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Chronology

In preparing this chronology I have drawn on biographical information
provided in: Adolf Beck, ed., Holderlin. Chronik seines Lebens (Frankfurt
a.M.: Insel, 1975); Pierre Bertaux, Holderlin (Frankfurt a.M.: Suhrkamp,
1981); Thomas Pfau, trans., ed., Friedrich Hélderlin. Essays and Letters on
Theory (Albany: SUNY Press, 1988); Richard Sieburth, trans., ed., Hymns
and Fragments by Friedrich Hoélderlin (Princeton: Princeton University
Press, 1984); D. E. Sattler, ed., Simtliche Werke [Frankfurter Ausgabe],
(Frankfurt a.M.: Verlag Roter Stern, 1975-); Friedrich Beissner, Adolf
Beck, eds., Simtliche Werke [Grosse Stuttgarter Ausgabe), (Stuttgart:
Kohlhammer, Cotta, 1943-77); Friedrich Beissner, Jochen Schmidt, eds.,
Holderlin. Werke und Briefe (Frankfurt a.M: Insel, 1969).

1770 March 20. Johann Christian Friedrich Holderlin is born in
Lauffen on the Neckar (Swabia). He is the first child of Johanna
Christiana Heyn (1748-1828) and Heinrich Friedrich Héld-
erlin (1736-72).

1772 Sudden death of father. Birth of sister Heinrike (Rike).

1774 Mother marries Johann Christoph Gok. Johanna Gok assumes
full responsibility for the administration of her son’s paternal
inheritance. At no point will Holderlin ever dispute his mother’s
authority in the distribution of monies from the estate.

1776 Holderlin’s stepfather becomes mayor of Niirtingen. Birth of
Holderlin’s half brother Karl Gok. Hélderlin begins to attend
school.

1779 Death of stepfather at the age of thirty. Twenty years later,
Holderlin will write to his mother: “Let me express, too, my
heartfelt thanks for the sweet words about my dear departed
father. . . . Believe me, I've thought . . . about his ever cheerful
temperament, and that I might come to be like him. But neither
are you, my dear mother, responsible for my tendency toward
mournfulness, from which I have never quite been able to free
myself. I see the whole of my life rather clearly, even back to my
earliest days, and it is no mystery at which point my spirit took
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on this aspect. Perhaps you’ll not believe me, but I remember it
all too well. When my second father died, whose love for me 1
shall never forget, when 1 felt, with an incomprehensible pain,
my orphaned state and saw, each day, your grief and tears, it was
then that my soul took on, for the first time, this heaviness that
has never left me and that could only grow more severe with the
years.”

In preparation for entrance examinations, Hélderlin receives
private instruction in, among other things, Hebrew, Latin,
Greek, and rhetoric, and begins music lessons (piano, later
flute). Beginning of friendship with Schelling, five years his
junior, whom Holderlin protects against abuse by older pupils.
Lifelong love for travel literature most likely begins at this time
with Georg Forster’s Journey Around the World 1772-75 and
Admiral George Anson’s Voyage Round the World in the Years
1740-44.

Holderlin enters the Lower Monastery School at Denkendorf,
near Niirtingen, the beginning of formal training for the
Lutheran ministry. First encounters with the poetry of Schiller
and Klopstock; composes first verses. Earliest extant letter of
Hélderlin, written to his former tutor, Nathanael Kostlin, ex-
presses an anxious preoccupation with the maintenance of mea-
sure and harmony in relation to others and to God. Hélderlin
seems very much aware of the precariousness of his emotional
stability.

Hélderlin enters the Higher Monastery School at Maulbronn.
Falls in love with Luise Nast, youngest daughter of monastery
administrator; friendship with her cousin, Inmanuel Nast.

Hélderlin begins to doubt his calling to the ministry. Expression
of powerful poetic ambitions in the poem “Mein Vorsatz” (“My
Project”), where the poet longs to attain “Pindar’s flight” and
“Klopstock-heights.”

Reads, on Luise Nast’s reccommendation, Schiller’s Don Carlos.
Eleven years later Hélderlin will write to Schiller: “It won’t be
easy to study Carlos in a rational way, since he was for so many
years the magic cloud in which the good god of my youth
enveloped me so that I would not see too soon the pettiness and
barbarity of the world.” Hélderlin enters, at the same time as
Hegel, the Lutheran theological seminary (Stift) in Tiibingen
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and is soon initiated into the poetry association of Ludwig
Neuffer and Rudolf Magenau: “One Soul in Three Bodies!”

Hélderlin breaks off engagement with Luise Nast: “I wish you
happiness if you choose one more worthy than me, and then
surely you will understand that you could never have been
happy with your morose, ill-humored, sickly friend.” End of
friendship with Immanuel Nast. Meets the Swabian poet and
publisher Gotthold F. Stdudlin in Stuttgart. Student activities at
the Stift placed under close surveillance by Duke Karl Eugen.
Hélderlin is punished by Stift administration for maltreatment
of a local schoolteacher who failed to greet him appropriately.
Expresses wish to study law but succumbs to pressure from his
mother to stay on in the Stift.

Passes his Magister exams. After Schelling enters the Stift, close
friendship between Hegel, Schelling, and Hélderlin. Composi-
tion of first so-called Tiibingen Hymns, philosophical verse
inspired by Schiller’s poetry and the spirit of the French Revolu-
tion. Reads Rousseau, Spinoza, Leibniz, Plato, but above all,
Kant. As Magenau described the enthusiasm for Kant among
students at the Stift: “Kant’s philosophy made most of our
heads spin, and the pulpit echoed of space and time.” Hélderlin
falls in love with Elise Lebret.

First poems published (in Stiudlins Musenalmanach fiirs Jabr
1792). Regarding this debut, Christian Schubart notes: “Héld-
erlin’s muse is a solemn muse.” Travels with friends to site of
Riitli oath in Switzerland; meeting with Lavater in Ziirich.
Hélderlin still contemplates leaving the Stift. In a letter to his
mother, Hélderlin complains of continuing headaches: “And
then one’s inner life no longer enjoys its youthful vigor.”

Holderlin begins work on Hyperion. War between France and
the Austro-Prussian coalition. Holderlin writes to his sister:
“Believe me, dear sister, we will face grim times, should the
Austrians be victorious. The abuse of princely power will be
terrible. You must believe me and pray for the French, the\
defenders of human rights.”

Hegel leaves Stift to assume a post as a private tutor in Bern.
Holderlin writes to his half brother: “My affections are now less
directed toward particular individuals. The object of my love is
the entire human race, though not, of course, as we so often find
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it, namely in a condition of corruption, servility, and iner-
tia. ... I love the race of coming centuries. For this is my
deepest hope, the faith that keeps me strong and vital: our
grandchildren will have it better than we, freedom must finally
come, and virtue will better flourish in the warmth of freedom’s
sacred light than in the ice-cold zone of despotism. We live in
times when all things are working toward better days. These
seeds of enlightenment, these still wishes and strivings of iso-
lated individuals for the development of the human race will
spread and grow stronger and bear marvelous fruit. . . . This is
the sacred purpose of my wishes and my activity: that I might
stir the seeds of change that will ripen in a future age.” Hold-
erlin meets Schiller in Ludwigsburg who recommends him
(with some reservations) to Charlotte von Kalb as a private tutor
for her son. Holderlin assumes the post in Waltershausen at the
end of the year.

Hélderlin begins his duties as a tutor with great ambition and
idealism: “To form my pupil into a full human being, this was
and is my goal.” Continues to work on Hyperion and to study
Kant and Schiller. Friendship and possible love affair with
Wilhelmine Marianne Kirms, his employer’s companion. H6ld-
erlin travels with his pupil, Fritz von Kalb, to Jena where he
meets Herder and Goethe and attends Fichte’s lectures. Regular
visits to Schiller who publishes the “Fragment of Hyperion” in
his Neuer Thalia.

Hélderlin is increasingly frustrated in his rigorous pedagogical
ambitions, in part due to his pupil’s habit of frequent and
perhaps compulsive masturbation. He writes to his mother in
January: “The impossibility of having a real influence on the
child and helping him had the most deleterious effects on my
health and spirit. The anxious wakefulness of the nightly vigils
destroyed my head and made me nearly useless for my daily
work.” Hélderlin’s increasing desperation forces Charlotte von
Kalb to terminate his employment. She provides him with
enough money to stay on in Jena for several months where he
continues his study of Fichte’s philosophy. He writes to Hegel:
“His work regarding the reciprocal determinations of the ‘I’ and
the ‘Not-I’ is no doubt peculiar.” Close friendship develops with
Isaac von Sinclair in whose garden house he lives for several
weeks. Sinclair is expelled from the university for participation
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in student disturbances. Cotta agrees to publish the full version
of Hyperion. Having rejected, the previous year, the idea of a
marriage combined with a minister’s position, he appeals to his
mother to grant him “the undisturbed use of my powers which
is just within reach for the very first time in my life.” In June,
Holderlin suddenly leaves Jena in great emotional distress and
returns to Niirtingen. Once home, he writes to Schiller: “I well
knew that I would not be able to remove myself from your
vicinity without doing damage to my inner being. I am able to
confirm this more strongly with each new day. ... I would
never have been able to persuade myself to leave had not this
very vicinity to you . . . been a source of great distress. I was
always tempted to see you, and when I did the result was always
the realization that I could be nothing to you.” And in another
letter to Schiller: “I am frozen and numb in the winter that is all
around me. The heavens are as iron, and 1 am as stone.”
Philosophical discussions with Schelling in Tiibingen and Niir-
tingen. Through the mediation of Johann Gottfried Ebel, Hold-
erlin is offered a position as private tutor in the home of the
wealthy Frankfurt banker Gontard.

Holderlin assumes his post in January and soon falls deeply in
love with his employer’s young wife Susette, who becomes the
“Diotima” of his poems and novel. In February, Holderlin re-
ports to his friend Inmanuel Niethammer that “philosophy is
once more my single occupation.” Perhaps alluding to the over-
whelming influence of Fichte and Schiller, he continues: “But
the reverberations from Jena are still too strong . . . and the
memory still too powerful for the present to restore me fully.
My head is full of entangled threads and I am not capable of
undoing them. . . . Philosophy is a tyrant, and it is more that I
tolerate her power over me than give myself to her voluntarily.”
He promises his friend a series of philosophical letters, to be
called “New Letters on the Aesthetic Education of Man,” in
which “I will find the principle that explains the divisions in
which we think and exist, but one capable of making the
opposition disappear, the opposition between subject and ob-
ject, between our self and the world, even that between reason
and revelation—theoretically, in intellectual intuition and with-
out the aid of practical reason. But for this we are in need of
aesthetic sense.” The mutual attraction between Holderlin and
Susette blossoms into a clandestine romance. Toward the end of
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June, Hoélderlin writes to Neuffer: “I only hope that you are
doing as well as I. I am in a new world. Once I thought I knew
what was beautiful and good, but now that I see it I want to
laugh at all my knowledge. My dear friend, there is a being in
the world in whose presence my spirit can and will dwell for
millenia. . . . At times I even find it impossible to think mortal
thoughts in her presence, and for this reason it is so difficult to
say anything about her.” The war with revolutionary France
forces Hélderlin, along with Susette and her children, to leave
Frankfurt. In Kassel Holderlin meets Wilhelm Heinse, a friend
of the Gontards and author of the novel Ardingbello. Several
years later, Holderlin will dedicate the elegy “Brod und Wein”
to him. Returns to Frankfurt in September. After a long silence
on Schiller’s part, Holderlin writes an anxious letter to his
former mentor: “Have you changed your opinion of me? Have
you abandoned me? Forgive me such questions.” Schiller re-
sponds with the advice that Hélderlin should avoid, at all costs,
philosophical subjects and adhere more closely to the world of
sense experience: “In this way you will avoid the danger of
abandoning sobriety in the midst of enthusiasm.”

Despite his friend Ebel’s words of disenchantment from Paris,
Hélderlin continues to express hopes for radical change: “As for
the general course of things, I do find one consolation, namely
that every ferment and dissolution must lead either to annihila-
tion or to a new organization of things. But there is no such
thing as annihilation, and so the youth of the world must return
out of our corruption and decay. ... I believe in a coming
revolution in the way we think, feel, and imagine, which will
make the world as we have known it till now grow red with
shame. And Germany can perhaps play a key role in all of this.”
Hegel arrives in Frankfurt where Héldetlin has found a post for
him as tutor in the household of a wine merchant. The first
volume of Hyperion appears in mid-April. At Schiller’s behest,
Goethe agrees to meet with Hélderlin in Frankfurt: “Yesterday
Holterlein paid a brief visit. He appears to be somewhat de-
pressed and sickly, but he is actually quite amiable, the anxious
humility of his openness even somewhat disarming. I urged him
to work on short poems about particular objects of human
interest.” Toward the end of the summer Holderlin begins plans
for a tragedy based on the life and death of the philosopher
Empedocles, who, Holderlin writes, was “a sworn enemy of all
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one-sided existence and thus . . . dissatisfied . . . even in truly
pleasant conditions simply because they are particular condi-
tions.”

Toward the end of September, class and sexual tensions in the
Gontard household culminate in Holderlin’s departure. In a
letter to his mother he cites the daily humiliations he had to
suffer as a “servant” of the wealthy bourgeoisie as the main
reason for his break with the Gontards. Bettina von Arnim will
later write to Karoline von Giinderrode: “In Frankfurt you only
have to mention his name and people cry out the most horrible
things about him, all because he loved a woman so that he could
write Hyperion.” Holderlin’s former pupil Henry writes to him:
“I can barely stand it that you have left.” Sinclair persuades
Héldetlin to take up residence in Homburg where he is a jurist
in the service of the Landgrave of Hessen-Homburg. In Novem-
ber he writes to Neuffer: “My situation has changed since I
wrote you last. . . .  have been here for a little over a month and
have been using the quiet to work on my play, spend time with
Sinclair, and enjoy the lovely autumn days. After the torment I
have suffered, the pleasures of a little calm are like a gift from
the gods.” Hoélderlin and Susette continue to meet and corre-
spond secretly for the next two years. Sinclair introduces Héld-
erlin to acquaintances interested in political upheaval in
Wiirttemberg. Continues work on Empedocles tragedy.

In a New Year’s letter to his half brother in which he describes,
at great length, the need for the political, philosophical, and
above all aesthetic cultivation of the nation, Holderlin writes

* that “if and when the realm of darkness breaks upon us with

violence, so let us throw down our pens and go in God’s name
where ... we are most needed.” Along with his work on
Empedocles Holderlin studies Pindar and writes a number of
his major essays dealing with philosophical and poetological
matters, including the theory of the alternation of poetic tones.
Friendship with the poet Bohlendorff, who writes of Sinclair
and Holderlin: “I have a friend here who is a republican with
body and soul—also another friend who is one in spirit and in
truth—which will emerge from the darkness when the time is
right.” Hélderlin interests a publisher in his plans for a journal
of criticism and poetry, Iduna, and appeals to friends, above all
Schiller and Schelling, for contributions. Lack of support kills
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the plan. Writing to Susette Gontard, he reports, “Only the
uncertainty of my situation kept me from writing sooner. The
journal project about which I wrote to you with so much—well-
founded—confidence seems not to want to succeed. . . . Not
only those men to whom I am more admirer than friend, but
friends too, my dear one, friends who were not able to deny me
support without becoming the most ungrateful of men, they too
have left me until now without an answer. I have lived for a full
eight weeks in this state of hope and expectation upon which my
very existence depends to some degree. God only knows the
cause of this reception. Are these people so totally ashamed of
me?” Several months earlier he had already written her that he
feels like a “living corpse.” In October the second volume of
Hyperion appears. In a letter to Susette accompanying the
volume Hélderlin writes: “Here our Hyperion, my love! This
fruit of our days of tenderness may still give you some pleasure.
Forgive me Diotima’s death. You remember that we couldn’t
fully agree about this back then. I felt that the whole conception
of the work made it necessary.” In the last letter he was to write
to Neuffer, Holderlin speaks of the impossibility of supporting
oneself as a writer and contemplates searching for a post as
vicar or private tutor.

