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months and whose fate, it seems, 15 to be set afire dur-
ing the summer and consumed more swiftly than the
.onlooker can blink his eyes If only that would happen
to me! And tenfdld ought that to happen to me, folg Ido
\not even fegret this unhappy time. My condition ss not un-
happiness, but 1t 1s also not happiness, not ind;fference, not
~weakness, not fatigue, not another interest—so whar 1s 1t
then? That I do not know this 1s probably connected with
fay nability to write And without knowing the reason for
it, I(bcheve 1 understand the latter. All those things, that is
to say, those things which occur to me, occur to me not
from the root up but rather only from somewhere about
their middle. Let someone then attempt to seize them, let
someone attempt to seize a blade of grass and hold fast to it
when it begins to grow only from the middle.

There are some people who can do this, probably, Japa-
nese jugglers, for example, who scramble up a ladder that
does not rest on the ground but on the raised soles of some-
one half lying on the ground, and which does not lean
against a wall but just goes up into the air. I cannot do this—
aside from the fact that my ladder does not even haye those
soles at 1ts disposal Thus, naturally, 1sn’t all, and 1t 1sn’t suck
a question that prompts me to speak’ But every day at Jeast
one line should be tramed on me, as they now traimn tgle-
scopes on comets. And if then I shoyld appear befofe that «
sentence once, lured by that sentence, just as, for instance,
I was last Christmas, when I was so far gone that I was
barely able to control myself and when 1 seemed reali $.0n
the last rung of my ladder, which,however, rested quetly
on the ground and agamst a wall. But what ground, what
awall! And yet that Jadder did not fall, so strongly did my
feet press it agawnst the ground, so strongly did my feet
raise it against the wall.

.





EPUB/image_0013_00.jpeg
" DIARIES 1910, 11

tlemen, whe were otherwise very adroit, very correct,
could not conceal, although they naturally .mad¢ every
effort to do so in the presence of so famous a dancer as,
Eduagdova still was. X W

k ]

The aurlc],e of my ear felt fresh, rough, cool, succulent
as a lgaf, to the touch. . -

I write this very decidedly out of dcspalr over my body
and over a future with this body.

When despair shows itself so definitely, is so tied o its
object, so pent up, as 1n a soldier who covers a retreat and
thus lets himself be torn to pieces, then 1t is not true despan'
True despa1r overreaches its goal immedately and always,
(at this comma 1t became clear that only the first sentence
Wwas correct).

Do Jou despair?

Yes® You desparr?

You run away? You want to hide?

1 passed By the brothel as though past the house of a be-.
Joved.

o

Woriters speak a stench.
o

° . .
The seamstresses in the downpour of rain.?

:Pl-_y, afte; five months of my life during which I
d write nothing that would have satisfied me, and for
which no pow'er will co‘}npensate me, though all were under
obligation to ‘da’so, it occurs to me to talk to myself again.
‘Whenever I really questoned myself, there was always a
response forthcoming, there was always something 1 me
to catch fire, mn this heap of straw that I have been for five.,
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that werestuck into her girdle. “They are from all the
princes-of Europe,” said she. I pondered as to what this
mught mean—that all those fresh flowers stuck in her girdle
had been presented to the dancer Eduardova by, 4ll the
princes of Europe.

. The dancer Eduardova, 2 lover of music, travels ia the
trolley, as everywhere else, in the company of two vigorous
v.'iohmsts whom she has play often. for there is no known
reason why one should not play in the trolley if the play-

"ing 1s good, pleasing to the fellow passengers, and costs
nothing, 1.e., if the hat 1s not passed around afterward. Of
course, at first 1t 1s 2 little surprising and for a short while
everybody finds it improper. But at full speed, in a strong
breeze and on a silent street, 1t sounds quite nice.

