in Syrgenstein. Throughout that whole oppressive trip I kept dreading the possibility that after so late a return home yesterday, there would be a stretch of days when you lived so far away from me in a lonely mountain chateau that I would not be able to reach you without watching the sun die several times. —But now you are here and I only have to wait until six o’clock to see you.


  Then let us be together again.


  It is good of you to give the little novellas a hearing. But what I feel when I read them is, strangely: none of this is part of me any longer. It all seems so remote, as if from an earlier existence.


  In the old garden that I have abandoned.


  There is my old unhappiness


  Like an abandoned garden


  Where I had once sown wishes;


  I couldn’t linger


  until they came to bloom;


  perhaps now they flower too late.


  What a great revolutionary you are. —You didn’t overthrow thrones inside me. But the one throne that waited there: you strode past it gently smiling.


  Ever upward.


  And my desires, which before had crowded and become tangled around the vacant throne like wild roses, now rise as white columns around the space from whose temple friezes you smile down into my soul and bless my longing.


  René
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich]


  [Munich, June 8, 1897]


  Tuesday


  The wildflowers I brought home from that fairy-tale morning a week ago have been nestled ever since between two wide sheets of soft blotting paper; but today as I gaze at them, they smile back at me a blissful memory and all try to look as happy as they were back then. —


  —


  That was one of those rare hours. Such hours are like an island with flowers blooming thickly all around it: the waves breathe very quietly on the other side of the spring walls and no barge approaches out of the past and none waits to move on into the future.


  —


  The inevitable return to the everyday means nothing to these island hours. They remain detached from all the rest, as if lived in a second, higher existence.


  —


  A heightened island existence such as this, it seems to me, is the privileged future of the very few. —


  A bliss peals out, blooms from far away


  And wraps round my solitude


  And attempts like a golden bracelet


  to ring my dreams.


  And though my poor small life


  is hoarfrost frightened and snowdrift sad


  A holy season will present to it


  The blesséd Spring . . .


  I wish I were in Dorfen already. The city is full of noises of every kind and completely foreign to me. And during the most important periods of inner development nothing that is foreign should disturb the widening circles. —


  One day many years from now you will fully grasp what you are to me.


  What the mountain spring is to someone dying of thirst.


  And if the person whose life it saves is thankful enough and just, he won’t simply drink in its clarity to become cool and strong again and then move on into the new sun. No: he will build a hut in its shelter, build so close that he can hear its singing, and will remain in the flowery meadow until his eyes are suntired and his heart overflows with riches and clarity. I will build huts and—remain.


  My clear fountain! What thankfulness I want to feel toward you. I want to see no flower, no sky, no sun—except in you. How much more beautiful and like a fairy tale is everything gazed at through your eyes: the flower at your edge, which (as I know from before, when I had to look at things without you) shivers alone and lifeless in the gray moss, then brightens in the mirror of your kindness, stirs lightly and with its little head almost touches the sky that reflects back out of your depths. And the sunbeam that arrives dusty and unfaceted at your borders grows clear and multiplies itself a thousandfold to become radiant splendor in the waves of your luminous soul. My clear fountain. I want to see the world through you; for then I will see not the world but always and only you, you, you!


  You are my saint’s day. And when I walk toward you in a dream, I shall always wear flowers in my hair.


  —


  I want to put flowers in your hair. But what flowers? There are none with touching enough simplicity. And from what May would I fetch them? But I’m convinced now that you always have a wreath in your hair . . . or a crown. . . . I’ve never seen you any other way.


  I’ve never seen you without wanting to pray to you. I’ve never heard you without wanting to place my faith in you. I’ve never longed for you without wanting to suffer for your sake. I’ve never desired you without wanting to be able to kneel before you.


  I am yours as the staff is the pilgrim’s—only I don’t support you. I am yours as the scepter is the queen’s—only I don’t enrich you. I am yours as the last little star is the night’s, even though the night may be scarcely aware of it and have no knowledge of its glimmer.


  René
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich]


  [Munich, June 9, 1897]


  Wednesday evening


  Leaving you, through rain-dark streets


  I steal quickly and feel


  That everyone whose eyes meet mine


  Can see blazing in them


  My blissful, resurrected soul.


  And on this road I try furtively


  To hide my joy from the horde.


  I bear it home with me in hurried steps;


  Not till deep in night do I


  Unlock it quietly, like a golden chest.


  Then I lift its golden treasures


  Out of deepest darkness, slowly, piece by piece,


  And don’t know what to gaze on first;


  For all the places in my room


  Are overflowing, are overflowing.


  It is a richness beyond compare—


  Such as the night has never gazed on,


  Such as the night has never dewed;


  More precious even than any royal dowry


  Bestowed on a young king’s bride.


  Among it are rich crown-imperials,


  And all the jewels set in them are stars.


  And no one suspects. My dearest:


  I am among my treasures like an emperor


  Who knows he has an empress.


  And after the recent wild thunderstorm the sun now pours in so richly that a solid-gold happiness really does seem to have covered all the places in my room. I am rich and free and re-dream each second of the afternoon in deep breaths of contentment. I don’t want to go out again today. I want to dream gentle dreams and with their splendor deck my room as with vines of flowers to receive you. I want to enter my night with your hands’ blessing on my hands and in my hair. I don’t want to talk to anyone, lest I squander your words’ echo, which ripples like a sheen over mine and lends their sound a richness. And after the evening sun I don’t want to gaze into any more light, so that I may kindle a thousand gentle sacrifices at the fire of your eyes. . . . I want to rise in you, like a child’s prayer in a loud, jubilant morning, like a rocket among the solitary stars. I want to be you. I want to have no dreams that don’t know you, and no desires that you will not or cannot fulfill. I want to perform no deed that does not praise you and tend no flower that does not adorn you. I want to greet no bird that does not know the way to your window and drink from no brook that has not once tasted your image. I want to go to no country in which your dreams have not roamed like strange miracle-workers and dwell in no huts in which you have never taken refuge. I want to know nothing of the days that preceded you in my life or of the people who dwell in those days. As I pass by them I want to place a rare faded wreath of remembering on the grave of these people, if they deserve it, since I am too happy not to be thankful. But the language in which they speak to me now is the language of tombstones, and when they say a word I grope about and touch only cold, rigid letters. I want to praise these deceased with a happy heart; for they disappointed me and misunderstood me and mistreated me and down this long road of woes led me to you. —Now I want to be you. And my heart flames before your grace like the eternal lamp before the image of the Virgin Mary. You.