In May, last meeting between Hélderlin and Susette Gontard.
Among her last words to him are: “Everything around me is
mute and empty without you.” Returns to Niirtingen before
going to Stuttgart where he lives for several months with his
friend Christian Landauer and supports himself with private
lessons. In the biographical sketch accompanying the 1846
edition of Hélderlin’s poems, Christoph Schwab writes of the
poet’s condition at this time: “His emotional condition seemed
dangerous. His very appearance bore the marks of the transfor-
mation he had undergone over the last years; the inner struggles
and suffering had taken such a toll on this once robust body
that upon his return from Homburg one thought oneself to be
in the presence of a ghost. Even more startling was his state of
emotional agitation; an innocent word that had no connection
to him could enrage him to the point that he would leave the
company he was in and never return.” Among the poetic fruits
of this trying year are a number of odes and most of the major
elegies, including “Bread and Wine.” In December Holderlin is
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offered a position as private tutor in the household of the
merchant Anton von Gonzenbach in Hauptwil (Switzerland).

Hoélderlin assumes his new post in mid-January. The Treaty of
Lunéville is signed in February. Hélderlin writes to his sister: “I
am writing to you and our dear family at a moment when for us
here everything is full of the news of the peace treaty. . . . I have
faith that now the world is truly becoming a better place. I like
to think of these days that are so near or of ancient times;
everything fills my mind with these remarkable days, days of
beautiful humanity, of goodness that is sure and unmarked by
fear. . . . You see, my dear sister, I view my stay here as a man
who has had his share of suffering in his youth and is now
content and undisturbed enough to be deeply grateful for that
which is.” In the midst of these rare high spirits, Holderlin
works on the hymn “Celebration of Peace.” In mid-April
Gonzenbach relieves Holderlin from his post for unknown rea-
sons, issuing him a favorable letter of reference. The return to
Swabia across Lake Constance is recalled in the elegy “Home-
coming.” In his final letter to Schiller he asks his former mentor
for help in obtaining a position as lecturer on Greek literature in
Jena: “You must have nearly abandoned all hopes for me, and
so it might come as a pleasant surprise to see that the pressure
of circumstances has not completely overwhelmed me. . . . And
now I must write to you sooner than I had wanted. My wish to
live in Jena in your vicinity has become nearly a life necessity,
and having considered the pros and cons, I felt I needed a word
from you, without whose approval I can do nothing, to autho-
rize my choice.” Schiller does not reply. An edition of Héld-
erlin’s poetry promised for the following spring never sees print.
Through the mediation of a friend, Holderlin is offered a posi-
tion as private tutor in Bordeaux in the household of Daniel
Christoph Meyer, a wine merchant and consul of Hamburg.
Before his departure he writes to Bohlendorff: “I am full of
departure now. It’s been a long time since I've cried. But it cost
me bitter tears when I decided to leave my fatherland now,
perhaps for good. For what is more dear to me in this world?
But they have no use for me. Still, I shall and must remain
German, even if the needs of my heart—and belly—drive me all
the way to Tahiti.” On December 10 he sets out on foot from his
mother’s house.
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Arrives in Bordeaux on January 28. His first letter to his mother
reports: “I have experienced so much that I can barely speak of
it now. For the last few days my journey has passed amidst a
beautiful springtime, but just prior to this, on the fearsome
snow-covered heights of the Auvergne, in the midst of storms
and wilderness, in the icy night with my loaded pistol beside me
in my rough bed—there I prayed the finest prayer of my life, and
one I shall never forget. I've arrived in one piece—give thanks
with me!”

After only three months he returns to Germany, most likely
by way of Paris. According to Hélderlin’s first biographer,
Wilhelm Waiblinger, he arrives in mid-June at the home of
friends in Stuttgart “pale as a corpse, emaciated, with hollow
wild eyes, long hair and beard, and dressed like a beggar.” He
returns to Niirtingen where his half brother recognizes “the
obvious traces of mental derangement.” Returns to Stuttgart
and is informed by Sinclair of Susette Gontard’s death on June
22. Back in Niirtingen, Hélderlin is placed in the care of a local
physician. Travels with Sinclair to Regensburg where the latter’s
employer, the Landgrave of Homburg, informally commissions
Hélderlin to write a work expressing true Christian piety. (“Pat-
mos” will be dedicated to the Landgrave the following winter.)
Sinclair will later write to Holderlin’s mother that he had “never
seen him in a stronger mental and emotional state as back
then.” Back home, in the midst of his work on “Patmos” and
other hymns, he writes to Bshlendorff: “It’s been a long time
since I wrote to you; I've been in France and have seen the
mournful, lonely earth, the shepherds of southern France and
things of beauty, men and women who have grown up with the
fear of confused loyalties and of hunger. The mighty element,
the fire from heaven and the tranquillity of the people, their life
amidst nature, their simplicity and contentment, moved me to
no end, and as it is said of heroes, I can well say, that Apollo has
struck me.”

Contact with friends becomes more seldom. Continues work on
hymns and translations of Pindar and Sophocles. Meets with
Schelling in June, who writes to Hegel: “The saddest thing I saw
during my stay here was Hélderlin. Since his trip to France . . .
his spirit is totally shattered. Although he is to a certain extent
still able to do some work—translating Greek, for example—he
is otherwise totally withdrawn. The sight of him really shook
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me up: he neglects his appearance to a repulsive degree and
although his manner of speaking would seem not to indicate
madness, he has taken on the outward demeanor of those in
that condition. There are no hopes for recovery if he stays here. I
thought of asking you if you could look after him were he to
come to Jena, which seems to be his wish.” Hegel’s reply is
noncommittal and the matter pursued no further. In December
Holderlin sends his publisher Friedrich Wilmans the manu-
script of his translations of Oedipus and Antigone, which ap-
pear the following April; he promises further a series of long
poems concerned with history and the fatherland—the so-
called vaterlindische Gesinge (songs of the fatherland or pa-
triotic songs)—as well as a group of shorter “nightsongs.”

Sacrificing some of his own salary, Sinclair arranges for Hold-
erlin to become (pro forma) librarian in the court of the
Landgrave of Homburg. On the way to Homburg, Sinclair and
Hélderlin participate in a series of informal meetings with Stutt-
gart radicals in which various possibilities of violent political
action are discussed, including the assassination of the Elector
of Wiirttemberg. Final meeting with Schelling in Wiirzburg,
who finds expressions of Holderlin’s “degenerated mental con-
dition” in his Sophocles translations. Arrival in Homburg in
June where Holderlin takes up residence in the house of a
French watchmaker. He receives a Virgil edition as a gift from
the Landgrave and a piano from Princess Auguste of Hessen-
Homburg.

Sinclair is turned in to the authorities by a former acquaintance,
Alexander Blankenstein, and charged with high treason for
participation in a Jacobin conspiracy against the Elector of
Wiirttemberg. In his testimony, Blankenstein reports that Hold-"
erlin knew of the conspiracy but soon “fell into a sort of
madness, hurled insults at Sinclair and the Jacobins and cried
out to the astonishment of all present: I am through with all
Jacobins. Vive le roi!” Hélderlin is found to be mentally incom-
petent to stand trial. The physician brought in as an expert
witness reported: “During the course of my visits his condition
worsened and his speech became more unintelligible. Once his
madness reached the point of a constant, wild agitation and his
speech became a jumble of German, Greek, and Latin, one
could no longer understand him at all.” The previous year
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Sinclair had written to Holderlin’s mother that “not only me,
but 6-8 other people as well who have made his acquaintance,
are convinced that what looks like mental confusion is . . . in
fact a calculated act of simulation.” Sinclair is released from
prison after four months due to lack of sufficient evidence and
returns to find Holderlin in relative calm and at work on Pindar
translations. Leo von Seckendorf, one of Sinclair’s “co-conspir-
ators” and friend of Hélderlin, pays a final visit to the poet
before going into exile from Wiirttemberg. He takes with him
several poems he later publishes without Hoélderlins permis-
sion, including the first strophe of “Bread and Wine” (published
as “The Night”), “The Rhine,” “Patmos,” and “Remembrance.”

Homburg is absorbed into the newly established Grand Duchy
of Hessen-Darmstadt. Sinclair writes to Holderlin’s mother that
he can no longer assume responsibility for her son’s care. On
September 11 Holderlin is brought against his will to Tiibingen
where he is committed to the Autenrieth Clinic, one of the few
hospitals that admitted the mentally ill at this time. The Land-
gravine Caroline von Hessen-Homburg writes to her daughter:
“Poor Holterling was carried away this morning. . . . He tried
desperately to throw himself from the carriage, but the man
charged with his care held him back. Holterling believed that he
was being abducted . . . and scratched the man with his long
fingernails until the man was all bloody.”

After some seven months of observation and treatment, Hold-
erlin is released into the care of Ernst Zimmer, a carpenter and
admirer of Hyperion who had visited the poet in the clinic.
Though given only three years to live by Autenrieth, Holderlin
lives with the Zimmer family in a house on the Neckar river for
more than thirty-five years. During this time he continues to
write poetry; some fifty poems, which Hoélderlin at times signed
with the name Scardanelli, remain from this last period.

Zimmer provides Hélderlin with a piano which, along with the
flute and singing, is one of his main activities.

Wilhelm Waiblinger begins to visit Holderlin on regular basis.
Seven years later he writes the essay, “Friedrich Holderlin’s Life,
Poetry, and Madness.” Second edition of Hyperion published.

Publication of Holderlin’s Selected Poems, edited by Ludwig
Uhland and Gustav Schwab.
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Death of Hélderlin’s mother.

Second edition of his poems published with a brief biographical
sketch.

Death of Holderlin on June 7. Some hundred students march in
the funeral procession in Tiibingen.






Introduction

Reading Hoélderlin in the
Age of Difference

ot quite a hundred years after Holderlin’s death, the German

critic and philosopher Walter Benjamin, himself a great ad-
mirer of Holderlin and author of an important essay on his odes,!
introduced a term that would inform all subsequent theorizations of
modern experience and modernist aesthetics. It was a term appro-
priated from, of all places, Freud’s speculative text Beyond the Plea-
sure Principle, and designates a class of experiences the radical
proliferation of which Benjamin took to be coincidental with the
advent of modernity: traumatic shock.2 The central question raised
in Benjamin’s essay is in essence the question of the very possibility
of the modern lyric as such: “The question suggests itself how lyric
poetry can have as its basis an experience for which the shock
experience has become the norm.”® According to Benjamin, the
answer to this question is to be found in Baudelaire’s oeuvre. Here
we find a poetry that has given itself over to a “heroism of modern
life” that consists in the sobriety of a consciousness that, bereft of
stable and consoling idealisms, must fight its way through the new
urban spaces and their populations of displaced and anonymous
masses. According to Benjamin, a life amid urban crowds is inher-
ently traumatic because one is repeatedly confronted with eyes that
do not return one’s gaze: “What is involved here is that the expecta-
tion roused by the look of the human eye is not fulfilled. Baudelaire
describes eyes of which one is inclined to say that they have lost their
ability to look.”# The shock of the chronic inhumanity of such eyes
stands in contrast, as spleen to idéal, to the notion of correspon-
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dances that signifies in Baudelaire a quasi-mystical familiarity and
intimacy with the other even as it recedes into a distance that can
never be mastered.5 For Benjamin, the world of such “auratic” gazes
is shaped by the social practices associated with premodern commu-
nal life and modes of production. Modernity, on the other hand, is
seen as being organized according to the rationality of clock time
and an ethos of self-interest, suggesting in turn yet another sense of
the chronic inhumanity of modern life: here kasros has been dis-
placed by chronos, here human beings are as isolated from one
another as one discrete moment in time is from any other. As
Benjamin says, “The idéal supplies the power of remembrance; the
spleen musters the multitude of the seconds against it.” What makes
Baudelaire the preeminent modern poet is his apparent capacity to
resist the seductions of regressive nostalgias for premodern “experi-
ence” (what Benjamin calls Erfabrung); rather, he becomes the first
great lyric poet of modern “experience” (what Benjamin calls Erleb-
nis): “The poet who failed to found a family endowed the word
familier with overtones pervaded by promise and renunciation. He
has lost himself to the spell of eyes which do not return his glance
and submits to their sway without illusions.”6

Although it is rather difficult to associate such equanimity vis-a-
vis the shock experiences that result from the breakdown of pre-
modern social formations with the visionary Swabian poet Friedrich
Hélderlin, the earlier poet was by no means a stranger to the radical
disturbances and disorientations of an incipient modernity. One
might even say that H6lderlin’s oeuvre represents in its fragmented
totality a sustained, if highly ambivalent, effort to master a series of
personal, political, and, as it were, philosophico-theological trau-
mas, the sum of which may be seen to lay down the terms of a social
space that would indeed require a new, precisely modern, mode of
heroism. Although Hélderlin’s schizophrenic collapse undoubtedly
attests to his failure to achieve such a heroism of modern life, this
very failure allows us to read his work as a site where the contradic-
tions, stresses, longings, and disenchantments that scar our own
modern selves are passionately rehearsed.”

What exactly were the particular shocks that Holderlin’s work
registers, thematically as well as in the formal patterns of words and
sounds that make up his remarkable lyrics? There were, of course,
the numerous personal traumas familiar from Holderlin’s biogra-
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phy: the loss of both father and stepfather early in life; Holderlin’s
perpetual struggle with his mother over his refusal to enter the
Lutheran ministry for which he had been trained at the Tiibingen
seminary; his for the most part failed efforts to establish himself in
civil society and the resulting nomadic and often humiliatingly
dependent existence as a private tutor in the houses of the wealthy
bourgeoisie; the failure, due in large part to lack of support from his
friends Schiller and Schelling, of his project to found a literary
journal; and above all the abrupt ending of his love affair with
Susette Gontard and her death in 1802. Beyond these more personal
shocks there were what we might call the political traumas that left
their marks on Hélderlin’s life and literary production: the failure of
progressive forces to introduce republican reforms in Swabia; the
violent turn of the French Revolution and subsequent coup d’état;
the Napoleonic Wars; and, closer to home, the arrest and trial of
Hélderlin’s closest friend, Isaac von Sinclair, for high treason, an
affair which Hélderlin himself manages to escape only thanks to
attestations by medical authorities of mental incompetence.

But what is it, exactly, that transforms a disturbing event, an
experience of frustration or loss, a disappointment or disenchant-
ment, into a shock or trauma? When and under what social, politi-
cal, and psychological conditions does the experience of “the
negative” cease to be merely a species of unpleasure and become
traumatic? And what predisposes a particular individual to a special
vulnerability to trauma, a vulnerability that may ultimately end, as it
did in Hélderlin’s case, in psychosis? These are questions that
cannot be fully answered in the context of this introduction; in the
following I would, however, like to sketch out the ways in which
Holderlin’s work, perhaps more poignantly than any other poetic
oeuvre, raises these questions. For it is here, in the terms in which
Hélderlin experienced and named his own traumatizations, that we
find most clearly adumbrated the core experiences of our own
fragile modernity.