The dancer Eduardova is not as pretty in the opzn air
as on the stage. Her faded color, her cheekbones which
draw her skin so taut that there is scarcely a trace of motion
in her face and a real face is no longer possible, the large
nose, which rises as though out of a cavity, with which one
can take no liberties—such as testing the hardness of the
pornt or taking it gently by the bndge and pulling 1t back
and forth while one says, “But now you come along ” The
large figure with the high waist i skirts with too many
pleats—whom can that please®—she looks like one of my
aunts, an elderly lady; many elderly aunts of many neople
look like that. In the open air Eduardova really has nothiag
to compensate for these disadvan’tages moreover, aside
from her very good feet; there is actually nething that
would give occasion for enthusiasm, astomshment or even
for respect. And so I have actually seen Eduardova very
often treated with a degree of indifference that even gen-
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The onlookers go tigid when the tram goes past.

“I#he should forever ahsk me.” The ab, relgased from the
sentence, flew off like a ball on the meadow.

His gravity 1s the death of me. His head in 1ts collas, his )
hair arranged immovably on his skull, the muscles of his
j%below, tensed 1n their places—

Are the woods still there® The woods were still almost
there. But hardly had my glance gone ten steps farther
when 1 left off, again caught up in the tedious conversation.

.

In the dark woods, on the sodden ground, I found my

way only by the whiteness of his collar.

o

In a dream I asked the dancer Eduardova ! to dance the
*Czardas just one tume more. She had a broad streak of ¢
shadow or ight across the middle of her face between the
lower, part of her forehead and the cleft of her chin. Just
then someone with ¢he loathsome gestures of an uncon-_
scious mtriguer approached to tell her the tramn was leaving
m The manner’in which she listened to this an-
nouncement made 1t tgrnbly clear to me that she would
not dance agamn, “I am a wicked, evil woman, am I not?”
she $aid. “@h’no,” I said, “not that,” and turned away aim-

lesslz._

Before that Bhad questioned her about the many flowers
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out-of-thesway place® No, I was educated i the middle
of the ctty, mn the middle of the city. Not, for example, 1n
arun in the mountains or beside the lake My reproach had
until now govered my parents and their retinue and made
them gray, but now they easily puslh it aside and smule,
because I have drawn my hands away from them to my
forehead and am thinking I should have been that little
dweller 1n the ruins, hearkening to the cries of the crows,
soared over by their shadows, cooling under the moon,
burne¢ by the sun which would have shone for me from all
sides on my bed of vy, even though I might have been a
little weak at first under the pressure of my good qualities,
which would have had to grow in me with the might of
weeds.

Often I think 1t over and give my thoughts free rem,
without interfering, and always, no matter how I turn or
twist 1t, I come to the conclusion that in some respects my

| education has done me terrible harm. There inheres 1n the
recognition of this a reproach directed against 2 multitude
of people There are my parents and my relatives, a certain
particular cook, my teachers, several writers—the love
with which they harmed me makes their guilt even greater,
for how much [good] they could have [done] me with
their love—several families friendly with my family, a
swimming teacher, natives of summer resorts, several Jadies
in the city park of whom this would not at all have been -
pected, a hairdresser, a beggarwoman, a helmsman, the
family doctor, and many more besides; and there would'be
still more if I could and wanted to rame them all, in short,
there are so many that one must be careful not t9 name
anyone in the lot twice, .
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fortunately no one, can be sure as to whether’the pomt of
ethe dagger won’t suddexxly appear sometune in front, n
. back, or from the side. I do not want to hear thus reproach
congradicted, since I have already heard too many contra-

dictions, and since most of the contradictions, moreover, *

have refuted me, I include these contradictions 1n my. re-

proach and now declare that my education and this refuta- )

>

tion have done me great harm in many respects

t Often I think it over and then I always have to say that
»my education has done me great harm in some ways. This
I reproach 1s directed against a multitude of people, indeed,
they stand here together and, as 1n old group photographs,
they do not know what to do about each other, 1t simply
does not occur to them to lower their eyes, and out of an-
ticipation they do not dare smile Among them are my
pareats; several relatives, several teachers, a certain particu-
lar cook, several girls at dancing school, several visitors to
our house in earher times, several writers, a swimming
teacher, a gicket-seller, a school inspector, then some people
that I met only once on the street, and others that I just
* cannot recall and those whom I shall never agan recall,
and those, finally, whose mstruction, being somehow dis-
tracted at the time, I did not notice at all, 1n short, there are
S0 ma'ny that one must take care not to name anyone twice.
And I addreéss my reproach to them all, introduce them to
onwher mdhis way, bt tolerate no contradiction. For
hemestly I have borne enough contradictions already, and
since most of them have refuted me, all I can do 1s include
these,refutat'xoas, too, in my reproach, and say that aside
from my edueatjon these refutations have also done me
great hiarm in some respects. g
Does one suspect, perhaps, that I was educated in some
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think I d¢ not. I row, ride, swim, lie in the sun. Therefore
my catves are good, my thighs not bad, my belly will pa.
muster, but my chest is very shabby and if my head set low
between my shoulders—
)
* Sunday, July 19, slept, awoke, slept, awcke, miserable
<life. .