  Thursday morning.—


  I’d like to spread out purple blankets,


  Then fill the myriad flower-lamps


  With oil of balsam from golden cruses


  Until they’re brimming everywhere.


  So should they burn and burn


  Till we, blinded by the red days,


  In the pale night come to know each other


  And our souls—are stars


  How rich you are. You give dreams to my night, songs to my morning, aims to my day, and sun-wishes to my red dusk. You give without end. And I kneel and hold my arms up to receive your grace. How rich you are! I am everything you want. And I shall be slave or king as you grow angry or smile. But what makes me exist—is you.


  I shall tell you this often, very often. My confessing shall ripen into something humbler and humbler, simpler and simpler. And when at last I tell it to you with perfect simplicity, you will understand it simply and our Summer shall have arrived. And it will extend out over all the days of your


  René.—


  You will come today!?
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  [RMR to LAS in Munich]


  [Munich, June 1897]


  . . . I ask myself so many things these days, as is always the case in times of great upheaval. I am in the first dawn of a new epoch. — I have left the garden in which I paced wearily for so long. . . .*
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  June 14: LAS and F. von Bülow move to Wolfratshausen, where they rent a small house (Lutzhäuschen); RMR first lives in nearby Dorfen, a village about twenty miles south of Munich, before he joins them. Toward the end of July they move to a different house they call Loufried, probably alluding ironically to Wagner’s house Wahnfried in Bayreuth. During this “bohemian” period of rustic simplicity RMR, at LAS’s urging, changes his name from René to Rainer. When LAS’s husband visits them (July 23–August 29), RMR leaves for Munich but returns after a week’s absence on August 1.
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  [RMR to LAS in Kufstein]


  [Wolfratshausen, July 17, 1897]


  Saturday morning


  I am alone and before me on the table


  Stands, soft and pale, your little childhood picture;


  And what I now know as dream and longing


  I recognize in it: the gentle wistful


  Far-off smile, and, in the vaulted niche


  beneath the brow, the eye watching tenderly,


  And even then seeking far out into life


  And even then with a hundred graces to bestow!


  I love this little picture. There is so much more of you in it than in the most recent one from Elvira. This pure simplicity in the features, this dark seeking of the eye, which at every moment is being soothed and countered by the sense of calm discovery in your smiling lips—this isn’t in the new one. And yet it is one of your greatest miracles: your eyes find an enigma and pause above it for a few moments, shading it as if with outspread wings. And then suddenly, without your thoughtful eyes yet suspecting it, a smile awakens and blooms about your mouth, spreads its tendrils over your cheeks and finally reaches up to your dark eyes, so that they blaze in hot redemption. And then the glow of this smile exceeds you and surrounds your body like a transfiguration. And this isn’t in the new picture. There you appear the way Puck sees you. You: if there existed a picture of you that was exactly like you, all the children who pass by it would fall on their knees before it. And I would mingle with those children and kneel down in their midst.


  You, my love.


  Come back, oh come back. It was so sad when to my “good night” no answer came. As I was falling asleep I said it aloud a few more times—and waited . . . waited . . .


  Today it is raining. No doubt also on Kufstein and Pushkin.
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  [RMR to LAS in Kufstein]


  [Wolfratshausen, July 1897]


  Then your letter brought me its gentle benediction


  And I knew: there are no distant places:


  From all that’s beautiful you come toward me,


  You, my spring breeze, my summer rain,


  My June night with its many thousand paths


  None before me was blessed to tread:


  I am alive in you!
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  September 3: LAS leaves for a trip to Hallein, south of Salzburg; RMR returns to Munich six days later to await her there on September 15.
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  [RMR to LAS in Hallein]


  Wolfratshausen near Munich


  Sunday, September 5, 1897


  Today is only the second day of my solitude—and I must confess to you: when I take inventory of that small store of courage I call my own, I scarcely know how I shall survive on it for eight days more. Yesterday was long, and I accomplished just about what I had hoped. First I wrote my father, without mentioning as yet that I will scarcely have any time to spend in Prague. Between now and then I will write him a few more letters so that he will gradually understand and not be taken unawares. Next I wrote to the publisher of Le rire, ordered a subscription, wrote a few words to Paul Bornstein, at the editorial office of Moderní Revue, concerning that article about avant-garde Czech literature, and finally sent a few words to the “illustrated women’s journal.” That took me until noon; after lunch I sank more and more sleepily into my weariness, read through bits of Rembrandt and Velasquez, and around six o’clock, even though there was a steady rain, went for a walk along the edge of the village, past the Kasten mill, on the road to Dorfen. Lost in thought I walked on beyond the little church with its brooding cemetery toward the studio of the woods-and-rhythms people, which is now ramshackle and desolate, and suddenly found myself on the meadow path we took that first evening when we entered golden Dorfen. Today it was autumnal and unoutlined and the pearl-gray rain lay thickly over it. I thought about how many bright lovely flowers we had found here and how long ago that was and how plowed and empty the meadows are. And I said goodbye to this land as to someone dying. And behind the last dark bushes there awakened a pale monotonous red—and it flowed softly and evenly across the western edge of the sky. It blended with the vague gray of the autumn sky in a high half-circle, and out beyond its edges delicate white clouds emerged from the glow and drifted toward night like birds with soundless silver wings. It only lasted a moment: then the landscape was extinguished and grew even more melancholy and desolate and furrowed than before; and I said goodbye as to someone dying. And I will say goodbye to something each impending day. To Lutzhäuschen and that spot above it from which we greeted for the first time the pale, nocturnal valley with its veil of light; to those gentle rolling meadows with the islands of beech trees in them; to the path to Ammerland. I have come to cherish all this like a homeland . . . and after I have said goodbye to it all (and that will be in three or four days), I will return to Munich. Why should I remain here? Once in the city I will visit diligently the two Pinacothecas, the Collection of Prints, and the Schack Gallery and peruse many beautiful things. And there will be more happiness and hope in this because it will be the setting for what during these ten days has been and will continue to be my longing and my faith—“the joyous moment of your return.” I feel more strongly now that I am preparing something for you, —and will thus be calmer. I will also be better informed when we go through the museums together; perhaps I can even add a bit of warmth and festiveness to your rooms. To that end I am writing the Brümmers today to see if I can rent a suitable room with board near your apartment for the three weeks from the ninth of September through the thirtieth. The ninth is Thursday and after that there will be only two more days to survive—until Sunday. No Sunday in my life can have been as festive as the one to which I am now looking forward!