1

In Holderlin’s writings, the name of the trauma that the poet is
constantly, even obsessively, trying to come to terms with, is dif-
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ference and the resulting task of establishing the proper measure of
distance and proximity to the other, whether it be nature, a friend or
lover, the dead, another culture, or the gods. In the text of Hélderlin,
all other disturbances, all other conflicts and struggles, are related
back to what we might call the primal scenes of the opening up, the
“differing” of difference. In an early philosophical fragment written
in the theoretical register of the age of Kant and Fichte, H6lderlin
conceives of difference as the primal separation between subject and
object that “happens” in language, or more precisely, in the forma-
tion of judgment (“Urteil”): “In the highest and strictest sense
[judgment] is the original separation of object and subject which are
the most deeply united in intellectual intuition, that separation
through which alone object and subject become possible, the arche-
separation [“die Ur-Teilung”].”® As we see here, Holderlin’s con-
cern, like that of so many of his intellectual contemporaries who
together produced that body of thought we have come to call
German Idealism, was an ancient one: the relationship between the
One and the Many, unity and multiplicity, identity and difference.
More or less contemporaneous with this theoretical formulation,
Holderlin has the protagonist of his remarkable epistolary novel,
Hyperion, reflect upon his passionate relationship with his friend
Alabandaj; here difference, the alterity of another human being and
destiny, is experienced in a purely negative register, as a disabling
condition of separateness: “The kingly youth! why was I born after
him? why did I not spring from one cradle with him? I cannot bear
the difference between us.” With regard to the last sentence, a brief
look at the German is of some interest. It reads: “Ich kann den
Unterschied nicht leiden, der zwischen uns ist.” “Leiden” can mean,
and in this case no doubt primarily does mean, to bear or tolerate
some negative state of affairs. But “leiden” can also mean to suffer or
undergo something painful, a loss or ordeal of some sort. Reading
the two significations together so that the tension between them
constitutes a narrative, it is as if Hyperion were saying that he cannot
tolerate difference because he has no means or context in which he
might be able to suffer and work through the pain of difference and
separateness. And indeed, the novel as a whole could be read as that
“eccentric” textual process whereby differences and separations—
from loved ones, from the dead, from past golden ages, from illusory
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redemptions, and, one might venture to say, from the “Unmediated”
in a general sense—are worked through and come to be tolerated.

Hélderlin’s work is full of evocations of the anxieties associated
with difference. In the text of Holderlin, difference is always on the
brink of becoming a condition of brute isolation and abandonment.
In Hélderlin’s life and work, one might say that difference puts one
in touch with the origins of madness. As I have already indicated,
Hélderlin’s novel would seem to be dedicated to the task of trans-
forming its (autobiographical) protagonist’s manic-depressive os-
cillations between nearly hallucinatory states of oneness with the
other—nature, a friend, a lover—and states of complete and utter
emptiness and abject isolation, into some sort of dialectic.® The
typical cyclothymic rhythm of Hyperion’s mood swings is identified
quite early in the novel:

To be one with all—this is the life divine, this is man’s heaven. . . . To
be one with all that lives, to return in blessed self-forgetfulness into the
All of Nature—this is the pinnacle of thoughts and joys, this the sacred
mountain peak, the place of eternal rest, . . . On this height I often
stand, my Bellarmin! But an instant of reflection hurls me down. I
reflect, and find myself as I was before—alone, with all the griefs of
mortality, and my heart’s refuge, the world in its eternal oneness, is
gone; Nature closes her arms, and I stand like an alien before her and
do not understand her.

This pattern of oscillation between oneness and abandonment is
repeated in all of Hyperion’s significant relationships but perhaps
most forcefully and dangerously with Diotima, whose namesake
was, after all, the great teacher of the meanings of erotic union in
Plato’s Symposium. Echoing Aristophanes’ remarkable myth of the
origins of Eros in that dialogue, Hyperion cries out:

Ah! my heart was often torn to pieces by my sacred, ineffable longing,

my love often raged in me as powerfully as an imprisoned Titan. Never

before had my spirit strained so fervently, so implacably, against the

chains that Fate wrought for it, against the iron, inexorable law that

{:{t i;‘ separate, that would not let it be one soul with its adorable
er half.
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The psychological precariousness of Hyperion’s erotic attach-
ments is even more pronounced in the “Fragment of Hyperion”
published by Schiller in 1794 in his Newuer Thalia. There Hyperion
meditates anxiously about his disturbing emotional dependence on
the woman he has fallen in love with (in this version she is called
Melite):

But what I was I was through her. The gracious one took pleasure in
the light that seemed to emanate from me and it never occurred to her
that it was only the reflection of her own brilliance. All too soon I felt
how 1 became poorer than a shadow if she did not live in me, around
me, and for me, if she did not become mine; that I was nothing when
she withdrew from me. It was inevitable: with a deathly anxiety I had
to watch every expression on her face, interrogate every utterance that
came from her lips, follow every movement of her eyes, as if my life
would flow from me should she divert her gaze toward heaven or to the
earth.10

Here, as we saw in Benjamin’s writings on Baudelaire, a traumatic
“shock” is identified as the experience of eyes that do not return
one’s gaze. In Hyperion’s case, however, it would seem that any
interruption of a full specular reciprocity between himself and his
other would be experienced as traumatic. And indeed, it is precisely
this hypersensitivity to the occultation of the gaze of the other, the
possibility and inevitability of which is coincident with the advent of
alterity, that Hélderlin spent so much of his conscious adult life
trying to overcome. His poetry and, more generally, what Holderlin
took to be the laws of a rigorous poetic process, was to be the
primary site of these strivings.

While still working on the second book of his novel, Holderlin
wrote a letter to his old schoolfriend Christian Ludwig Neuffer in
which, with a remarkable lucidity and honesty, he analyzed this
hypersensitivity and the nature of the procedure he envisioned for
mastering it. I would like to quote at length from this letter since it is
no doubt one of the most important documents we have regarding
the interrelationship between Hélderlin’s psychological struggles
and the development of his poetry and poetics:



Introduction * xxix

Livingness in poetry is what now most preoccupies my mind and
senses. 1 feel so deeply how far I am from attaining it, and yet my
whole soul is struggling to do so, and often I am so overcome that I
weep like a child when I feel in every way the lack in my work of one
thing or another, and still I cannot wrest myself off the wrong poetic
tracks on which I wander around. O the world has scared my mind
back into itself ever since my youth, and I am still suffering from this.
There is, to be sure, one honorable refuge for a poet who comes to
grief like me: philosophy. But I cannot relinquish my first love and the
hopes of my young days, and I would rather perish with nothing done
than leave the sweet land of the Muses, out of which only chance has
driven me. If you have any good advice, which would bring me to the
truth as quickly as possible, then give it to me. I lack not so much
power as ease, not so much ideas as nuances, not so much light as
shadows, and all this for one single reason: I am too shy of what is
common and ordinary in actual life. I am a proper pedant, if you like.
And yet, unless I am mistaken, pedants are so cold and loveless,
whereas my heart is so impatient to ally itself with sublunary people
and things. I almost think that I am pedantic out of sheer love, I am not
shy because 1 am afraid of being disturbed by reality in my self-
absorbtion, but because I am afraid of being disturbed by reality in the
inward communion with which I gladly attach myself to something
else; I am afraid to chill the warm life in me with the icy history of
common day, and this fear springs from my having been more sen-
sitively receptive than others to any destructive thing which befell me,
ever since my youth, and this sensitivity seems to be rooted in my being
not firmly and indestructibly organized enough in relation to the
experiences which I have had to undergo. I see that. Can my seeing it
help me? A little, I think. Because I am more destructible than some
other men, I must seek all the more to derive some advantage from
what has a destructive effect on me, I must not take it as it is, but only
in so far as it does service to my own truest life. Wherever I find such
things, I must accept them in advance as indispensable material, with-
out which my most inward being cannot ever entirely present itself. I
must assimilate them, to arrange them eventually (as an artist, if [
should wish to be one, and come to be one) as shadows to my light, to
reproduce them as subordinate tones among which the tone of my
soul springs out all the more livingly. What is pure can only be
presented in terms of the impure, and if you try to give something of
nobility without what is ordinary, then it will be most unnatural and
discordant.11



xxx * Introduction

This notion of an interplay of a fundamental tone with its subor-
dinate tones, of shadows and light, the pure and the impure, the
natural and the unnatural, origin and representation, contains the
seeds of Holderlin’s difficult and often obscure theory of the alterna-
tion of tones and the relations of poetic genres. According to this
theory, each genre (epic, tragic, lyric) is organized by a particular
series of modulations of the three fundamental poetic tones, the
naive, the heroic, and the ideal. Each tone is in turn associated with
a Grundstimmung, a fandamental mood reflecting a particular state
or level of attunement with the world. Moreover, each tone always
occupies a position in relation to another, depending on the genre
and the particular place in the alternating series. More specifically,
the basic tone (Grundton) of any poetic utterance must always be
mediated by way of an artistic effect (Kunstcharakter) associated
with a contrasting tone; no tone can speak for itself, can make itself
available in its utmost purity. According to this theory, every work of
poetic art is a process whereby the tension between a fundamental
tone and its signifying medium or artistic effect is elaborated. Every
work thereby becomes the allegory—Holderlin speaks of a fort-
gesetzte Metapher or extended metaphor—of what it cannot say
directly and naturally if it is to remain the kind of work it is.12
However, in the present context the complexity of the theory of tonal
modulations is less important than the deep awareness expressed in
this letter of Hoélderlin’s need to feel empowered and entitled to
explore the heterogeneity, the impurity, of the material, historical
world. Holderlin seems also to be aware that such an entitlement
can only come about by way of disturbing a compulsive and, as it
were, pedantic intimacy that had heretofore governed his various
“object relations.” Hoélderlin’s mature years, right up to the final
psychotic breakdown, were dedicated to the search for such em-
powering disturbances and strategies by which he might integrate
them into his psychological makeup and poetic practice. And as the
later hymns and fragments bear witness, the most important site of
this homeopathic procedure, that is, these efforts to institute a
properly dosed-out disturbance of an all too inward communion
with the other, was in the relationship to the gods.
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Perhaps the most poignant evocation of the task of establishing a
proper measure of distance and difference vis-3-vis the sacred ele-
ment is the early hymnic fragment “As On A Holiday. . . .” Here the
poet’s efforts end in failure. The hymnic voice is shattered at the very
moment the poet insists on his capacity for full empathic participa-
tion in the inner life of the deity:

The Father’s ray, the pure, will not sear our hearts

And, deeply convulsed, and sharing his sufferings

Who is stronger than we are, yet in the far-flung
down-rushing storms of

The God, when he draws near, will the heart stand fast.

But, oh, my shame! when of

My shame!

And let me say at once

That I approached to see the Heavenly

And they themselves cast me down, deep down

Below the living, into the dark cast down

The false priest that I am, to sing,

‘ll?: those who have ears to hear, the warning song.
ere

The final strophe of “The Migration” intones the “warning song”
from a somewhat safer distance:

The handmaids of heaven

Are miraculous,

As is everything born of the gods.
Try taking it by surprise, and it turns
To a dream; try matching it by force,
And punishment is the reward. . . .
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In “The Rhine,” a hymn that perhaps more successfully than any
other enacts the modulation of the overstrained transcendental im-
pulse—the refusal to suffer the alterity of the sacred—that for Hold-
erlin was the mark of all heroic excess, is associated with madness
and self-destruction.

that he shall destroy
As his enemy, and under the rubble
Bury his father and his child,
If he should seek to be like them and not
Allow inequality, the wild dreamer.

It is finally the gods themselves who contain and divert the “heroic”
desire for merging—the desire for unboundedness—so often em-
bodied in Hélderlin’s poetry by the surging course of rivers:

But a god desires to save his sons

From flitting life, and he smiles

When without restraint, but hemmed in
By holy Alps, the rivers

Rage at him in the depths as this one does.
In such a furnace then

All things freed of dross are shaped

And beauty comes thereafter, when
Leaving the mountains he meanders
Quietly through German lands, content,
And slakes his cravings

In wholesome commerce, in husbandry,
Father Rhine, feeding his beloved
Children in towns that he has founded.

In a later fragment (“Greece”), the self-occultation of the gods is
“clothed” in a familiar metaphor, and indeed, a metaphor of meta-

phor:

Everyday but marvelous, for the sake of men,
God has put on a garment.

And his face is withheld from the knowing
And covers the winds with art.

And air and time cover
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The terrible one, so that not too much a man
With prayers shall love him.

In “Mnemosyne,” the failure to preserve this artful covering—the
cloak of metaphor—is shown once again to have catastrophic con-
sequences for human beings. This “failure” seems in its turn to be
precipitated by a failure on the part of mortals to do their part in
maintaining a necessary and mutual “infidelity” of gods and mor-
tals13;

On Kithairon
Lay Eleutherai, city of Mnemosyne. And when
God cast off his cloak, the darkness came to cut
Her lock of hair. For the gods grow
Indignant if a man
Not gather himself to save
His soul.

A somewhat less cryptic poetic performance of a (chastening)
dialectic of desire may be found in the earlier ode “Voice of the
People.” Here it is once again a river’s torrential current that stands
in for the compulsion to undo the boundaries of individuation, a
compulsion that can also overtake entire populations:

So rivers plunge—not movement, but rest they seek—
Drawn on, pulled down against their will from
Boulder to boulder—abandoned, helmless—

By that mysterious yearning toward the chasm;
Chaotic deeps attract, and whole peoples too
May come to long for death, and valiant
Towns that have striven to do the best thing.

As we have seen, it is the gods who must intervene on behalf of
mortals and block this self-destructive compulsion to efface dif-
ference:

Yet they, the Heavenly, to men remain well-disposed,
As we love them so they will return our love
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And lest too briefly he enjoy the
Light, will obstruct a man’s course to ruin.

And not the eagle’s fledgelings alone their sire
Throws out of eyries, knowing that else too long
They’d idle—us the Ruler also

Goads into flight with a prong that’s fitting.

Here, as in several of the other poems, one sees that it is in oedipal
terms that Holderlin conceived of the process whereby differences
are instituted between self and other, here and there, now and
then—i.e., those differences that make something like human self-
hood possible and necessary. The process whereby an all too inward
communion with the other is (homeopathically) disrupted so as to
empower one to act in the world—in the “icy history of common
day”—unfolds under the auspices of a third term conceived as
paternal agency. That is, the ability to master the grief over the
taboos that interrupt the circuit of an excessive and, ultimately, self-
destructive desire is facilitated by an identification with the figure in
whose name these taboos were instituted in the first place. The
power to mourn successfully the primal “shock” of oedipal losses
derives, in other words, from the very origin of these losses: the
father, or as Lacan would have it, the Name-of-the-Father, the father
as idealized totemic figure. If successfully integrated, this totemic
metaphor may serve as a source of a soothing consolation, as guar-
antor of equipoise in this and all future experiences of loss, shock,
trauma. More precisely, once it has become an aspect of the self’s
own structure, the paternal totem helps to prevent experiences of
loss, frustration, disenchantment, etc., from becoming full-fledged
traumas. To return for a moment to the terms of the discussion of
shock experience, it might be said that the successfully internalized
totem keeps loss or lack from resonating too violently “beyond the
pleasure principle.”14 The search for viable paternal totems will
come to figure in a central way in all of Hélderlin’s mature poetic
works. In those visionary hymns and fragments that Holderlin
referred to as his vaterlindische Gesdnge or patriotic songs and that
have quite rightly come to be seen as Hoélderlin’s greatest poetic
achievements, the poet’s struggle for empowerment becomes more
and more assimilated to the larger task of tracing his literary and
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world-historical filiation within the symbolic geography of a vast,
greater European landscape.!s Hoélderlin’s great hymns strive to
establish a place for the Hesperidean or German successors to the
cultural position once occupied by the poets and philosophers of
Greek antiquity, and the law of this succession is fundamentally that
of an oedipally structured, i.e., patriarchal, symbolic order.16 One
of the things that undoubtedly makes Hoélderlin’s writings so poig-
nant for the modern reader is the fact that this oedipal process of
succession—of the transmission of a paternal legacy from culture to
culture—breaks down, leaving behind the stammerings of a schizo-
phrenic discourse. Patriotic song proves, in the end, to be insufficient
(and, perhaps, to contain too many double binds). The self is left
exposed, protected by only the thinnest of membranes, subject to
the multifarious shocks of the icy history of common day, the
beginnings, perhaps, of what would become our modernity:

And now
I wish to sing the journey of the nobles to
Jerusalem, and anguish wandering at Canossa,
And Heinrich himself. If only
My very courage does not expose me. This first we
Must understand. For like morning air are the names
Since Christ. Become dreams. Fall on the heart
Like error, and killing, if one does not

Consider what they are and understand.
(“Patmos,” Fragments of the Later Version)

For better or for worse, it is undoubtedly in the diction and
texture of such lyrics that the modern reader recognizes him- or
herself most powerfully. One might say that modernity begins where
Holderlin left off, in midsentence as it were. Without the security of
ritually sanctioned psychic and social resources that guarantee a
modicum of internal cohesion and equipoise for the nomadic pas-
sage through this world of names, signs, and differences, one is ever
more at risk of losing oneself in the drift: “A sign we are, without
meaning / Without pain we are and have nearly / Lost our language
in foreign lands” (“Mnemosyne”). But it is, finally, also in the text of
Holderlin that one may perhaps come to sense the possibilities of
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new modes of discoursing and being, new modes of fortifying the
self for its dialogue with the other.