. When I think about it, I must say that my education h
done me great harm in some respects I was not, as a matte
of fact, educated in any out-of-the-way place, in a rumn
say, in the mountains—something against which in fact 1
could not have brought myself to say a word of reproach.
In spite of the risk of having the entire roster of my former
teachers not understand ths, I should prefer most of all to
have been such a little dweller in the ruins, burnt by the sun
which would have shone for me there on the tegid ivy
between the remains on every side; even though I might
have been weak at first under the pressure of my good
qualities, which would have grown tall in me with the
might of weeds.

,  When I think about it, I must say‘that my education has
done me great harm i some respects. This reproach apphes
to 2 multitude of people—that is to say, my parents, several
relatives, individual visitors to our house, various writers,
a certain particular cook who tcok me to school fe- o vear,
a crowd of teachers (whom I must press tightly togetaer
in my memory, otherwise one would drop out here and
there—but since I have pressed them together so, the, Whole
mass crumbles away bit by bit anyhow), a school inspector,
slowly walking passers-by; in short, this reproach twists
through society hke a dagger. And no one, I repeat, un-





EPUB/image_0015_00.jpeg
DIARIES 19IO ) 13)
Today, for instance, I acted three pieces of ’ﬁmsolenge,
toward a conductor, toward someone introduced tb me—
well, there were only two, but they hugt hike a stomach-»
ache. ©n the part of anyone they would have been msclent,
how much the more sb on my part. Therefore I went out-
side myself, fdught in the air amud the must, and, worst of all,
no orft noticed that I was even insolent to my, companions, *
a piece of mnsolence as such and had to be, and had to as-
sume the proper manner for 1t and the responsibility, but,
the worst was when one of my acquaintances took this in-
solence not even as the indication of a personahity bit
rather as the personality itself, called my attention to my
insolemce and admired 1t. Why don’t I stay within myself?
To be sure, I now say to myself Look, the world submits
to*your blows, the conductor and the person introduced
* to you remaimned undisturbed, as you left, the latter even
said gbodbye But that means nothing. You can achieve
nothing 1if you forsake yourself, but what do you miss,
aside from this, in your circle® To this appeal I answer
only I too avould rather submit to blows within the circle
than myself deal the blows outside it—but where the devil
Is this circle? For a tigne, indeed, I did see it lying on the
earth, as if sprayed in hme, but now it just sort of hovers
, abdlut me, indeed, does not even hover.

Night of comets, May 17-18. !

T, er with Blei, his wife and child, from time to time
]lis ned to myself outsjde of myself, it sounded like the
whimpering of a, young cat.

How many days have again gone silently by; today is
May 28. Have T not even the resolution to take this pen-
’holder, this pieee of wood, in my hand every day> I really
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Now one might think that these great numbers would
make a reproach lose 1ts firmness, that 1t would simply have
to lose 1ts firmness, because a reproach gs not an army gen-
eralp 1t just goes straight ahead and dogs not know Bow to
distribute its forces? Especrally 1n this case, when it is di-
rected agamst pers ns n the past. Forgotten energy mdy
holtl these persons fast in memory, but they would hardly °
have any ground left under them and even their legs would
have already turned to smoke. And how expect 1t to be of
any use to throw up to people i such a condition the mis- »
takes they once made 1n earlier times in educating a boy
who 1s as ncomprehensible to them now as they to us. But
indeed one cannot even do as much as make them remem-
ber those times, no person can compel them to do so; obvi-
ously one cannot mention compulsion at all, they can
remember nothing, and if you press them, they push you
dumbi§ aside, for most probably they do not even hear the
words. Like tired dogs they stand there, because they use
up all their strength in remaining upright in one’s memory.