  I think of you every moment of the day and my thoughts and cares are with you wherever you go. Every breath of wind you feel on your brow kisses you with my lips and every dream speaks to you with my voice. My love surrounds you like a cloak, warming and protecting you!


  My day also wishes me to tell you: it is poor because you are not near it; it is rich because your goodness spreads light over all its things. I talk to you often and speak of you with all that is mine. Live, sad to say, among people who interrupt my dreams with their loudness, and know, of course, not a single one of them. They are people who talk about trips, rainy days, and raising children, who bow deeply to each other, smiling and rubbing their hands, and greet each other with “Good Morning” ten times a day in loud, disagreeable voices. And so I associate only with Stauffer-Bern, who, though unpleasant in many respects, still seems an interesting and remarkable man. I look forward to telling you about this strange Bernburger, who is a mixture of daring and cowardice, of quiet, pellucid feeling and brutal, callous assertion, and who seems to express these inner contradictions (always magnifying them awkwardly) whenever he is in the presence of a woman. But the real tragedy of Stauffer’s life lies not in the self-doubt that again and again subjects his hope to bitterness and leads him away from one branch of art off toward some other, before he can ever really flourish in any one: but rather in the fact that neither he nor Frau Escher recognized early enough (or wished to recognize?) what really attracted them to each other; and that then, when such recognition did belatedly arrive, in the sacred day of their having at last found each other, such violent storms erupted that all the young sprouting seeds could not but be destroyed. It is not enough for two people to find each other, it is also very important that they find each other at the right moment and hold deep, quiet festivals in which their desires merge so that they can fight as one against storms. How many people have parted ways because they did not find the time slowly to grow close to each other? Before two people can experience unhappiness together, they have to have been blissful together and possess a sacred memory of that time, which evokes a kindred smile on their lips and a kindred longing in their souls. They become like children who have lived through the festivities of a Christmas night together; when they find a few minutes to catch their breath during the pale, drawn-out days, they will sit down together and tell each other with glowing cheeks about that pinetree-scented nighttime full of sparkling lights . . .


  Such people will weather all storms together.


  I am convinced of it!


  Rainer.
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  [RMR to LAS in Wolfratshausen]


  Put my eyes out: I can see you


  Slam my ears shut: I can hear you


  And without feet I can still walk to you


  And without a mouth I can still beseech you.


  Break off my arms: I will grasp you


  With my heart as with a hand


  Tear out my heart: and my brain will beat


  And if you throw a torch in my brain


  I will bear you on my blood
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  [RMR to LAS in Hallein]


  [Wolfratshausen]


  Eight at night on September 8 [1897]


  Love, I am drunk from so much gazing. As you know, I went to say goodbye. First to Frau Wildenauer. Kathi met me on the way and showed me into their living room. We exchanged regards and wished each other well and I went on up the path to see old lady Reissler. That’s when it all began. The whole day had been cold and gray, but when I stepped out of the last stand of spruces, I beheld a clear, warm twilight casting golden tenderness on the bright house and its garden full of red. A serene happiness lay over it, and my thankful memory made me a confidant of this bliss of flowers. And her large, solemn living room struck me as all the more dark, all the more mystery-filled, with a soft, deep-red little fire flickering at the center of its hearth and everything empty and silent, as in a fairy tale. I found the old woman surrounded by cool meadow-scents, turning hay. She seemed so happy to see me, was touched that I had come to find her, enthused like a child over the group picture and spoke of you full of awkward, helpless love, spoke of the winter and of our returning and of the weather and of a carpet I had forgotten to take with me. And all this almost in a single breath, so that I was deeply moved. I managed to break away from this tireless old lady with a few polite, sincere words, and later found myself thinking: if only I had had a mother who was so simple and direct, as alive deep down in her heart with cheerfulness and piety as this old lady . . . but I took the path toward Ammerland and forgot everything I had been thinking; for the deeper I penetrated into the beech trees’ secrecy, and the farther the flowers and tall gray thistles in the pale meadows beckoned me with their waving, the clearer it became to me: all this is a festival. There was nothing of the everyday up here; only the few times we had walked alone, up above, our souls silent and oh so close, had it been like this. I followed the quiet path and it led me to a place where squirrels darted through moss and morass and everything around had its own serene, intimate stillness and stirring. And today there was no sudden flight in this sanctum, even though the brittle leaves cracked and shattered under my timid steps. A woodpecker tapped contentedly at his spruce tree like a prudent doctor, and seemed to find it in good health. Large birds stood unfrightened on mossy tree stumps and tolerated my stare; the squirrels slipped unconcerned through the thick branches with their customary cheerful haste. They had all decided: “It’s all right; he’s not an intruder, he won’t betray us, and besides: he’s come to say goodbye.” No, I won’t betray you, nor your holy secrecies, because my soul is in love with you. I stood as if praying in this blessed solitude which began far back behind rows and rows of tree trunks, and I felt—there are a hundred walls between me and all that is loud. Only your soul was with me in this quiet hour, for it is only through you that I can take this deep a pleasure, only through your grace that I am this rich, only through your love that I am this happy. —I felt: this has been a beautiful goodbye—and greeted the larger world once more. It was festive and suffused in a thousand colors. And as I walked home through this splendor, I myself must have been as if in Sunday clothes, and with the sun like jewelry on my shoulders. And I must have become brighter and better, for children who encountered me greeted me almost reverently with bright little voices and one of them even allowed me to place my hand on her blond hair. And had I been able to bless at that moment? What do you think?