3

This volume contains the full text of the final published version of
Holderlin’s epistolary novel Hyperion and a representative selection
of Holderlin’s mature poetic works: odes and epigrammatic poems,
elegies, several of the so-called nightsongs, hymns, and unfinished
drafts of hymns. I have also included one of the very late poems
written during the long period of schizophrenic withdrawal. Limita-
tions of space have made it impossible to include translations of the
drafts of the tragedy “The Death of Empedocles” or any of Hold-
erlin’s theoretical essays and letters, although I have made an effort
to include significant passages from the letters in this introduction
and in the brief chronicle of Hélderlin’s life included in this vol-
ume.1”7

Regarding the translations, Willard R. Trask’s rendering of Hy-
perion (New York: Frederick Ungar, 1965) has been adapted by
David Schwarz with an eye toward preserving the jarring strange-
ness of Hélderlin’s diction so that it strikes the American reader
precisely as strange rather than merely foreign or archaic. By bring-
ing linguistic strangeness closer to home, so to speak, it may be-
come all the more uncanny. My choice of translations of poems has
been guided in large part by principles taken from Hélderlin’s own
writings. In a now famous letter to his friend, the author Casimir
Ulrich Béhlendorff, Hélderlin discusses the crucial differences be-
tween ancient Greek and modern German poetry:

And I think that clarity of representation is to us originally as natural
as the fire from heaven was to the Greeks. Precisely for this reason, they
can be surpassed in comely passion . . . rather than in that Homeric
presence of mind and gift for representing things. . . . It sounds para-
doxical. But I say it again and offer it for your reflection and use: a
peculiarly native quality becomes less salient as the cultivation of the
mind proceeds. Therefore the Greeks are in less degree masters of holy
pathos, because it was innate in them, whereas they excel, on the other
hand, in the gift for representing things, from Homer onward, because
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this extraordinary man had the profundity and greatness of soul to
acquire for his Apollinian realm the occidental Junonian restraint, and
thus truly to make the alien his own. . . . With us the opposite is the
case. . . . But what is proper to oneself must be as well learned as what
is alien. Therefore the Greeks are indispensable to us. It is simply that
we shall not approach them in that which is proper and native to us,
because, as I have said, the most difficult thing is the free use of what is
proper to oneself.18

Of the three translators from whose fine work I have made my
selections,!® I would say that Richard Sieburth has tended to draw
out more of the sobriety and “Junonian restraint,” or to use the
terms of Holderlin’s tonal theory, the epic-naive quality that be-
comes so crucial in the later hymns29; Christopher Middleton, on
the other hand, has profiled more the ideal and heroic tonalities that
Holderlin associated with the sacred pathos native to the Greeks;
finally, Michael Hamburger has tended to take more of a middle
ground in this field of linguistic and stylistic tensions, producing
what might be considered more “mimetic” renderings of the orig-
inal. My hope is that this variety of approaches will lead to a deeper
engagement with the work of one of the most remarkable poets of
the Western tradition.

E.L.S.

Notes

1. Walter Benjamin, “Zwei Gedichte von Friedrich Hélderlin,” in Il-
luminationen (Frankfurt a.M.: Suhrkamp, 1980), 21-41.

2. Benjamin discusses shock experience in his essay “On Some Motifs in
Baudelaire,” in Illuminations. Essays and Reflections, trans. Harry
Zohn (New York: Schocken, 1969). I have cited English translations
whenever possible.

3. Ibid., 162.

4. Ibid., 189.
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. See Benjamin’s discussion of Baudelaire’s sonnet “Correspondances” in

“On Some Motifs,” 181-8S5.

. Benjamin, “On Some Motifs in Baudelaire,” 183; 190.
. In the context of this discussion, the ostensible discontinuities between

modernity and postmodernity are less important than the continuities.
For the purposes of this essay I thus include the present historical
moment within the “modern.”

. Friedrich Hélderlin, “Judgment and Being,” in Friedrich Hélderlin.

Essays and Letters on Theory, ed. and trans. Thomas Pfau (Albany:
SUNY Press, 1988), 37. I have given references for works by Hélderlin
only if they are not included in this collection.

. A provocative discussion of these patterns may be found in Jean

Laplanche, Hélderlin et la question du pére (Paris: Presses Univer-
sitaires de France, 1961).

Friedrich Hoélderlin, “Fragment von Hyperion,” in Simtliche Werke
[Grosse Stuttgarter Ausgabe), ed. Friedrich Beissner, Adolf Beck, 7
vols. (Stuttgart: Kohlhammer, Cotta, 1943-77), 3: 170; my transla-
tion.

Letter to Neuffer, 12 November 1798, trans. Christopher Middleton,
in The Poet’s Vocation: Selections from letters of Holderlin, Rimbaud
and Hart Crane, ed. William Burford, Christopher Middleton (Austin:
University of Texas Press, 1962), 15-16.

Still the best and most thorough discussion of Hélderlin’s theory of
tonal modulations is Lawrence Ryan’s Holderlins Lebre vom Wechsel
der Tone (Stuttgart: W. Kohlhammer, 1960). For a succinct summary
of the theory in English, see Theodore Ziolkowski’s The Classical
German Elegy. 1795-1950 (Princeton: Princeton University Press,
1980), 119-21.

Regarding this notion of theological infidelity, see Holderlin’s notes to
his translation of Sophocles’ Oedipus Rex, “Remarks on ‘Oedipus,’”
in Pfau, Friedrich Holderlin, 101-8.

That Holderlin was deeply engaged in this task of modulating the
resonances of the negative, of preventing the experience of unpleasure
from destabilizing and fragmenting his self-cohesion—his sense of con-
tinuity with himself—is very clearly documented in a letter written to
his half brother Karl Gok. Here Hélderlin expresses an awareness that
he is as yet unable to experience lack in a delimited manner. Any
particular experience of lack resonates for him uncontrollably, flooding
out all other feeling and leaving him unable to imagine less than global
strategies of reparation and recuperation: “and when I have reached
that point where I have mastered the capacity to see and to feel in what



15.

16.

Notes * xxxix

is in some way deficient the particular, momentary, specific lack it
exhibits (and thus coming to appreciate the particular beauty and
virtue of what is superior), rather than suffer the indefinite pain and
general malaise I so often fall into when faced with something want-
ing—when I have mastered this, then my spirit will be calmer and my
activity will attain a steadier progression. For when our experience of
lack is without limits, we are naturally disposed to want to undo this
lack in an absolute and total way, and in such cases our strength gets
used up in a fruitless and exhausting struggle without direction, be-
cause we cannot see where the particular deficiency is and how pre-
cisely this lack might be corrected and rectified” (Letter of 4 June 1799;
my translation).

Regarding this process of textual empowerment as it figures in the
mourning-work that constitutes the self, Julia Kristeva has remarked:
“We would follow the hypothesis according to which the infant
prompted by separation . . . produces or utilizes objects or vocaliza-
tions that are the symbolic equivalents of that lacking. ... Subse-
quently, and from the so-called depressive position, he tries to signify
the sorrow that submerges him by producing in his own ego elements
that, while alien to the exterior world, are to correspond to that lost or
displaced exteriority. . . . We shall add . . . that such a triumph over
sorrow is rendered possible by the ego’s capacity to identify now no
longer with the lost object but with a third instance: father, form,
schema. . . . [T]his identification, that may be called phallic or sym-
bolic, assures the subject’s entry into the universe of signs and of
creation. . . . Later, that essential moment in the symbol’s formation
. « €an, in the entirely different circumstances of, for example, literary
creation, manifest itself by the constitution of a symbolic filiation
(hence the recourse to proper names arising out of the subject’s real or
imaginary history, of which the subject presents himself as the inheritor
or equal)” (Julia Kristeva, “The melancholic imaginary,” in Discourse
in Psychoanalysis and Literature, ed. Shlomith Rimmon-Kenan [Lon-
don: Methuen, 1987], 109).

Here see once more the sixth strophe of “The Rhine” quoted above,
where in the course of fourteen lines the raging river-youth accedes to
the position of Father Rhine by way of a certain oedipal chastening.
And as the so-called Frankfurt Plan of Hélderlin’s unfinished Empedo-
cles tragedy suggests, the refusal or failure to subject oneself to the
patriarchal law of succession—to undergo, as it were, symbolic castra-
tion—may go hand-in-hand with a disavowal of a more generally
conceived “law of succession,” namely the temporality of linear time,
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the noncoincidence of “now” and “then”: “Empedocles, through his
temperament and philosophy already filled with a hatred for culture,
with a contempt for all particular affairs, all interests oriented toward
particular objects, a sworn enemy of all one-sided existence and thus
restless, dissatisfied, suffering even in truly pleasant conditions simply
because they are particular conditions and are truly fulfilling only
when they are felt to participate in a great harmony with all living
things; because he cannot live, feel love in these conditions with the
depth of a god’s omnipresent heart; because as soon as his heart and
mind attend to the concrete particular, he is bound by the law of
succession” (StA 4,1: 145; my translation).

For a translation of the essays and a selection of letters, see Thomas
Pfau’s Friedrich Holderlin: Essays and Letters on Theory cited above;
for translations of other letters relevant to Holderlin’s poetics, see
Middleton’s The Poet’s Vocation cited above.

Letter of 4 December 1801, trans. Christopher Middleton, in Bruford,
Middleton, The Poet’s Vocation.

Friedrich Holderlin, Eduard Mobrike: Selected Poems, trans. Christo-
pher Middleton (Chicago: University of Chicago Press, 1972);
Friedrich Hélderlin: Poems and Fragments, trans. Michael Hamburger
(Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1980) (I am grateful to
Michael Hamburger for sending me corrections of some of the transla-
tions taken from this volume); Hymns and Fragments by Friedrich
Hélderlin, trans. Richard Sieburth (Princeton: Princeton University
Press, 1984). With the exception of “Ages of Life,” “Mnemosyne” and
“The Fruits Are Ripe. . .,” which Sieburth based on D. E. Sattler’s
reconstructions of the poems in the introductory volume of his Frank-
furter Ausgabe, all translations were based on the text of the poems in
the Grosse Stuttgarter Ausgabe.

Regarding the increasing predominance of the naive tone in the later
works, see Peter Szondi, “Gattungspoetik und Geschichtsphilosophie,”
in Schriften I (Frankfurt a.M.: Suhrkamp, 1978), 367-407, and my
own Friedrich Holderlin. Narrative Vigilance and the Poetic Imagina-
tion (New Brunswick: Rutgers University Press, 1986).



HYPERION, OR
HERMIT IN GREECE

Volume One
Non coerceri maximo, contineri minimo, divinum est.

(Not to be confined by the greatest, yet to be contained within
the smallest, is divine.)

Preface

would be glad if I could promise this book the affection of the

German people. But I fear that some of them will read it as a
treatise and be too greatly concerned with the fabula docet, whereas
others will take it too lightly, and that neither the former nor the
latter will understand it.

He who merely inhales the scent of my plant does not know it,
and he who plucks it merely in order to learn from it does not know
it either.

The resolution of dissonances in a particular character is neither
for mere reflection nor for empty pleasure.

The scene of the events which follow is not new, and I confess that
I was once childish enough to try to alter the book in this respect,
but I soon became convinced that it was the only scene appropriate
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to Hyperion’s elegiac character and was ashamed that the presuma-
ble verdict of the public had rendered me so excessively pliable.

I regret that for the present it is not possible for everyone to judge
of the plan of the book. But the second volume will follow as soon as
possible.

Book One

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Once again the dear earth of my native country brings me joy and
SOITOW.

Now every morning I am on the heights of the Corinthian Isth-
mus; and often, like a bee among flowers, my soul flies back and
forth between the seas that, to left and right, cool the feet of my
glowing mountains.

One of the two gulfs would have delighted me especially, had 1
stood here a thousand years ago.

Then, surging on like a conquering demigod between the beau-
tiful wilderness of Helicon and Parnassus where the red dawn plays
among a hundred snow-covered peaks, and the paradisal plain of
Sicyon, the shining gulf undulated toward the city of joy, youthful
gvo;inth, pouring out the captured wealth of every region before its

rite.

But what is that to me? The cry of the jackal, changing his wild
threnody amid the rubble of Antiquity, startles me from my dreams.

Fortunate the man whose native country flourishes to rejoice and
strengthen his heart! For me, it is as if I were cast into a swamp, as if
the coffin lid were being nailed shut over me, if anyone reminds me
of mine, and whenever I hear myself called a Greek, it is as if I were
being bound with a dog collar.

And see, my Bellarmin, often when such a remark escaped me,
and perhaps anger brought a tear to my eye, too, the knowing
gentlemen who so much enjoy raising their voices among you Ger-
mans, and for whom a grieving heart makes the perfect opportunity
to drag out their old sayings, yes, they were in their element, they
presumed to tell me: “Do not complain, act!”
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Oh that I had never acted! By how many hopes should I be the
richer!—

Yes, only forget that there are men, O famished, beleaguered,
infinitely troubled heart! and return to the place from which you
came, to the arms of Nature, the changeless, the quiet, the beautiful.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

I have nothing of which I may say that it is mine.

Distant and dead are my loved ones, and no voice brings me news
of them anymore.

My business on earth is over. I set to work full of determination, I
gave my blood to it, and made the world not a penny the richer.

Unknown and alone, I have returned to wander through my native
country, which lies about me like a vast graveyard; and perhaps what
awaits me is the knife of the hunter who preserves us Greeks for his
sport even as he does the wild beasts of the forest.

Yet still do you shine, Sun of Heaven! Still do you grow green,
sacred Earth! Still the rivers roar to the sea, and shady trees rustle
under the noon of day. Spring’s song of bliss sings my mortal
thoughts to sleep. The fullness of the living universe feeds and
satisfies my starving being with its intoxication.

O Blessed Nature! I know not how it is with me when I raise my
eyes to your beauty, but all the joy of Heaven is in the tears that I
weep in your presence, beloved of beloveds!

My whole being falls silent and listens when the delicate swell of
the breeze plays over my breast. Often, lost in the wide blue, I look
upmtotheetheranddownmtothesacredsea,andlfeelaslfa
kindred spirit were opening its arms to me, as if the pain of solitude
were dissolved in the life of the Divinity.

To be one with all—this is the life dnvme, this is/nan’s heaven.