But if you actually did make them hear and speak, then
your ears would only hum with counterreproaches, for
people take the conviction of the venerability of the dead
along with them into the beyond and uphold 1t ten times
agmych from there. And if perhaps this opinion is not cor-
rect and the dead do stand in especially great awe of the
living, then they would side with their own llvmg past all
thesm@re—after all, it’s closest to them—and again our ears

ould hum And if this opinion, too, is not correct and the
dead are after all very impartial, even then they could never
sanction their being disturbed by unverifiable reproaches.
For such reproaghes are unverifiable even as between one
person and arother. The existence of past mistakes in edu-
cation cannotsbe proved, so how much the less the original
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about that. Only recently one of them saxd sometling very
intelhgent: “Ah, 1f I could only see you naked once, then
you ought to be really pretty and kissable.” But 1f I lacked .
an upper lip here, there an ear, here a r1b there a finger, if
I had hairless spots onemy head and pockmarks on my face,
this would still be no adequate céunterpart to my mnner im-*
perfeetion. This imperfection 1s not congenital and there-
fore so much the more painful to bear. For like everyone, I
‘too have my center of’ gravn:y inside me from birth, and
this not even the most foolsh education could displage.,
Thus good center of gravity I'still have, but to a certain ex-
tent I no Jonger have the corresponding body. And a center
of grayity that has no work to do becomes lead, and sticks
in the body ke a musket ball. But this imperfection 1s not
earned either, I have suffered its emergence through no,
fault of my own. This is why I can find nowhere within
myself any repentance, much as I may seek it. For re-
pentance would be good for me, it cries itself out all by
itself, it takes the pain to one side and settles everything
alone like an affair of honor, we remain upright because it
" relieves us.

i My imperfection is, as I said, not congenital, not earned,
nevertheless I bear it better than others, by means of great
labor of the imagination and sought-out expedients, bear
* much smaller musforgunes—a horrible wife, for instance,
poverty, a miserable profession—and am at the same time
not at ~} black 1n the faceswith despair, but rather white
anc red.

I would n'ot.be_ so, if .rny education had penetrated into
me as deeply "as-1t wanted to Perhaps my youth was too
short for that, in which case, now in my forties,® I still re-
joice over its shortness with all my heart That alone made
it possible for me to have enough strength left to become
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respons1b1f1ty for them. And now let me see a reproach that
in such a situation would not be transformed into a sigh.

» That 1s the repreach that I have to make. It hasa sound
core, theory supports it. That which really has been spoiled
in me, however, I forget for the morhent or cxcuse, and
don’t as yet make any fuss about it. On the other hand, I
¢an prove at sny tume that my education tried to miake
another person out of me than the one I became. It 1s for
the harm, therefore, that my educators could have done me
_in gocordance with their intentions that I reproach them; I
demand from their hands the person I now am, and since
they cannot give him to me, I make of my reproach and
laughter a drumbeat sounding mnto the world beyond: But
all this only serves a different purpose. The reproach for
having after all spoiled a part of me—for having spoiled a
good, beautiful part (in my dreams sometimes it appears
to me the way a dead bride appears to others)—thls re-
proach that 1s forever on the point of becoming a sigh, this
reproach should before all else reach there undamiaged as
an honest reproach, which 1s what it 1s, too. Thus 1t hap-
pens that the great reproach, to which nothing can happen,
takes the small one by the hand, if the great one walks, the
small one hops, but when once the small one gets there, it
disungusshes itself—which is what we have always expected
—and sounds the trumpet for the drumhmer.

Often I think it over and give my thoughts fr€amsein,
without interfering, but I always come to the conclusién
that my education has spoiled me more than I can under-
stand. Externally I am a man like others, for my physical
education kept as close to the ordinary as thy body itself
was ordnary, and even if  am pretty shortand a little stout,
I st1ll please many, even girls. There is notling to be said
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