  Munich, September 9, 1897 [Thursday]. Afternoon. —So now I am in Munich, have already eaten in my room and after a cup of coffee will go visit the Schack Gallery. Your rooms are also ready now; if only they didn’t have to wait for your arrival! Spend not one second longer there than those weightiest reasons (whatever they are) require. —I know, I must go on being patient for days, for days . . . The sun was shining when I left Wolfratshausen and now it is beginning to rain again in that dear old way it has of falling lightly, almost inadvertently. And with the sun scarcely vanished, it is already cool. Take good care of yourself and come back sound and—soon—to


  Your


  Rainer.
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  October 1: LAS returns to Berlin, accompanied by RMR, who takes up residence there (Berlin-Wilmersdorf, Im Rheingau 8). He enrolls in art history courses at the university, studies Italian, and makes the acquaintance of various poets and writers, among them Stefan George, Carl Hauptmann, and Richard Dehmel. He continues to write poems, novellas, and short plays.


  February–March 1898: RMR and LAS decide he should visit Florence to study Renaissance art firsthand. LAS will join him there later after she sees to family affairs. (Some biographers speculate that LAS arranged this separation in order to terminate a pregnancy secretly.) They plan the trip elaborately together, and LAS instructs RMR to keep a diary, which she will read on their reunion.


  April–May: Traveling via Arco, RMR arrives in Florence during the first weeek of April. There the Swiss art collector Gustav Scheeli introduces him to Heinrich Vogeler, a Jugendstil artist who will later illustrate RMR’s Stories of God. He also meets the poets Stefan George and Rudolf Borchardt. In the middle of May RMR departs abruptly for Viareggio, a seaside resort town directly west of Florence, where he stays until the first of June.


  June: RMR travels via Vienna and Prague (where he visits his parents) to Wilmersdorf (June 8) and almost immediately on to Zoppot (Baltic Sea), where LAS joins him after visiting Johanna Niemann in Danzig. Their stay together in Zoppot, fraught with tension and frequently interrupted by LAS’s trips to friends as far away as St. Petersburg, lasts until the end of July.
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  [RMR, The Florence Diary, concerning LAS]


  FLORENCE, APRIL 19, 1898 [FIRST ENTRY]. Whether I have come far enough yet and possess the calm to begin this diary I want to bring home to you—I cannot say. But I know that my joy will feel far-off and unfestive as long as you—at least through some honest and deep-felt inscription of it into a book meant for you—do not share in it. And so I begin; and I take it as a good omen that I commence this testament of my longing in these days that by a year’s length follow those when, with kindred longing, I walked toward something vague and uncertain and didn’t know yet that you are the fulfillment for which I was preparing myself in songs of intense listening.


  VIAREGGIO, MAY 17. How I have admired that in you, love: this unworried trust in all things, this kindness impervious to fear. Now it is approaching me also, on a different path. I am like a child who was hanging from a precipice. It is reassured when its mother grasps it in dear, quiet strength, even if the chasm is still below it and thorns splay between its cheek and her breast. It feels itself held, lifted—and is reassured. . . .


  This day a mother writes me, a mother who was deep in many a fear before she experienced the miracle. She writes: “Now spring has come to us also, albeit amid storms and tears; but I feel now as though I had never seen a spring before. . . . Today I sat all afternoon in the garden with Rolf, and out in the air I felt him opening like a rose; he has become so much more beautiful since you last saw him, his hair is thicker and he still has those big eyes.”


  I read this like a hymn, Lou. And I long for the moment when I shall read it before YOU; then it will become melody.


  All I need is strength. Everything else that would make me a prophet I feel within me. I don’t want to journey through all countries and try to spread my teaching. Above all I don’t want to let it petrify into a doctrine. I want to live it. And only into your soul, love, do I want to pilgrimage, deep, deep inside, where it opens up into a temple. And there I want to raise my longing like a monstrance in YOUR splendor. That is my desire.


  You have seen me suffer and have consoled me. Upon your consolation I want to build my church—in which joy has bright altars.


  [VIAREGGIO] It was a strange Sunday, this May 22. A deep day. I was even able to record in these pages what I have long felt burning in me, a confession and a clarity and a courage. On a long walk in the festive pinetum the three Mädchenlieder . . . came to me along with YOUR high hymn that concluded the new notebook. Everything seemed so ripe for celebration: yet there can be no festival without YOU. And so I moved my high armchair close, dreamed YOU into it, sat down across from you and, as evening deepened outside, read one song after the other and sang the first and wept the second and was pure blissfulness and woe: a toy in the hands of these delicate pale songs that now did to me as I had done with them. All the longing and tenderness I had locked inside them came over me and surrounded me like a wild springtime and lifted me up as if with white, gentle, unseen hands—into what realm, I don’t know. But so high that the days were like little villages with red roofs and tiny church steeples and memories were like people standing small and silently in their doorways, waiting for something . . . .


  [VIAREGGIO] After a day of prayer, a day of penance—as is so often the case. I found your letter after dinner and was dismayed and then afraid. Now I am still full of sadness. I have been anticipating the summer with such joy and felt it like a dear bright promise over everything. And now doubts arrive and worries, and all the paths grow tangled . . . and lead where?—


  Suddenly it is so dark around me. I don’t know where I am. I only feel that I must sit among strangers and travel one day and then another and then a third in order to be with you at last—in order perhaps: to say goodbye to you.


  And yet I feel something else in me saying: Wait. There is so much newness crowded before me, I cannot name it nor sort it out. But gaze for a while into forest and ocean, into the great beneficence of this splendor, and wait: clarity will come.


  And clarity arrived.


  Today there is no more fear in me, only bright joy: to have you again in six to seven days, love.


  Why should a dreary beach in East Prussia concern me! For two whole months I have been scooping beauty with blissful hands; I have enough of it to tower up treasures before the both of us so that we will disappear from sight, no matter what others happen to be there.