To be one with all that lives, to return in blessed self-forgetfulness
into the All of Nature—this is the pinnacle of thoughts and joys, this
the sacred mountain peak, the place of eternal rest, where the
noonday loses its oppressive heat and the thunder its voice and the
boiling sea is as the heaving field of grain. :

To be one with all that lives! At those words Virtue puts off her
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wrathful armor, the mind of man lays its scepter down, and all
thoughts vanish before the image of the world in its eternal oneness,
even as the striving artist’s rules vanish before his Urania, and iron
Fate renounces her dominion, and Death vanishes from the con-
federacy of beings, and indivisibility and eternal youth bless and
beautify the world.

On this height I often stand, my Bellarmin! But an instant of
reflection hurls me down. I reflect, and find myself as I was before—
alone, with all the griefs of mortality, and my heart’s refuge, the
world in its eternal oneness, is gone; Nature closes her arms, and I
stand like an alien before her and do not understand her.

O! had I never gone to your schools! The knowledge which I
pursued down its tunnels and galleries, from which, in my youthful
folly, I expected confirmation of all my pure joy—that knowledge
has corrupted everything for me.

Among you I became so truly reasonable, learned so thoroughly
to distinguish myself from what surrounds me, that now I am
solitary in the beautiful world, an outcast from the garden of
Nature, in which I grew and flowered, and am drying up under the
noonday sun.

Oh, man is a god when he dreams, a beggar when he thinks; and
when inspiration is gone, he stands, like a worthless son whom his
father has driven out of the house, and stares at the miserable
pennies that pity has given him for the road.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

I thank you for asking me to tell you of myself, for making me
remember earlier days.

What sent me back to Greece was wishing to live nearer to the
places where I had played in my youth.

As the laborer into refreshing sleep, so my beleaguered being
often sinks into the arms of the innocent past.

Peace of childhood! heavenly peace! how often do I pause before
you in loving contemplation, and try to conceive of you! But our
concepts are only of what has degenerated and been repaired; of
childhood, of innocence we have no concept.
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When I was still a child and at peace, knowing nothing of all that
is about us, was I not then more than now I am, after all my trouble
of heart and all my thinking and struggling?

Yes, divine is the being of the child, so long as it has not been
dipped in the chameleon colors of men.

The child is wholly what it is, and that is why it is so beautiful.

The pressure of Law and Fate touches it not; only in the child is
freedom.

In the child is peace; it has not yet come to be at odds$ with itself.
Wealth is in the child; it knows not its heart nor the inadequacy of
life. It is immortal, for it has not heard of death.

But this men cannot bear. The divine must become like one of
them, must learn that they, too, are there; and before Nature drives
it out of its paradise, men entice and draw it out into the field of the
curse, so that, like them, it shall drudge its life away in the sweat of
its brow.

But the time of awakening is beautiful, too, if only we are not
awakened unseasonably.

Oh, they are sacred days, in which our heart first tries its wings, in
which, bursting with swift, fiery growth, we stand in the glorious
world, like the young plant when it opens to the morning sun and
stretches its tiny arms toward the infinite sky.

How was I driven then to the mountains, to the seashore! O, how
often I sat with throbbing heart on the heights of Tina and watched
the falcons and the cranes, and the bold, rejoicing ships as they
vanished below the horizon! “There,” I thought, “there beyond the
horizon you too will one day wander”; and I felt as the man dying of
thirst feels when he flings himself into the cooling current and
splashes the foaming water over his face.

Sobbing I would turn and go home then. “If only,” I often
thought, “my school years were over!”

Innocent boy! They are still far from over.

That in his youth a man thinks the goal is so near! It is the most
beautiful of all the illusions with which Nature supports the weak-
ness of our being.

And often, when I lay there among the flowers, basking in the
delicate spring light, and looked up into the serene blue that em-
braced the warm earth, when I sat under the elms and willows on
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the side of the mountain, after a refreshing rain, when the branches
were yet astir from the touch of the sky and golden clouds moved
over the dripping woods; or when the evening star, breathing the
spirit of peace, rose with the age-old youths and the other heroes of
the sky, and I saw how the life in them moved on through the ether
in eternal, effortless order, and the peace of the world surrounded
and rejoiced me, so that I was suddenly alert and listening, yet did
not know what was befalling me—“Do you love me, dear Father in
Heaven,” 1 whispered, and felt his answer so certainly and so
blissfully in my heart.

O you to whom I cried, as if you were above the stars, whom I
named Maker of Heaven and Earth, kindly idol of my childhood, do
not be angry that I forgot you!—Why is the world not poor enough
to make us seek Another outside of it?*

Oh, if glorious Nature is the daughter of a Father, is not the
daughter’s heart his heart? Her inmost being, is it not He? But then,
do I possess it? do I know it? .

Itis as if I saw, but afterward I am filled with fear again, as if what
I saw had been my own shape; it is as if I felt it, the Spirit of the
World, like a friend’s warm hand, but I awake and realize that I was
holding my own finger.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Do you know how Plato and his Stella loved each other?

So I loved, so was I loved. Oh, I was a fortunate boy!

It is pleasant when like and like meet in friendship; but it is divine
when a great man draws lesser men up to him.

A gracious word from a valiant heart, a smile under which the
searing glory of the spirit hides itself, is little and is much, is like a
magical password that conceals death and life in its simple syllable,
is like living water that comes welling from the inmost recesses of the

*It is scarcely necessary to say that no one can justly take offense at such ex-
pressions, which are no more than manifestations of a state of mind. (Hélderlin’s
note.)
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mountains, imparting the secret strength of the earth to us in each of
its crystal drops.

How I hate all the barbarians who imagine that they are wise
because there is no more heart left in them! all the sélf-important
monstrosities who slay and desecrate beautiful youth a thousand
times over with their petty, meaningless discipline!

God in heaven! this is owls undertaking to drive eaglets from the
nest and show them the way to the sun!

Forgive me, spirit of my Adamas, for mentioning these creatures
before I speak of you. That is all the profit that we gain from
experience—to be able to think of nothing excellent without think-
ing of its distorted opposite.

Oh! if only you were ever before me, with all that is akin to you,
grieving demigod of whom I fondly think! He whom you, O warrior
and champion, enfold in your stillness and strength, he whom you
encounter with your love and wisdom—let him either run away or
become like you! Meanness and weakness cannot survive beside
you.

How often you were close to me when you were far from me and
long had been, how often you illumined me with your light, warmed
me so that my numbed heart moved again, like the frozen spring
when heaven’s ray touches it! Oh, how I wished I could flee to the
stars with my happiness, that it might not be debased by what was
around me!

I had grown up like a grapevine without a prop, and the wild
shoots trailed aimlessly over the ground. You know how many a
noble power perishes in us because it is unused. I wandered like a
will-o’-the-wisp, caught at everything, was caught by everything, but
only for a moment, and my unskilled powers wore themselves out
for nothing. I felt that I was missing something everywhere, yet I
could not find my goal. Such was I when he found me.

He had long applied all his patience and his art to his material,
the so-called cultivated world; but his material had been and had
remained stone and wood, even if under compulsion it outwardly
assumed the noble form of man; but that meant nothing to my
Adamas. He wanted men, and he had found his art too poor to
create them. Once upon a time they had existed, those whom he
sought, those whom his art was too poor to create—this he knew for
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a certainty. Where they had existed he also knew. He resolved to go
there and search under the rubble for their genius and thus to
occupy his lonely days. He came to Greece. Such he was when I
found him.

I still see him come walking toward me, looking at me and
smiling; I still hear his greeting and his questions.

As a man stands before a plant whose peace soothes his struggling
spirit, and simple content returns to his soul—so he stood before
me.

And I—was I not the echo of his quiet inspiration? did not the
melodies of his being repeat themselves in me? What I saw, I be-
came; and what I saw was divine.

How ineffectual is the best-intentioned diligence of men com-
pared with the power of pure inspiration!

It does not stop at the surface, does not take hold of us here or
there, needs no time and no means, has no use for command and
coercion and persuasion; from all sides, at every level of depth and
height, it seizes us instantly, and before we know it is there, before
we can ask what is befalling us, it transforms us through and
through, in all its beauty and bliss.

Well for him whom a noble spirit has thus encountered in early
youth!

Oh, those are golden, unforgettable days, filled with the joys of
love and sweet activity!

Soon Adamas led me, now into Plutarch’s world of heroes, now
into the magical land of the Greek gods; now he quieted my
youthful impatience with arithmetic and geometry, now he climbed
among the mountains with me—by day for field flowers and wood-
land flowers and the wild moss that grows on cliffs, by night that we
might gaze at the sacred stars above us, and understand them as men
may.

There is a precious sense of well-being in us when our inner life
thus draws strength from what is its material, differentiates itself,
and establishes truer inner relationships, and our mind gradually
comes of age to bear arms.

But with threefold force did I feel him and myself when, like
shades from a time long past, in pride and joy, in rage and grief, we
climbed Mount Athos and from there sailed across to the Helles-
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pont, then down to the shores of Rhodes and the mountain gorges
of Taenarum, through all the quiet islands; when longing drove us
from the coasts inland to the somber heart of ancient Peloponnesus,
to the lonely banks of the Eurotas (ah! the valleys, lifeless now, of
Elis and Nemea and Olympia!); when, leaning against a pillar of the
temple of the forgotten Jupiter, with oleander and periwinkle all
around us, we gazed into the wild riverbed, and the life of spring
and the ever-young sun bade us think that once man was there and
now is gone, that man’s glorious nature, if it remains there at all,
remains but like a shattered fragment of a temple, or only in
memory, like the image of one dead—and there I sat, playing sadly
beside him, scraping the moss from a demigod’s pedestal, digging a
marble hero’s shoulder out of the rubble, cutting the brambles and
heather from the half-buried architraves, while my Adamas sketched
the landscape that embraced the ruin, kindly and comforting: the
wheat-covered hillock, the olive trees, the flock of goats hanging
from the mountain’s cliffs, the forest of elms dropping down from
the peaks to the valley; and the lizard played at our feet and the flies
buzzed about us in the silence of noon—Dear Bellarmin, I want to
tell you of it all, point by point like Nestor; I move through the past
like a gleaner over the stubblefield when the landowner has har
vested; he gathers up every straw. And when I stood beside him on
the heights of Delos, what a day it was that dawned for me as I
climbed the ancient marble steps with him up the granite wall of
. Cynthus. Here once the Sun God lived, amid the divine festivals at
which all Greece shone round him like a sky of golden clouds. Here
the youth of Hellas plunged into full tides of joy and exaltation, as
Achilles plunged into Styx, and came forth invincible as the demi-
god. In the groves, in the temples, their souls awoke and echoed
musically in one another, and every youth faithfully guarded the
treasure of that enchanting harmony. -

But why do I speak of this? As if we still have even an inkling of
those days! Oh, not even a beautiful dream can flourish under the
_curse that weighs upon us! Over the flowers of our spirit the present
blows like a howling north-wind, blasting them even in the bud.
And yet it was a golden day that wrapped me there on Cynthus! It
was still gray dawn when we stood on the summit. Now he rose, the
ancient Sun God, in his eternal youth; at peace and effortlessly as
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ever, the immortal Titan soared up with the thousand joys that are
his, and smiled down on his devastated country, on his temples, his
pillars, which fate had thrown down before him like withered rose
petals that a child heedlessly tore from the branch as it passed and
scattered over the ground.

“Be you like him!” Adamas cried, and grasped my hand and held
it up toward the god; and it seemed to me that the winds of morning
bore us along with them in the train of the divine being who now, in
all his kindness and greatness, rose to the summit of the heavens,
and in splendor filled the world and us with his spirit and his power.

My inmost heart still mourns and rejoices over every word that
Adamas spoke to me then, and I cannot understand how I can feel
destitute, when I often feel as he must then have felt. What is loss,
when a man finds himself in his own world? In us is all. Why should
a man be miserable if a hair falls from his head? Why does he
struggle so fiercely for servitude, when he could be a god? “You will
be lonely, dear child!” This, too, Adamas said to me then. “You will
be like the crane whose brothers leave him behind in the harsh time
of the year, while they go to seek spring in a far country!”

And there it is, dear friend! It is this that makes us poor among all
wealth, that we cannot be alone, that, so long as we live, love does
not perish in us. Give me my Adamas again, and come with all who
are akin to me, that the old, beautiful world may be renewed among
us, that we may join together and be one in the arms of our divinity,
Nature—and lo! I shall know nothing of lack.

But let no one tell me that Fate parts us! It is we, we ourselves! we
delight in flinging ourselves into the night of the unknown, into the
cold strangeness of any other world, and, if we could, we would
leave the realm of the sun and rush headlong beyond the comet’s
track. Ah! for a man’s wild heart no home is possible; and as the
sun’s ray shrivels the very plants of earth that it has brought to
bloom, so man kills the sweet flowers that flourish in his heart, the
joys of kinship and love.

I seem to be chiding my Adamas for forsaking me, but I am not.
Oh, he meant to come back!

A people of rare capacity is said to be hidden somewhere in the
depths of Asia; there his hope drove him.

I went with him as far as Nio. Those were bitter days. I have
learned to bear pain, but I have no strength for such a parting.
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With every moment that brought the last hour nearer, it became
more apparent how deeply this man was woven into the very texture
of my being. As one dying clings to his fleeing breath, so did my soul
cling to him.

A few more days we passed at Homer’s grave, and Nio became the
most sacred of islands to me.

Finally we tore ourselves away. My heart had struggled until it was
exhausted. I was calmer at the last moment. I knelt before him,

- embraced him for the last time with these arms. “Give me a blessing,
my father,” I cried softly up to him, and he smiled; there was
greatness in his smile, his brow widened in the light of the morning,
stars, his eye pierced the depths of the heavens—“Guard him for
me,” he cried, “you spirits of a better age! and draw him up to your
immortality; and all you kindly powers of Earth and Heaven, be
with him!”

“There is a god in us,” he added more quietly, “who guides
destiny as if it were a river of water, and all things are his element.
Above all else, may he be with you!”

So we parted. Farewell my Bellarmin!

Hyperion to Bellarmin

How could 1 escape from myself, if I had not the sweet days of my
youth?

Like a shade that finds no rest by Acheron, I return to the
forsaken scenes of my life. All things age and are rejuvenated. Why
are we excepted from this beautiful circling of Nature? Or does it
rule us, too?

I should believe so, were it not for one trait that is in us—the
gigantic striving to be all things, which, like Aetna’s Titan, rages up
from the depths of our being.

And yet, who would not rather feel it within him, like seething oil,
than acknowledge that he was born for the whip and the yoke? A
raging battlehorse, or a workhorse with hanging ears—which is the
nobler?

Dear friend! there was a time when my heart, too, basked under
the sun of great hopes, when the joy of immortality pulsed in my
every vein, when I roved among beautiful projects as through the
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half light of a vast forest, when, happy as the fish in the sea in my
boundless future, I pressed on, farther, ever farther.

How boldly, blessed Nature! did the youth leap from your cradle!
how he rejoiced in his untried weapons! His bow was drawn, his
arrows rattled in the quiver, and the immortals, the high spirits of
Antiquity, led him on, and his Adamas was among them.

Wherever 1 went, wherever I stopped, their glorious presences
were with me; in my thought the high deeds of all the ages were
mingled together, and as those gigantic forms, the clouds of heaven,
united in one exultant storm, so the hundredfold victories of the
Olympiads were united in me, so did they become orne never-ending
victory.

Who can abide it, whom does it not lay low, as a hurricane lays
low young woods, when the terrifying splendor of Antiquity seizes
him as it seized me, when, as for me, the surroundings are lacking in
which he might gain a strengthening self-reliance?

Oh, as for me, the greatness of the ancients bowed my head like a
storm, swept the bloom from my face, and often I lay where no eye
saw me, weeping a thousand tears, as a fallen fir tree lies by a stream
and hides its faded crown in the water. How gladly would I have paid
with blood for one moment from the life of a great man!

But what use was that? No one wanted me!

Oh, it is pitiful to see oneself so reduced to nothing; and let him
who does not understand this ask no more but give thanks to
Nature who made him, like the butterflies, for joy; let him go and
never in his lifetime speak again of pain and unhappiness.

I loved my heroes as a moth loves the light; I sought their perilous
presence, and fled, and sought it again.

As a bleeding stag plunges into the stream, so I often plunged into
the whirlpool of pleasures, to cool my burning breast and bathe
away the raging, glorious dreams of fame and greatness, but what
use was that?

And when, as often toward midnight, my empassioned heart
drove me down into the garden under the dewy trees, and the
lullaby of the fountain and the sweet air and the moonlight soothed
my thoughts, and the silver clouds moved in such freedom and peace
above me, and from far away the fading voice of the sea came faintly,
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how graciously then did all the great phantoms that it loved play
with my heart!

“Farewell, you heavenly spirits!” I often said in thought, when
above me the melody of the dawn’s light began softly sounding.
“You glorious dead, farewell! Would that I could follow you, would
that I could cast off all that my century has given me, and make my
way into the freer realm of the shades!”

But I languish on the chain and snatch with bitter joy the miserly
bowl that is offered to my thirst.

* » »

Hyperion to Bellarmin

My island had become too cramped for me, now that Adamas was
one. For years, in fact, Tina had bored me. I wanted to go out into

e world.

“Go to Smyrna first,” said my father; “master the arts of naviga-
tion and war there, learn the speech of cultivated peoples and their
political constitutions, their views, their manners and customs,
investigate everything, and choose the best!—Go on from there, if
you will.”

“Learn a little patience, t00,” my mother added, and I accepted
the advice gratefully.

To take the first step beyond the circle of youth is pure enchant-
ment; it is as if I were thinking of my birthday when I think of my
departure from Tina. There was a new sun above me, and I enjoyed
land and sea and air as if for the first time.

The ardor and activity with which I now pursued my education in
Smyrna, and my speedy progress, did not a little to calm my heart,
and I remember, too, many a blissful holiday evening from that
time. How often I walked under the evergreen trees on the bank of
the Meles, by the birthplace of my Homer, and picked an offering of
flowers and cast them into the sacred stream! Then in my peaceful
dreams I approached the nearby grotto where, they say, the old man
sang his Iliad. I found him. Every sound in me was stilled by his



14 « Friedrich Holderlin

presence. I opened his divine poem, and it was as if I had never
known it, so differently did it now come to life in me.

I like to remember, too, my wanderings through the countryside
around Smyrna. It is a radiant land, and a thousand times I have
wished I had wings, that once a year I might fly to Asia Minor.

From the plain of Sardis I climbed up the rock cliffs of Tmolus.

I had spent the night in a hospitable hut at the foot of the
mountain, among myrtles and the scent of the labdanum-bearing
cistus, where in the golden stream of Pactolus the swans played
beside me, where an ancient temple of Cybele looked out from the
elms into the clear moonlight like a shy ghost. Five lovely pillars
mourned over the rubble, and a kingly portal lay fallen at their feet.

Now my path passed upward through a thousand blossoming
shrubs. Whispering trees leaned down from the rugged slope, drop-
ping their delicate floss on my head. I had set out with the morning.
By noon I reached the summit of the mountain. I stood, looking
happily about me, relishing the purer airs of the sky. They were
blessed hours.

Like a sea, the countryside from which I had climbed up lay
spread before me, youthful, filled with living joy; spring’s heavenly,
unending play of colors greeted my heart; and, even as the Sun in the
heavens found itself again in the thousand changes of light that the
Earth sent back to him, so my spirit recognized itself in the fullness
of life that was all about it, that beset it from every side.

To the left the stream, an exulting giant, plunged down into the
woods from the marble cliff that hung over me, where the eagle
played with his fledglings, where the snow-crowned peaks glittered
up into the blue ether; to the right storm clouds came rolling over
the forests of Sipylus; I did not feel the rushing wind that bore them
on, I felt only a faint breeze in my hair; but I heard their thunder as
we hear the woice of the future, and I saw their flames, like the
distant light of dimly apprehended divinity. I turned southward and
walked on. Now there lay before me the whole paradisal coun-
tryside through which the Caystrus flows in so many an enchanting
meander, as if it could not linger long enough amid the profusion
and loveliness that surrounds it. Like the zephyrs, my spirit wan-
dered blissfully from beauty to beauty, from unknown, peaceful
villages lying deep at the foot of the mountain, on to where the
chain of Messogis was dimly visible.
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I came back to Smyrna like a deunken man from a feast. My heart

was too full of pleasant things not to impart some of its abundance
to mortal existence; Nature had yielded me too happy a treasure of
her loveliness for me not to make good the deficiencies of human life
with it. My paltry Smyrna clad herself in the colors of my enthusi-
asm and stood before me like a bride. Her flocking citizens attracted
me. The absurdity of their ways amused me like a children’s prank;
and since by nature I was above their established forms and customs,
I played with them all, putting them on and taking them off like
carnival costumes.

But what I now found giving some flavor to the insipid fare of
daily life was the well-proportioned faces and figures that compas-
sionate Nature still sends, here and there, like stars into our
darkness.

What heartfelt pleasure I took in them! With what faith did I read
those smiling hieroglyphics! But I had almost the same experience
with them that I had had long ago with birches in spring. I had
heard of the sap of these trees and was amazed at the thought of
what a precious drink their graceful stems must yield. But there was
neither strength nor life enough in it.

And, oh! how irredeemably wanting was everything else that I
heard and saw!

As I went now here, now there, among these people, it seemed to
me that human nature had resolved itself into the multifarious
species of the animal kingdom. As everywhere, so here, too, the men
were especially demoralized and corrupted.

Some animals liowl when they hear music. But my more man-
nerly humans laughed when the conversation turned to beauty of
spirit and virtue of heart. Wolves run away when you strike a light.
then these men saw a spark of reason, they turned their backs like

eves.

" TF ever 1 happened to say a warm word for ancient Greece, they
yawned and said that after all a man had to live in this day and age;
and—someone else added sententiously—good taste had not per-
ished from the earth.

And so I saw: one would crack 1okes like a sailor, another puffed
out his cheeks and delivered old sayin,

Yet another, to demonstraue at an advanoed thinker he was,

_would snap his fingers at Heaven and cry that he had never worried
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about the birds in the bush, give him bn:dsmthe.haug Yet when
death was mentioned he would at once clasp his hands, and as the
conversation went on, would manage to put in that it was a very
dangerous thing that our priests no longer had any influence.

The only people from whom I sometimes profited were the story-
tellers, the living gazettes of foreign cities and countries, the speak-
ing peep-boxes in which one can see potentates on chargers and
church steeples and markets.

At last I grew weary of wasting myself, of looking for grapes in the
desert and flowers on a glacier.

I now lived more determinedly alone, and the sweet spirit of my
youth had almost vanished from my heart. The incurable corruption
of my century became so apparent to me from so many things that I
tell you and do not tell you, and my beautiful faith that I would find
my world in one soul, that I would embrace my whole kind in one
sympathetic being—that, too, was denied me.

Dear friend! What would life be without hope? A spark that leaps
from coal and goes out, a blast of wind in the dreary time of the
year, heard for a moment and then still forever—would it be so with
us?

Even the swallow seeks a more hospitable country in winter, the
wild beasts run here and there in the heat of the day, their eyes search
for the stream. Who tells the babe that its mother will not deny it the
breast? And yet it seeks for it!

Nothing would live if it did not hope. My heart now shut away its
treasures, but only to keep them safe for a better time, for the
unique, the sacred revelation of fidelity that surely, at some epoch of
my existence, would come to my thirsting soul.

How blissfully I often clung to it when, in hours of veiled anticipa-
tion, it played about me softly as moonlight, soothing my brow.
Even then I knew you; even then, maiden, you looked down at me
from the clouds like a Genius—you who in time to come rose before
me out of the turbid sea of the world in all the peace of beauty! Then
this heart struggled and burned no more.

As a lily sways in newly stilled air, so my being moved in its
element, in my ravishing dreams of her.
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Hyperion to Bellarmin

Smyrna had lost all attraction for me now. Altogether, my heart had
grown gradually wearier. At moments, to be sure, the wish could
still take me to travel through the world, or to turn soldier and fight
in some war, or to find my Adamas and burn my discontent to ashes
in his fire; but that was as far as it ever went, and my meaningless,
parched life refused to be renewed.

Soon summer was over; I already anticipated the sullen days of
rain, and the whistling winds, and the roar of storm-swollen
streams, and Nature, which had surged up into every plant and tree
like a foaming fountain, now stood before my darkened apprehen-
sion fading and closed and turned in upon itself, just as I was.

Yet I wanted to take with me what I could of all this fleeting life;
everything outward to which I had become attached, I wanted to
preserve within me, for I knew well that the returning year would
not find me among these trees and mountains, so now I walked and
rode more than ever before through the countryside.

But what most impelled me to go out was my secret longing to see
a man whom for some little time I had come upon every day when I
passed under the trees outside the city gate.

Like a young Titan, this noble stranger strode resplendent among
that race of dwarfs, who fed upon his beauty in joyous dread,
measured his tall stature and his strength, and with covert glances
regaled themselves on the Roman majesty of his shining face, as
upon forbidden fruit. And it was a glorious moment each time that
this man’s eye, for whose glance the ether seemed too narrow, put off
all pride and searched until, with an effort, it found its way to mine
and, blushing, we gazed at each other and passed on.

One day I had ridden deep into the forest on Mount Mimas and
did not start back until late in the evening. I had dismounted and was
leading my horse down a steep, wild path, over roots and stones. As
I was thus making my way through the underbrush into the gulf that
now opened before me, a pair of Karaborniote robbers suddenly fell
on me, and for a moment it was hard to fight off the two drawn
sabers; but they were already tired from other work, so I managed. I
quietly mounted my horse again and rode on.

At the foot of the mountain, between woods and soaring cliffs, a
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little meadow opened before me. It grew light. The moon had just
risen over the dark trees. Some distance away I saw horses lying
stretched out and men beside them on the grass.

“Who are you?” I cried.

“That is Hyperion!” cried a voice that rang like a hero’s, in happy
surprise. “You know me,” the voice continued; “I see you every day
under the trees outside the city gate.”

My horse flew to him like an arrow. The moon shone bright on
his face. 1 recognized him; I sprang to the ground.

“Good evening!” he cried, charming in his youthful vigor, and
looked at me with his wild eyes subdued to tenderness, while his
sinewy hand grasped mine so that the touch of it penetrated to my
inmost being.

Oh! now my meaningless life was at an end!

Alabanda (such was the stranger’s name) now told me that he and
his servant had been set upon by robbers, that the two I had come
upon had been sent about their business by him, that he had missed
the path out of the woods, and so had been obliged to stay where he
was until I arrived. “It has cost me a friend,” he added, and pointed
to his dead horse.

I turned mine over to his servant, and he and I set out together on
foot.
“It served us right,” I began, as, arm in arm, we made our way out
of the wood; “why did we hesitate so long and pass each other by,
until misfortune brought us together?”

“But it was you, I must tell you,” answered Alabanda, “who were
most to blame; you were the colder. I rode after you today.”

“Noble youth!” I cried, “wait and see! You shall never surpass me
in love!”

We became ever more intimate and happier together.

Near to the city we passed a well-built caravansary, set peacefully
among murmuring brooks and fruit trees and sweet-scented mead-
ows.

We decided to spend the night there. For a long time we sat on
together by the open window. The high silence of spirit enveloped
us. Earth and ocean were blissfully silent, like the stars that hung
above us. It was much if even a breeze flitted into the room from the
sea and played delicately with the candle, or if the stronger tones of
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more distant music penetrated to us, while the thunderclouds lulled
themselves to sleep in the bed of the ether, now and again to sound
distantly, as a sleeping giant breathes more heavily in his dreaded
dreams.

Our souls were impelled toward each other all the more strongly
because they had come together against our will. We met like two
brooks that, pouring from a mountain, throw off their burden of
earth and stone and rotten wood and the whole sluggish chaos that
holds them back, determined to clear the way to each other, to burst
through until, clasping and clasped with equal force, they set out,
mingled in one majestic stream, on their long journey to the sea.

He, driven by fate and human barbarity from his own home to
wander among strangers, embittered and unguided from early
youth, and yet with his inmost heart full of love, full of longing to
break out of the coarse husk and win through into a congenial
element; 1, already so profoundly cut off from everything, so utterly
and determinedly a stranger and alone among men, with the most
precious melody of my heart so absurdly accompanied by all the
world’s tinkling bells; I, the scorn and aversion of all the lame and
the blind, and yet in my own judgment only too lame and blind, so
intolerably burdensome to myself by everything in me that was even
distantly akin to worldly wisdom and pseudo-reason, to the barbar-
ians and the would-be wits—and so full of hope, so single-mindedly
awaiting but one thing, a more beautiful life—

Was it not inevitable that these two youths should embrace each
other in such joyous and impetuous haste?

O my friend and brother-in-arms, my Alabanda! where are you? I
almost believe that you have made your way to the unknown land, to
rest, have become again what once we were as children.

Sometimes, when a storm passes over me, dispensing its divine
powers among woods and sown fields alike, or when the waves of
the sea play together, or a choral train of eagles soars about the
mountain peaks among which I am wandering, my heart can stir as
if my Alabanda were not far away. But more visibly, more presently,
more unmistakably does he live in me—the whole man—as once he
stood, stern ‘and aglow and terrible, denouncing the sins of this
century. How my spirit awoke in its depths! how the thundering
words of implacable justice rolled on my tongue! Like messengers of
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Nemesis, our thoughts journeyed over the whole earth, purifying it
until no trace of a curse remained.

We summoned the past, too, before our bar of justice, and proud
Rome did not cow us with its splendor nor Athens corrupt us with
its youthful bloom.

As storms, exulting in their unwearied play, travel on through
forests, over mountains, so our souls drove ever forward in colossal
projects—not that we effeminately created our world as by a magic
spell and, childishly inexperienced, expected no resistance; Ala-
banda was too intelligent and too brave for that. But even spon-
taneous enthusiasm is often militant and shrewd.

One day is especially present to me.

We had gone to the country together and were sitting with our
arms trustfully around each other in the dark shade of an ever green
laurel, looking at our Plato—the passage where he speaks with such
wondrous sublimity of aging and rejuvenation, and from time to
time we rested, looking out over the mute, leafless landscape, where
the sky, playing with clouds and sunlight, was more than ever
beautiful among the autumnally sleeping trees.

We then spoke much of Greece as it is today, both of us with
bleeding hearts, for the desecrated soil was Alabanda’s native coun-
try too.

Alabanda was moved to a degree most unusual in him.

“When I see a child,” he cried, “and think how shameful and
stultifying is the yoke that it will bear, and that it will starve as we
do, look for men as we do, search after truth and beauty as we do,
will waste away in barren pining because it is alone as we are, that
it— O men of this land! take your sons from the cradle and cast
them into the river, that at least they will be spared your ignominy!”

“Surely, Alabanda,” said I, “surely, it will not always be so.”

“What can change it?” he answered. “Our heroes have lost their
fame, our wise men their pupils. Great deeds, when there is no
people to understand them, are no more than a powerful blow on an
unresponsive brow, and high words, when they do not echo in high
hearts, are like a dying leaf rustling down onto dung. What are you
going to do?”