  [VIAREGGIO] . . . with a flickering candle at my side I thought: Lou, how magnificent you are, how much space you have opened up inside me. For if these Italian days showered me with treasures, it was you who created room for them in my soul—where the dreams once crowded, and the many timidities. It was you who made me festive. To return to you so clear, my love: it’s the best of what I’ll bring you.


  [ZOPPOT, JULY 6, 1898 (FINAL ENTRY).] Here at the edge of a cooler sea I bring to an end this book, which I have denied more than three times; for much fear and poverty lie between back then and right now: days like flat country roads with poor leafless chestnut trees on either side, thoughts like endless villages passing by with dull lifeless doorways and windows ruined by rain. And yet all this had to come, and I am like this not because it came but because it happened now, at a moment when I wished nothing more than to bring you so much festiveness, unspoiled and holy, and surround you with it as with a dark niche that is receiving its statue. But I was like the child who for love of his desperately ill little sister runs to the city from the dark farmstead through night and need to fetch her medicine, and in the light of morning, enticed by childish games, forgets the very purpose of the trip and cheerfully returns without the longed-for cure. . . . This cheerfulness will become a weeping, and a despair stands behind it: I know too well.


  And furthermore: the circumstances under which we first saw each other again were such that I perceived in you only various things from the world of yesterday; something past, something overcome, something narrow that had been hurtful for both of us crowded in on me and blocked the memory of our solitary happiness that is timeless and not tied to any “once.” I know only that you patiently listened to my innumerable small complaints, and suddenly I noticed that I was complaining again and you were listening again, just as before. That made me so ashamed, it almost embittered me. It was much like the people of Prague, who for their entire lives live their own past. They are like corpses who cannot find peace and therefore in the dark of night live their dying again and again and pass one another by across the hard graves. They have nothing left: the smile has wilted on their lips, and their eyes have drifted off with their last crying as if they were floating on twilight rivers. All progress in them amounts only to this: their coffin rots and their clothes disintegrate and they themselves crumble and grow wearier and lose their fingers like old recollections. And they tell each other the story of this in their long-dead voices: that’s how the people of Prague are.


  Now I came to you full of future. And from habit we began to live our past. How could I observe that you became free and festive through the confidence in this book, since I did not see YOU, but only your forbearance and gentleness and the endeavor to give me courage and raise my spirits. Nothing at this moment could more incense me than this. I hated you like something too big. I wanted this time to be the rich one, the giver, the host, the master, and you were supposed to come and be guided by my care and love and stroll about in my hospitality. And now in your presence I was again only the smallest beggar at the outermost threshold of your being—which rests on such broad and certain columns. What help was it that I put on my accustomed holiday words? I felt myself becoming more and more ridiculous in my masquerade, and the dark wish awakened in me a desire to creep away into a deep Nowhere. Shame, shame was all there was in me. Every reunion with you made me ashamed. Can you understand that? Invariably I said to myself: “I can give you nothing, nothing at all; my gold turns to coal when I hand it to you, and I become poor in the process.” Once I came to you in such poverty. Almost as a child I came to the rich woman. And you took my soul in your arms and rocked it. That was good. Back then you kissed my forehead and had to bend far down to do so. Do you understand that at your side I grew up until it was only a short distance from your eyes to my eyes? But that I wanted finally, strong of stem, to bend down toward your lips exactly as your soul once bent down to my forehead? I didn’t want to be embraced by you, I wanted you to be able to lean against me when you are tired. I didn’t want to feel your consolation, I wanted to feel the power inside me to console you, should you ever need consoling. I didn’t want to find the memory of our Berlin winter days still inside you, I wanted you to be more than ever my future, since I had the faith for happiness and the confidence for fulfillment. And meanwhile this book told you what happened to me down below, and you lived through it like a deep dream and became the future. But then I no longer believed in it. I was blind and bitter, full of helpless and hateful thoughts and day in, day out tormented by the fear: that now you, with the riches that I had brought you and that you had so quickly raised and made your own possession, could begin presenting me with gifts, and already I felt in the best hours how I was beginning to accept as alms of your untiring goodness what I had fetched in blessed victories. I had brought golden bowls to you, bright vessels of festiveness, and then I had compelled you with my neediness to mint from this noble treasure small coins for everyday use, and thus slowly pay me back the gift. I felt myself becoming so pitiful and wretched as this happened that I threw away or lost the last of my own wealth and in my desperation felt only the vague imperative to flee the environs of this goodness that was humiliating me.


  But during that time, in the very midst of this convulsion, I realized that were I to shake off my paralysis and gather myself in a resolve: each of my deeds, all movement in me, would strive toward you; then, when for the first time after this dull sadness I was forced to think about tomorrow, when behind your figure Fate stood and through your estranged voice put to me the iron question: “What to do?” —then everything inside me was as if freed from the ice; the wave sprang from the floe and cast itself with all its might toward the shore—without delaying and without doubt. When you asked me about the future and I lay helplessly and remained awake that whole night wracked by this worry, then I knew, when in the morning I found you again, that you are the ever new, the ever young, the eternal goal, and that for me there is one fulfillment that includes everything: to move toward YOU. . . .


  Your strings are rich; and however far I may go—You are always there before me. My struggles have in your case long become victories, and therefore I am sometimes so very small in your presence; but my new victories are yours also, and I may present them to you. I have traveled across Italy on the long path toward the summit, which this book represents. You flew to it in swift hours and stood, before I was all the way up, on its clearest peak. I was far up, but still surrounded by clouds; you waited above them in the eternal light. Receive me, love.


  Be always there before me, you dear, peerless, sacred one. Let us go upward together, you and I—as if up to the great star, each leaning on the other, each resting in the other. And if sometimes I have to let my arm drop from your shoulders for a while, I will fear nothing: on the next height you will smilingly greet the tired one. You are not a goal for me; you are a thousand goals. You are everything, and I know you in everything, and I am everything and direct everything your way in my moving toward you.