“I will take a shovel and throw the dung into a pit. A people
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among whom spirit and greatness no longer engenders any spirit
and any greatness has nothing in common with other peoples who
are still men, has no more rights, and it is an empty farce, sheer
superstition, to go on honoring such will-less corpses as if a Roman
heart beat in them. Away with them! The wnthered, decaying tree
_shall not stand where it stands, it steals light and air from the young
Tlife that is ripening for a new world!”

Alabanda flew to me and embraced me, and his kisses penetrated
to my soul. “Companion in the fight!” he cried, “dear brother! oh,
now I have a hundred arms!

“I have heard my melody at last,” he continued, in a voice that
stirred my heart like a battle cry; “it is enough! You have spoken a
glorious word, Hyperion. What! shall the god be dependent upon
the worm? The god in us, for whose road infinity lies open—shall he
stand and wait until the worm crawls out of his way? No! no! We do
not ask if you are willing, you slaves and barbarians! You are never
willing! Nor will we try to make you better, for that is useless! We
will but make certain that you get out of the way of humanity’s
victorious career! Oh! let someone light a torch for me, that I may
burn the weeds from the field, let someone lay me the mine with
which I can blow the dull clods from the face of the earth!” X

“When possible, we should but gently push them aside,” I i moer-
rupted.

Alabanda was silent for a while.

“I find my joy in the future,” he began again at last, and ardently
seized both my hands. “Thank God, I shall come to no common
end! To be happy means to be sleepy, in the language of slaves.
Happiness! it is as if I had pap and lukewarm water in my mouth
when they talk to me of happiness. So vapid and so irredeemable is
all for which you slaves give up your laurel crowns, your immor-
tality!

“Oh, holy light, which, moving tirelessly above us, fills all its
immense realm with its power and imparts its soul even unto me in
the rays that I drink—may your bliss be mine!

“The children of the sun live by their deeds; they live by victory;
their own spirit rouses them, and their strength is their joy.”

The spirit of this man often laid hold of me with such force that I
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might well have felt ashamed of being snatched up and carried away
like a feather.

“O Heaven and Earth!” I cried, “this is joy!—This is another age,
this is no voice from my infantile century, this is not the soil on
which the heart of man pants under the oppressor’s whip.—Yes! yes!
by your glorious soul, O man! you will save my fatherland!”

“So I will,” he cried, “or perish.”

From that day on we became ever more sacred, ever dearer to each
other. A gravity of purpose that was indescribably profound had
arisen between us. Each of us lived only in the eternal fundamental

_tones of his being, and we moved austerely from one great harmony
to another. Our life together was filled with glorious sternness and
courage.

“Whatever has made you so tongue-tied?” Alabanda once smil-
ingly asked me. “In the tropical regions, nearer the sun,” said I, “the
birds do not sing either.”

But everything is now up, now down in this world, and man, for
all his gigantic powers, holds on to nothing. I once saw a child put
out its hand to catch the moonlight; but the light went calmly on its
way. So do we stand trying to hold back ever-changing Fate.

Oh, that it were possible but to watch it as peacefully and medi-
tatively as we do the circling stars!

The happier one is, the less it takes to destroy one, and such
blissful days as Alabanda and I were living are like a steep cliff
where your traveling companion has but to touch you to fling you
involuntarily down over the jagged edge into the lightless depths.

We had made a glorious voyage to Chios, had found a thousand
joys in each other. Like breezes over the plain of the sea, the kindly
enchantment of Nature had played about us. We looked at each
other in happy surprise, without speaking, but our eyes said: I have
never seen you like this. So gloriously transfigured were we by the
powers of Earth and Heaven.

We had argued, too, gaily and ardently, over many things during
the voyage; as so often before, I had taken the most heartfelt delight
in watching that spirit on its bold, erratic course, following its path
in such unconstrained gladness still for the most part so un-
falteringly.

No sooner had we landed than we hastened to be alone.
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“You cannot persuade anyone,” I cried with fondest love; “you
convince men, you win them over, before you begin. When you
spe:ll;,d none can doubt; and he who does not doubt is not per-
suaded.”

“Proud flatterer!” he cried in answer. “You lie! But you have given
me a timely reminder. Only too often have you made me forsake
reason! Nor for the world and all its crowns would I be freed of you,
but it often troubles me that you are s indispensable to me, that I
am'so bound to you. And since,” he continued, “you possess me so
entirely, it is time that you knew me entirely! Amid all these splen-
dors and all our joys, we have not thought of looking back at the
past.”

And he told me the story of hislife; I felt as if I were watching a
young Hercules battling with Megaera.

“Now will you forgive me,” he ended the tale of his adversities,
“will you take it more calmly if I am often harsh and offensive and
intolerable?”

“Be silent, silent!” I cried, moved to the depths; “it is wonder
enough that you are still here, that you kept yourself alive for me!”

“Yes, for you!” he cried, “and it rejoices my heart that I am still a
palatable dish for you. And if I sometimes taste like a crab apple to
you, squeeze me in the press until I am fit to drink.”

“Let me be! let me be!” I cried; I strove in vain, the man turned me
into a child, and I could not hide it from him; he saw my tears, and
woe to him if he had not the right to see them!

“We are rioting in pleasures,” Alabanda began again; “we are
wasting time in drunkenness.”

“We are celebrating our betrothal,” I cried gaily, “it is only right
that it should sound as if we were in Arcadia.—But to return to
what we were talking of earlier!

“You accord the state far too much power. It must not demand
what it cannot extort. But what love gives, and spirit, cannot be
extorted. Let the state leave that alone, or we will take its laws and
whip them into the pillory! By Heaven! he knows not what his sin is
who would make the state a school of morals. The state has always
been made a hell by man’s wanting to make it his heaven.

“The state is the coarse husk around the seed of life, and nothing
more. It is the wall around the garden of human fruits and flowers.
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“But is the wall around the garden of any help when the soil lies
parched? Only the rain from heaven helps then.

“O rain from heaven! O inspiration! you will bring us the spring-
time of peoples again. The state cannot command your presence.
But let it not obstruct you, and you will come, come with your all-
conquering ecstasies, will wrap us in golden clouds and carry us up
above this mortal world; and we shall marvel and wonder if this is
still we, we who in our poverty asked the stars if a spring bloomed
for us among them.—Do you ask me when this will be? It will be
when the darling of Time, the youngest, loveliest daughter of Time,
the new Church, will arise out of these polluted, antiquated forms,
when the awakened feeling of the divine will bring man his divinity,
man’s heart its beautiful youth again, when—I cannot prophesy it,
for my eyes are too dim to surmise it, but it will come, that I know
for certain. Death is a messenger of life, and that we now lie asleep in
our infirmaries testifies that we. shall soon awaken to new health.
Then, and not till then, shall we exist, then, then will our spirit’s
element have been found!”

Alabanda was silent and gazed at me for a moment in astonish-
ment. I was carried away by boundless hopes; divine forces bore me
on like a summer cloud—

“Come!” I cried and grasped his garment, “come! who can any
longer abide in the prison that darkens around us?”

“Come where, my enthusiast?” Alabanda answered drily, and a
shadow of mockery seemed to pass over his face.

I was as if fallen from the clouds. “Go!” I said, “you are a small
man!”

At that moment some strangers entered the room. They were
striking figures, haggard and pale for the most part, so far as I could
see by the moonlight, and calm, but there was something in their
countenances that pierced the soul like a sword, and it was as if one
were standing in the presence of omniscience; one would have
doubted that this was the outward form of creatures subject to
needs, if here and there slain emotion had not left its traces.

- One of them struck me especially. The stillness of his features was

the stillness of a battlefield. Wrath and love had raged in this man,
and understanding shone over the wreckage of feeling like the eye of
a hawk perched upon ruined palaces. Profound contempt was on his
lips. One felt that this man was bent upon no insignificant purpose.
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Another appeared to owe his calm rather to a natural hardness of
heart. He showed almost no trace of violence perpetrated either by
his own will or by Fate.

A third seemed rather to have wrested his coldness from life by the
force of his conviction, and still to be often at odds with himself; for
there was a concealed contradiction in his being, and I thought that
he had to keep a tight rein on himself. Of them all, he spoke the
least.

As they entered, Alabanda sprang up like bent steel.

“We have been seeking you,” one cried.

“You would find me,” he said with a laugh, “if I were hidden at
the center of the earth. They are my friends,” he added, turning to
me.

They seemed to scrutinize me with a certain severity.

“He, too, is one of those who would see the world a better place,”
Alabanda cried after a moment, and pointed to me.

“Are you serious in this?” one of the three asked me.

“It is no joking matter to better the world,” said I.

“You have said much in little!” cried one. “You are our man!”
added another.

“Are you of the same mind as I?” I asked.

“Ask what we are doing,” came the answer.

“And if I asked?”

“We would tell you we are here to purge the earth, that we clear
the stones from the field and break up the hard clods with the
mattock and draw furrows with the plow, that we grasp the rank
growth by the roots, cut it through at the roots, and tear it up by the
roots, so that it shall wither in the burning sun.”

“Not that we may reap,” another interrupted; “the reward of our
labors will come too late for us; the harvest will not ripen in our
time. ~

“We are at the evening of our days. We often went wrong, we
hoped much and did little. We ventured rather than deliberated. We
were eager to have done and trusted to luck. We spoke much of joy
and sorrow and loved and hated them both. We played with fate, and
fate with us. It tossed us high and low, from beggar’s staff to crown.
It swung us as one swings a glowing censer, and we glowed until the
coals turned to ashes. We have ceased to speak of good and evil
fortune. We have grown beyond the midpoint of life, where it is
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green and warm. But it is not the worst in man that outlives youth.
The cold sword is forged from hot metal. They say that grapes
grown on burned-out, dead volcanoes yield no bad cider.”

“We say this not for our sake,” another now cried in more hurried
tones, “but for yours! We do not go begging for mens’ hearts. For we
need neither their hearts nor their wills. For men are in no case
against us, since everything is for us, and the fools and the cunning,
the simple and the wise, and all the vices and virtues of incivility and
good breeding are at our service without hire and blindly help us on
toward our goal—we only hope that some might be found to know
the joy of it, and so, among our thousand blind helpers, we choose
out the best, that we may make them into seeing helpers—but if no
one wants to live where we have built, it is neither our fault nor our
loss. We did what was for us to do. If no one wants to reap where we
plowed, who can blame us for that? Who upbraids the tree when its
fruit falls into the mire? I have often said to myself, “You are
sacrificing to decay,’ and yet I finished my day’s work.”

“These are traitors!” the very walls dinned into my sensitive heart.
I felt like one suffocating in smoke, breaking open doors and
windows to escape—so did I thirst for air and freedom.

They soon saw, too, how uneasy I felt, and broke off. Day was
already dawning when I stepped out of the boat where we had been
together. I felt the morning breeze like balsam on a burning wound.

I was already too irritated by Alabanda’s mockery not to be
completely confused by his having these mysterious friends.

“He is evil,” I cried, “yes, evil! He feigns unbounded trust, and
consorts with such as these—and hides it from you!”

I felt like a girl who learns that her betrothed is secretly living
with a whore.

Oh, it was not the grief that one can cherish, that one carries in
one’s heart like a child, that sings in sleep with the voice of the
nightingale!

Like a raging snake that, gliding implacably up legs and loins to
coil round every limb, sinks its poisonous fangs now into its victim’s
chest, now into his back—so it held me in its terrible embrace. 1
summoned all the courage of my heart to my aid, and struggled for
noble thoughts, that I might remain calm; for a few moments 1
succeeded, but now I had gained strength enough for fury, and now,
as if it were arson, I killed every spark of love in me.
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“He must,” I thought, “yes—for these are his friends—he must be
conspiring with them against you! But what did he want with you?
What could he have been trying to get from you and your enthusi-
asm? Oh, had he but gone his way! But these people have a strange
desire to take up with their opposite! to have some peculiar animal
in their stables suits them to perfection!”—

And yet I had been unspeakably happy with him, had so often
sunk into his embraces only to awaken from them with my heart
invincible, had so often been hardened and refined in his fire like
steel!

On one serene midnight, when I pointed out the Dioscuri to him,
Alabanda laid his hand on my heart and said: “These are but stars,
Hyperion, by which the name of the heroic brothers is written in the
sky; but they are in us, living and true, with their courage and their
divine love, and you! you are the son of a God and share your
immortality with your mortal Castor!”—

When once | wandered through the forests of Ida with him, and
we made our way down into the valley that we might ask the silent
grave mounds there to tell us of their dead, and I said to Alabanda
that one among them might perhaps belong to the spirit of Achilles
and his beloved, and Alabanda confided to me that he was often
childish enough to think that we would fall together in ore battle-
torn valley and rest together under one tree—who then would have
thought what was to come?

I reflected with all the power of thought that remained to me, I
accused him, defended him, accused him again all the more bitterly;
I struggled against my emotions, determined to be cheerful, and
thereby only plunged myself in blackest darkness.

Ah! my eye was already so sore from many blows, was only just
beginning to heal—how could it see more healthily now?

Alabanda visited me the next day. My heart boiled when he
entered, but I controlled myself, however much his pride and imper-
turbability agitated and infuriated me.

“The air is glorious,” he said at last, “and it will be a very
beautiful evening; let us go up to the Acropolis together!”

I accepted. For a long time we said not a word. “What do you
want?” | at last asked.

“Can you ask me that?” the tameless youth answered, with a
melancholy that pierced my soul. I was stricken, bewildered.
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“What am I to think of you?” I began again at last.

“What I am,” he answered calmly.

“You must cleanse yourself,” I said in a changed voice, and
looked at him proudly, “cleanse yourself! absolve yourself!”

That was too much for him.

“How does it happen,” he cried indignantly, “that this fellow can
twist me as he pleases>—True enough, I was turned out of school
too early. I had dragged all chains and I had broken them, only one
remained, only one was still to be snapped, I had not yet been
chided by a weathercock of a fellow—stop your muttering, I have
kept silent long enough!”

“QO Alabanda, Alabanda,” I cried.

“Be still,” he answered; “and use not my name as a dagger against
me.”

Now anger raged uncontrolled in me, too. We did not rest until
any turning back was well-nigh impossible. We violently destroyed
the garden of our love. Often we stopped and stood silent, and oh so
gladly, so joyously would we have fallen on each other’s necks; but
accursed pride stifled every tone of love that rose from our hearts.

“Farewell!” I cried at last, and rushed away. But against my will I
looked back, and against his will Alabanda had followed me.

“A strange beggar, is he not, Alabanda?” I cried; “he throws his
last penny into the bog!”

“If he does, then let him go hungry!” he cried, and left me.

I staggered away, stupefied. Then I was standing by the sea, gazing
at the waves—ah! it was beneath them that my heart longed to be,
there beneath them, and my arms flew toward the unfettered tide;
but soon, as if from heaven, a gentler spirit came over me and
restrained my unruly, sorrowing heart with its peaceable rod; more
tranquilly now, I reflected on the course of my life, my belief in the
world, my cheerless experiences, I considered men, as I had felt
them and known them from my early youth, men of the most
various upbringing, and everywhere I found but false notes, muffled
or strident; only in the simple confines of the child did I find pure
melodies—“It is better,” I said to myself, “to become as the bee and
build one’s house in innocence, than to rule with the masters of the
world and how! with them as with wolves, than to dominate peoples
and befoul one’s hands with that unclean material.” I wanted to go
back to Tina and live for my gardens and fields.
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Smile if you will! I was utterly serious. If the life of the world
consists in an alternation between opening and closing, between
going forth and returning, why is it not even so with the heart of
man?

To be sure, I found this new lesson hard to accept; to be sure, I
dreaded turning from the error of my youth—who gladly tears off
his wings?—but it had to be so!