  I needn’t say: Forgive! For I ask that from you in every silence. I needn’t ask: Forget! For we want to remember these hours also, in which I tried to flee from you in shame; and on my blind flight I was always running toward you. Nor do I want to say: Trust! For I know that this is the language with which we recognized and greeted each other in these new sanctified mornings after a long distantness and an estranged closeness that was our last separation and my last peril. . . .


  As for ourselves: we are the ancestors of a god and with our deepest solitudes reach forward through the centuries to his very beginning. I feel this with all my heart!
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  July 31: RMR and LAS return from Zoppot to LAS’s and her husband’s residence in Schmargendorf, on the outskirts of Berlin. RMR moves into a rented room nearby (in the villa Waldfrieden, in Hundekehlstrasse 11). He is a frequent visitor, at times almost a member of the Andreas household, sharing their barefoot walks, adopting their peasant dress and vegetarian diet, helping with daily chores.


  December 19: Heinrich Vogeler invites RMR to visit him in Worpswede, a small artists’ colony near Bremen. After stops in Hamburg and in Bremen (to celebrate Christmas Eve with Vogeler’s parents), they proceed to Worpswede on December 25. RMR stays there briefly before returning to Schmargendorf.


  March 18, 1899: Returning from a visit with his mother at Arco, RMR stops in Vienna, where, accompanied by Arthur Schnitzler, he attends premières of two verse plays by Hugo von Hofmannsthal, both of which leave a strong impression on him.
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  [Postcard from RMR to LAS from Vienna, March 18, 1899]


  Greetings from the Vienna of Schnitzler and Loris! Rainer.
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  RMR travels on to see his father in Prague, where an attack of flu keeps him in bed for approximately two weeks. He arrives back in Schmargendorf on April 17.


  April 24: RMR, LAS, and F. C. Andreas leave for their long-planned trip to Russia. They arrive in Moscow on Thursday, April 27. On Good Friday (at RMR’s insistence) they visit Leo Tolstoy at the Tolstoys’ winter residence in Moscow. On Easter at midnight they experience the bells and the jostling crowds of the Kremlin. After a week they move to St. Petersburg, where RMR more or less has to fend for himself. LAS and RMR spend a last weekend together in Moscow (they take the night train both ways) before returning to Schmargendorf on June 28.


  July 29: RMR and LAS join Frieda von Bülow in a small country house she has rented on the Bibersberg (Thuringia). There they spend six weeks happily immersed in Russian studies, already preparing for an eventual second Russian trip. News that Lotte, LAS’s pet dog, is gravely ill prompts her abrupt return to Schmargendorf on September 12. RMR follows a day later. Lotte dies two days later and is buried ceremoniously with RMR in attendance.
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  [RMR to LAS in Schmargendorf]


  [Schmargendorf, September 13, 1899]


  How glad I am that Lottchen is recovering. Let her know that I’ve returned too. I rummaged about and was in the city despite the bad weather. Until the fifteenth nothing can be done in my rooms. I long to read something Russian; but I don’t have Bласть T[ь] мы with me here; so if you are able to send me something tomorrow, include a Russian book—the first volume of Lermontov, perhaps, or anything in prose, no matter what. Kindest regards.


  Rainer


  Wednesday evening at 6:30
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  [RMR to LAS in Schmargendorf; postcard: Prague, Altstädter Ring, 1780]


  Prague, December 23 [1899]


  [Imprint:] Greetings from Prague


  For Christmas Eve 1899!


  from Rainer
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  May 7 through August 24, 1900: LAS’s and RMR’s second Russia journey, this time alone. They travel from Berlin via Warsaw to Moscow; from Moscow south to Tula to visit Tolstoy at Yasnaya Polyana (June 1); then to Kiev and Kremenchug on the lower Dnieper, through the Poltava region by train to Kharkov, Vorenezh, and Saratov; by steamship up the Volga to Kazan, Nizhni Novgorod (now Gorki), and Yaroslavl. From Moscow to the village of Nisovka to meet the peasant poet Spiridon Droshin, and to nearby Novinki to meet the poet Nikolai Tolstoy. Via Novgorod Velikiye to St. Petersburg, where after one day together (July 26) LAS departs for Rongas (Finland) to visit her family. She remains there for almost a month, leaving RMR behind in their St. Petersburg rooming house, without his knowing when she plans to come back. LAS returns August 21; they leave only days later, arrive back in Berlin August 26; on August 27 RMR accepts Vogeler’s invitation to stay with him and leaves for Worpswede, where he will remain until October 5.
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  [RMR, “from a letter. St. Petersburg, July 31,” entry in the Schmargendorf Diary]


  On the Volga, on this restfully rolling ocean, to be days and nights, many days and many nights: a broad, broad stream, tall, tall woods along one shore, along the other a deep moorland in which even big cities only stand like shacks and tents. One sees: land is big, water is something big, and above all the sky is big. What I have seen until now was no more than an image of land and river and world. Here, however, everything is itself. — I feel as if I had been witness to the Creation; a few words for all existences, things in the measure of God the Father. . . .
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  [RMR in St. Petersburg to LAS in Rongas, first week of August 1900]*
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  [LAS in Rongas to RMR in St. Petersburg, end of first week of August 1900]
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  [LAS, Looking Back, “With Rainer, Epilogue [1934],” addressing RMR posthumously]


  We were already discussing to what extent the world and people needed to absorb you now into their midst, in place of that symbolic realm in which you had thought to grasp and celebrate the dream of the ineffable alone and directly. But only toward the end of our second stay in Russia did it become fully clear to me what an urgent necessity that was. I had gone—very briefly—to visit my family on their [current] summer estate in Finland, when I received your letter that characterized you as almost depraved on account of the presumption and arrogance of your Prayers. Granted, a second followed very quickly in a different key: yet it in turn was in that excessive, egregious mode you had long since smilingly called “pre-Wolfratshausen,” and seemed to me like an incomprehensible reversion.
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  [RMR to LAS in Rongas]


  Cт-Пeтeрбyргь, yгoль Heвcкаг и Фонтанки, Meбл, Комн. “Цeнтраль.”


  [St. Petersburg, August 11, 1900]


  Saturday, late morning


  I have your letter, your precious letter that comforts me with every word, that caresses me as with a strong, surging wave, that surrounds me as with gardens and builds up heavens over me, that makes me happy and able to say to you what in my previous, burdensome letter struggled so vainly: that I long for you, and that unutterable fears took hold of me as I lived these last few days without any news whatsoever, following that unexpected and swift farewell, alone among the almost hostile impressions of this difficult city, where there was not any one thing through which you might speak to me from far off. And this is what brought about that ugly letter of a few days ago, which could scarcely find its way out of my inner isolation, out of the unaccustomed and terrible aloneness of my experiences, and was only a clamoring, a confusion and a bafflement, jagged things that must be incomprehensible to you in the rich, rounded beauty to which your life has so quickly returned amid the new circumstances.


  Now I cringe to think that in the great chorus that surrounds you, and in which you are again finding small children’s voices, my voice should have been the alien one, the single banal one, the voice of the world amid these holy words and silences from which the days around you are woven. Was it not so? I fear it must have been. What shall I do? Can I silence with this letter the other one? In this one your words resound, the other one was predicated on your faraway life, of which I could find out nothing at all, and now that I do have news, its right to exist has ended. . . . but it does still exist, doesn’t it?


  Will you tell me one thing? That in spite of that letter everything is as you write in yours; that no squirrel has died on account of it, and that nothing, nothing has darkened under it or even remained in shadow behind it.


  Remember the squirrels I told you about that I raised in Italy when I was a child—how I bought long, long chains so that their freedom might come to an end only high up in the trees? Doubtless it was very wrong to intrude upon their light lives at all, especially as an authority (when they had already grown up, that is, and no longer needed me), but in some small measure they themselves strove to preserve their link with me, for they often came running after me, so that at the time it seemed to me as if they were actually wishing for chains.


  How they will miss you, the little ones. And will they be grown-up enough to go without you into wood and world? High up in the firs of Rongas their childhood will sometimes come back to them, and on a bough that is still swaying from the weight of their leap, you will be remembered. And though they are only three little squirrels in whose small eyes you don’t have room, somewhere inside them it is so immense that you can exist there in their lives. Dearest!


  Come back soon, come back as soon as you can leave them. Lead them out into the forest, tell them in your voice how lovely it is, and they will be the happiest squirrels in the most beautiful wood.


  Yes, please, be here by Sunday. You can’t imagine how long the days in St. Petersburg can be. Nor in spite of that, how little goes into them. Life here is a continuous being on one’s way, and, due to this, all destinations suffer. One walks, walks, rides, rides, and regardless of where one arrives, the first impression is of one’s own weariness. One almost always, moreover, takes the longest trips in vain. Nevertheless: I know now that we still have many beautiful things to see when you come. It must be that every sentence I have thought for the past two weeks has ended with those same words: when you come.—


  I also cherish the moonlit night between last Wednesday and Thursday’s dawn. I walked along the Neva quite late, out to my favorite spot, across from St. Isaac’s Cathedral, where the city is at its simplest and greatest. There I also (and quite unexpectedly) felt peaceful and happy and solemn—as I do now, having received your letter. I am hurrying to send off these lines so that what you send me Monday (and you will surely send me a few words by way of your brother? Only a few words, I shall understand them all!) will already be an answer to this. An answer to the one question: are you happy? I am, behind all that torments me, so fundamentally, so very confidently, so invincibly happy. And I have you to thank for it. Come soon!


  Your


  Rainer.


  [In the margin:] Vogeler has written very warmly, and is expecting me. And I am already needed for my beautiful book. The first proofsheets are waiting. So it will be out in October!
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  [RMR to LAS in Schmargendorf, written on the cover of a special issue of the Catalan periodical Juventut devoted to Heinrich Vogeler]


  [Worpswede, probably September 1900]


  Warmest greetings and thanks for card and printed material!
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  [RMR to LAS, entry in the Schmargendorf Diary]


  Worpswede, September 1, 1900


  Moscow, Stshukin Museum: across from the Japanese painting in the room with the translucent ceiling (inserted from May 1900):


  Goddess of Grace


  She stands in deep-blue ocean depths


  into which many rivers pour


  from distances on high.


  A gray fish carries her along,


  delighted by her weight’s lissomness,


  which trickles over his fins.


  Out of his gills spews excited


  spraying—bubbling rush of breath.


  But into her beauty rises,


  coolly, ushered along in waves,


  his forever level feeling.


  When I read this to you in the Amerika house, do you remember my saying: Yes, everything that has truly been seen must become a poem! Oh, I felt such happiness saying that. And I still can’t really believe I was wrong then—although . . .


  Both possibilities are equally disheartening: either I have not seen anything since then, have not truly, with my entire being seen, or else my seeing is not so intimately bound up with my creating as I once thought.


  For back then there was only pure sound in me: once in Poltava, at evening, when the huts were so pale and solitary in the coming on of night, once in Saratov among the Cossack houses of the eastern districts, later in the midst of the Volga waters, then again when through a long night we felt ourselves journeying farther and farther into the light . . . but I can extract no word from the fabric of these sounds, indeed I don’t even know if words accompanied them.


  Nonetheless, just outside Kazan, late at evening, a song did come forth, it began, I think:


  . . . From all others I will absent myself,


  I will build my life stone by stone,


  not from the rubbleheap of rich housefronts,


  from ashlars that still bathe in rivers,


  from mountains that still stand in meadows . . .


  But it seemed wrong to express my inner happiness, which was independent of everything external, in these words, which had just lost their meaning in the face of mundane reality. So I was glad when my sound died out, and its sense only flared up in me again much later in Moscow, as landscape . . . evening:


  The horses saunter over with their red yokes


  as if passing under many gateways,


  the evening glows, called to by bell-chimes,


  and all huts stand as by the sea . . .


  This may have been an echo of Yaroslavl-Kresta. — Then came Droshin, then Novgorod, where on that one morning I felt the potential for something in me . . .


  I made nothing of it, as was the case with so many potentialities on this trip. Countless poems I failed to hear. I passed over a spring; what wonder now that there is no true summer. Everything that arrived found me locked up. And now, when I open the doors, the roads are long and empty . . .


  But this is not the journey’s sum. The tremendous is still in me somewhere. I did experience it all, I was surely not just dreaming. If only it would somehow come back to me. I have such longing for what has passed. I don’t want to hold onto it and think about it. But I wish I could feel its presence half-intuitively in the things that are around me now. I will never cease to mourn these losses. Why did I forget that not dying is not the same as being alive, and that not sleeping is still a long way from being awake. To be awake and to be alive are deeds, not states. And I did not do them!
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  [RMR to LAS, around September 15, entry in the Schmargendorf Diary]


  You have written me just now: “Tolstoy has fallen seriously ill in Yasnaya Polyana.” Perhaps we did bid him farewell. How clearly I see every moment of that day before me! What elation I felt as we drove through the wavy meadow with its trembling bells, journeying through the Russian landscape for the first time, the same way that Gogol and Pushkin journeyed, loudly with jangling harnesses and galloping steeds. And thus into the startled hamlet with eyes peering from all its weather-beaten doors. And thus out of the hamlet and down the road and up to the two white gate-towers that mark the entrance to the tall park. Our passage into its shadows is silent; we’re anxious, we feel the weight of what’s to come, and wish we could have this park and this day to ourselves without the old man toward whom all this is heading. And then we stand for a while in front of the white house inside of which everything remains silent, go around past the green oval bench and at last find someone in the courtyard next to the well. He takes our cards. We wait again. A dog, trusting and friendly, comes right up to us as we stand there in front of the small glass door. I bend down to the white dog and as I straighten up again I see behind the glass, vague and distorted by the flaws in the pane, a pair of searching eyes in a small grizzled face. The door opens, lets you in and slams sharply against me, so that I, only after the Count has already greeted you, come in and now also stand before him, feeling clumsily big beside his slim bright figure.


  He leaves us alone with Lev Levovich and withdraws again into his study after this reception. Then I climb the wooden stairs behind you and step into the light-filled room where only the old oil paintings are dark. The table is long, narrow, covered in white, and a large silver-white samovar stands at its upper end. We sit down. There is very little in this large hall whose three windows receive shimmering reflections from the rich green of mighty trees. We inquire about the ancestral paintings. The oldest one is especially interesting. A nun from the time of Alexei Mikhailovich. Apparently painted by an icon maker, she all but replicates the character of St. Sophia in posture, integument, and the strongly conventional expression of her face. Only with her hands did the painter, the observer, come to life in the craftsman, and he painted these exactly, with realistic attention to his subject; in doing so he lost sight of the overall proportions, painted the hands accordingly bigger, and now this saintly woman bears the heavy weight of her earthly hands, with which she must be able to raise a very big prayer indeed. And yes, I remember, there was one of those fine “portraits” there. A powdered nobleman from the end of the eighteenth century, his clothes and the area around his face—with its black eyebrows and the witty mouth of that talkative era—turned completely dark. The frame made of old, grayed, silver-coated wood, oval and unornamented. This painting was oddly beautiful on the bright, cheerful wall of the long hall. Modern works were there as well: a sculpture by Ginsburg and the “Tolstoy” of Prince Trubetskoy. We spoke occasionally, drank coffee, and gazed out often into the sun-drenched day, where strangely nearby a bird snarled and called out knarr-knarr with a fierce r. We chatted about this bird for a while and finally followed it out into the park. So much was in bloom there. The avenue of old birch trees was shadowy and beautiful, and at the end of it there was a balcony that shook strongly under our steps. We gazed out fondly onto the landscape, which with its meadows of forget-me-nots was rippling calmly and ripely as if with waves. Far off the train went past, much too distant for the ear, and for the eye no more than a toy. Then we came back slowly along the path, carrying flowers and asking the names of many trees that were old and stately. From the back we walked up to the house again. In the entrance hall the Countess was busily putting books back into a window case, and we had to endure her annoyed welcome and all the displeasure she expressed out loud to someone invisible. What a harrowing half-hour that was in the small room with the walnut furniture! We examined books that lay behind glass and on top of cases, tried to concentrate on various portraits, but were really only listening for the footsteps of the Count, who walked into the entrance-hall. Something had happened: voices grew agitated, a girl wept, the Count consoled, in the midst of it all with complete indifference the Countess’s voice going on . . . the sound of footsteps on the stairs, all doors in motion, and the Count walks in. Coldly and courteously he asks you something, his gaze is not really there with us, but its glance comes toward me and I hear the question: “What do you do?” I’m no longer sure, I seem to recall answering “I’ve written some things . . .”


  [image: image]


  August 27 until October 5: RMR in Worpswede, where he lives in Vogeler’s Barkenhoff, a farmhouse with garden V. purchased and remodeled to his own art-nouveau designs. RMR quickly falls under the spell of the life there, and grows increasingly enamored of two artists his own age, Paula Becker (painter) and Clara Westhoff (sculptor), whom he elaborately “poetizes” (to use LAS’s later word of warning) in his diaries. September 27: RMR, writing in his diary of a previous night’s culminating moment: “It was then that I decided to stay in Worpswede.” October 5: RMR abruptly departs from Worpswede in early dawn, without explanation or goodbyes, leaving behind for Paula Becker an evasive note and one of his pocket notebooks. He will not return until 1901, after his marriage to Clara. Back in Schmargendorf RMR moves into a new flat (Misdroyerstrasse 1) and renews his bond with LAS under strained circumstances.


  November 12: Paula Becker informs RMR of her engagement to the much older Otto Modersohn, one of the original group of Worpswede painters.


  December 19: RMR and LAS attend alone the dress rehearsal of Gerhart Hauptmann’s Michael Kramer.


  January 13: Paula Becker arrives in Berlin to take (at her father’s insistence) a cooking class. She seeks RMR out and they begin to see each other regularly, especially on Sundays, which they reserve for one another.


  February 3: Clara Westhoff arrives in Schmargendorf.
OEBPS/Images/bm.jpg
C

¢





OEBPS/Images/line.jpg






OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
RiLKE

ﬂndmas~
éalomz

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE






OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/also.jpg





OEBPS/Images/head.jpg
C

¢