I went through with it. I took ship. A fresh wind from the
mountains drove me out of the harbor of Smyrna. In a miraculous
peace, exactly like a child that knows nothing of the instant to come,
I lay in my bark and gazed at the trees and mosques of the city, my
eyes traced my green walks along the shore, the path by which I
climbed the Acropolis, I saw them and let them go, recede farther
and farther; but now, as I came out into the open sea, and everything
slowly sank down behind me, like a coffin into a grave, suddenly it
was as if my heart had broken—“O Heaven!” I cried, and all the life
in me awoke and strove to hold back the fleeing present, but it was
gone, gone!

Like a mist it lay before me, the divine land where, like a deer free
of the meadow, I had wandered far and wide through valleys and
mountains, and brought the echo of my heart to springs and
streams, to the distances and depths of the earth.

There inland I had climbed Tmolus in solitary innocence; down
there where Ephesus once stood in its happy youth and Teos and
Miletus, up there in the sacred, mourning Troad, I had wandered
with Alabanda, with Alabanda! and there like a god I had ruled
him, and like a tender, confiding child I had obeyed his eye in joy of
soul, with the most intense delight in his being, always happy,
whether I held his horse for him or, carried above myself, I met his
soul in glorious resolves, in daring thoughts, in the fire of eloquence!

And now it was all over, now I was nothing, now I had been so
irremediably deprived of everything, had become the poorest of
men, and did not myself know how.

“O eternal labyrinth!” I thought, “when will man escape from
your chains?”

We speak of our heatrts, of our plans, as if they were ours; yet there
is a power outside of us that tosses us here and there as it pleases
until it lays us in the grave, and of which we know not whence it
comes nor where it is bound.
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We want to grow upward, and spread wide our branches and
twigs, yet soil and weather bring us to whatever is to be, and when
the lightning strikes your crown and splits you to the roots, poor
tree! what part do you have in it?’

So I thought. Are you displeased, my Bellarmin? There is yet more
that you must hear.

The sad thing, dear friend, is that our mind so eagerly assumes
the posture of our erring heart, so fondly clings to passing grief, that
thought, which should heal sorrows, itself sickens, that the gar-
dener, charged with planting rosebushes, so often tears his hand on
them—oh! this has made a fool of many a man before others whom,
but for this, he would have ruled like an Orpheus, this has so often
made the noblest nature a laughingstock to such fellows as can be
found in every street, this is the hidden reef for the favored of
Heaven—that their love is strong and tender like their spirit, that
their hearts are often stirred to motions swifter and more impetuous
than the waves that the God of the Sea governs with his trident; and
so, my friend, let none be proud!

Hyperion to Bellarmin

gan you listen, will you understand, if I tell you of my long sickness
grief?

Accept me as I present myself, and consider that it is better to die
because one has lived than to live because one never lived! Envy not
the carefree, the wooden images who want nothing because their
souls are so lacking in everything, who do not ask if the sun will
shine or the rain fall, because they have nothing to cultivate.

Yes: yes! it is very easy indeed to be happy and at peace, with a
shallow heart and a narrow mind. Let them enjoy it; who goes into a
passion if the wooden target does not cry when the arrow strikes it,
if the empty pot gives such a hollow sound when someone throws it
against the wall?

Only, dear people, you must resign yourselves, and hold your
tongues and wonder, if you cannot understand that others are not so
happy as you are nor so self-satisfied; you must beware of making
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yourdwisdom law, for obedience to you would be the end of the
world.

I was now living v/ery quietly and unpretentiously in Tina. I really
succeeded in letting the shows of the world pass by like mists in
autumn, and laughed sometimes too with tears in my eyes—at my
heart, when it went flying off to regale itself like the bird that pecks
at painted grapes, yet I remained unsoured and unperturbed.

I grudged no one his opinions or his improprieties. I was con-
verted, I no longer wished to convert others; it only saddened me
when I saw that people believed that I did not interfere with their
clownish behavior because I esteemed it as highly as they did. I was
not willing actually to subject myself to their nonsense, but I tried to
let it pass wherever I could. “It is all the pleasure they have,” I
thought, “it is their life!”

Often I was even pleased to join in with them, and yet, however
apathetically and unspontaneously I made the effort, not one of
them ever noticed, not one of them was aware of any lack in me, and
had I asked them to excuse me, they would have stood there wonder-
ing and asked: “But what have you done to us?” What forbearance
they showed!

Often in the morning when I stood at my window and the busy
day began to pour in upon me, I could even forget myself for a
moment, I could look about me as if I were going to undertake
something in which my being could still find delight, as once it did;
but then I would rebuke myself, I would recollect myself like one
who inadvertently utters a word of his mother tongue in some
country where no one understands it—“Where are you going, my
heart?” I enjoined myself prudently, and obeyed.

“What is it for which man so immeasurably longs?” I often asked
myself; “what is eternity doing in his breast? Eternity? Where s it?
‘who has ever seen it? Man wants more than he is capable of! that
seems to be the truth of it! Oh, you have experienced it often
enough! And as it is, so it must be. This it is which bestows the
sweet, rapturous sense of power, that our powers do not flow forth as
they will; this it is, and nothing else, which creates our fair dreams of
immortality and all the enticing, all the colossal phantoms that
ravish men a thousand times over; this it is which creates his
Elysium and his gods for man, that the line of his life does not run
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straight, that he does not speed to his goal like an arrow, that a
power outside of him stops him in his flight.

“The heat’s surging wave would not foam up so beautifully and
become spirit, did not the ancient cliff of Fate stand silently oppos-
ing it.

“Yet, even so, the impulse dies in our breast, and with it our gods
and their heaven.

“The fire leaps up in shapes of joy from the dark cradle in which it
slept, and its flame rises and falls, is gone and comes laughing back
again, until that on which it fed is consumed; now it smokes and
struggles and dies; what remains is ashes.

“So it is with us. This is the heart of all that the wise teach us in
forbidding and enticing mysteries.

“And you? why do you concern yourself? That now and again
something rises up in you, and in one instant, like a dying man’s
mouth, your heart opens itself to you with such power and closes
again—that is precisely the fatal symptom.

“Only be still and let things take their course! Stop devising! Stop
childishly trying to add a foot to your height!—TIt is as if you wanted
to create another sun and new creatures for it to nourish, to bring
forth an earth and a moon.”

So I dreamed on. Patiently, little by little, I took leave of every-
thing.—O you who live in this age with me! seek not counsel of your
doctors nor of your priests when your hearts wither away!

You have lost all faith in anything great; you are doomed, then,
doomed to perish, unless that faith returns, like a comet from
unknown skies.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

There is a forgetting of all existence, a hush of our being, in which
we feel as if we had found everything.

There is a hush, a forgetting of all existence, in which we feel as if
we had lost everything, a night of our soul, in which no glimmer of
any star nor even the fire from a rotting log gives us light.

I had become quiet. No longer did anything drive me from bed at
midnight. No longer did I singe myself in my own flame.
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Now I looked straight before me, alone and impassive, nor did
my eyes roam over the past and the future. No longer now did far
and near jostle together in my mind. Unless men forced me I did not
see them. ’

Once this century lay before my mind’s eye like the eternally
empty cask of the Danaides, and my soul poured itself out with

.prodigal love, to fill the void; now I saw no more void, now the ennui
of life no longer oppressed me.
" Never now did I say to the flower, “You are my sister,” and to the
springs, “We are of one race.” Now, like an echo, I faithfully gave
each thing its name.

Like a river past arid banks, where no willow leaf mirrors itself in
the water, the world flowed past me untouched by beauty.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Nothing can grow, nothing so utterly wither away, like man. He
often compares his woe with the darkness of the abyss, his bliss with
the ether, and how little does that tell of either?

But nothing is more beautiful than when, after a long death, it
begins to dawn in him and sorrow goes like a brother to meet
distantly dawning joy.

Oh, it was with a heavenly anticipation that I now greeted the
returning spring! Like the far music of the beloved’s lyre in windless
air when all is asleep, so spring’s soft melodies sounded about my
breast; as if from distant Elysium, so I felt its coming, when the dead
twigs stirred and a soft air brushed my cheek.

Lovely sky of Ionia! Never had I so looked to you; but never had
my heart been so like you as then in its playful gaiety, its playful
tenderness.—

Who does not long for the joys of love and for high deeds when
spring returns to the eye of Heaven and the bosom of Earth?

I rose as from a sickbed, quietly and slowly, but my breast
trembled so blissfully with secret hopes that I quite forgot to ask
what this might mean.

More beautiful dreams now wrapped me when I slept, and when
I woke they were in my heart, like the trace of a kiss on the cheek of
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the beloved. Oh! the morning light and I—we went to meet each
other now like newly reconciled friends when they still hold back
and yet already bear in their souls the coming, endless moment of
their embrace.

Now once again my eye truly opened—not, to be sure, as once it
did, armed and filled with strength from within me; it had become
more entreating, it begged for life, but in my heart of hearts it was as
if I could be again what once I had been, and better.

I looked at men again as if I, too, was to work among them and
rejoice with them. I cordially and sincerely committed myself every-
where.

Heavens! what a sight for them to gloat over—the proud noncon-
formist brought low, become one of themselves! What a joke: the
wild deer of the forest driven by hunger to come running into their
barnyard!—

Ah! I looked for my Adamas, for my Alabanda, but neither of
them appeared to me.

Finally, I even wrote to Smyrna, and, as I wrote, it was as if all the
tenderness and all the strength of humanity were concentrated in
that one moment; three times I wrote thus, but no answer came, 1
implored, threatened, evoked all our hours of love and courage, but
no answer came from him of imperishable memory, from him whom
I loved beyond life—“Alabanda!” I cried, “O my Alabanda! you
have pronounced my death sentence. You kept me from falling, you
were the last hope of my youth! Now I want nothing more, now it is
sworn and sealed!”

We pity the dead as if they felt death, yet the dead have peace. But
the pain, the pain that no pain equals, is the incessant feeling of utter
annihilation when our life loses its meaning, when our heart bids
itself “Down! into the depths! there is nothing left of you; you have
planted no flower, built no hut, so that you might but say: I leave a
trace behind me on earth.” Yet, oh! the soul can always be so full of
longing, even when it is so cast down!

I still sought for something, but I did not dare to raise my eyes in
the presence of men. I went through hours when I feared the
laughter of a child.

Yet for the most part I was perfectly quiet and patient, I even had a
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strangely superstitious belief in the healing power of many things,
from a dove that I bought, a row that I took, a valley that the
mountains hid from me, from these I could hope for comfort.
Enough! enough! Had I grown up with Themistocles, had I lived
among the Scipios, my soul would never have come to know itself in

this light.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

At times some energy would even yet waken in my spirit. But only
for destruction!

What is man?—so I might begin; how does it happen that the
world contains such a thing, which ferments like a chaos or
moulders like a rotten tree, and never grows to ripeness? How can
Nature tolerate this sour grape among her sweet clusters?

To the plants he says: I, too, was once like you! and to the pure
stars: I shall become like you in another world!—meanwhile he falls
to pieces and keeps practicing his arts on himself, as if, once it had

me apart, he could put a living thing together again like a piece of

onry; but it does not disconcert him if nothing is the better for
all his efforts; yet what he does will always be but artifice.

Oh, you wretches who feel all this, who, even as I, cannot allow
yourselves to speak of man’s being here for a purpose, who, even as
1, are so utterly in the clutch of the Nothing that governs us, so
profoundly aware that we are born for nothing, that we love a

“nothing, believe in nothing, work ourselves to death for nothing only
“that little by little we may pass over into nothing—how can [ help it
if your knees collapse when you think of it seriously? Many a time

“have I, too, sunk into these bottomless thoughts, and cried out: Why
do you lay the axe to my root, pitiless spirit?>—and still I am here.

Oh, once, my brothers in darkness, it was otherwise. Then all was
so fair above us, all so fair and joyous before us; our hearts, too,
overflowed before the distant, blessed phantoms, our spirits, too,
strove upward bold and exulting and broke the barriers—and, when
they looked about, alas, there was only endless emptiness.

Oh, I can fall to my knees and wring my hands and pray—but to
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whom?—for other thoughts. But I cannot overcome it, the scream-
ing truth. Have I not twice convinced myself? When I look at life,
what is last of all? Nothing. When I arise in spirit, what is highest of
all? Nothing.

But be still, my heart! This is your last strength that you are
wasting! Your last strength? and you—you would storm heaven?
then where are your hundred arms, Titan, where your Pelion and
Ossa, your stairway to the city of the Father of the Gods, that you
may climb it and throw down the God and his divine banquet and
the summit of Olympus, and preach to mortals: Remain below,
children of the moment! seek not to reach these heights, for there is
nothing here above.

You may well leave off watching what governs others, my heart.
Your new knowledge is meant for you. Sure enough, before you and
above you there is emptiness and desolation, because there is emp-
tiness and desolation within you.

To be sure, if you other men are richer than I am, you might just
help a little.

If your garden is so full of flowers, why does not their breath
rejoice me too?—If you are so filled with divinity, give me to drink of
it. At feasts no one starves, not even the poorest. But only one holds
his feast among you: that is Death.

Sorrow and Fear and Darkness are your lords. They separate you,
they drive you together with blows. You call hunger love, and where
you see nothing more, there dwell your gods. Gods and love?

Oh, the poets are right, there is nothing so little and of so little
account that man could not know rapture by it.

So I thought. How all this came to be in me, I still do not
understand.

Book Two

Hyperion to Bellarmin

I now live on Ajax’s island, dear Salamis.
I love all of this Greece. It wears the color of my heart.
Wherever you look, a joy lies buried.
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And yet there is so much that is delightful, so much that is great,
about one.

On the promontory I have built a hut of mastic branches, and
planted moss and trees about it, and thyme and every kind of shrub.

There I spend my favorite hours, there I sit evening after long
evening, gazing across at Attica, until finally my heart beats too
strongly; then I gather up my gear, go down to the bay, and catch
fish

Or, up on my hill, I read of the ancient, magnificent sea fight that
once blazed up at Salamis in wild but skillfully controlled con-
fusion, and I rejoice in the mind that could guide and master the
fierce chaos of friends and foes as a rider does his horse, and I feel
deeply ashamed of my own career as a soldier.

Or I gaze out over the sea and reflect upon my life, its heights and
its depths, its bliss and its sorrow, and often my past comes back to
me like the sound of a lyre on which the master runs through every
tone, blending discord and harmony in obedience to a hidden plan.

Today up here it is especially beantiful. Two gracious days of rain
have cooled the air and the weary .

The ground has turned greener, the fields are more open. The
golden wheat stands endlws, mingled with joyful cornflowers, and a
thousand hopeful crowns rise from the depth of the grove. Each faint
or bold line of the distance is conveyed through space; one behind
the other, the mountains rise unbroken to the sun, like a flight of
steps. The whole sky is pure. The white light is but breathed over the
ether, and like a little silver cloud the shy moon goes floating across

the bright day.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

It is long since I have been as now I am.

As Jupiter’s eagle listens for the song of the Muses, so I listen for
the marvelous, unending euphony in me. Undisturbed in mind and
soul, strong and joyous and smilingly serious, I play with Fate and
the Three Sisters, the holy. Parcae. Full of divine youth, my whole
being rejoices over itself, over all things. Like the starry “sky, T am’
calm and moved.
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I have waited long for such a holiday time, that I might write to
you once again. Now I am strong enough; now let me tell on.

In the midst of my dark days, a friend from Calaurea invited me
over to visit him. I must come to his mountains, he insisted; life
there was freer than anywhere else, and there, too, amid the
pinewoods and the enchanting streams, there were lemon groves
and palms and lovely herbage and myrtles and the sacred grape. He
had planted a garden high in the mountains and built a house;
close-set trees shaded it from behind, and cooling airs played softly
about it in the burning days of summer; from it, like a bird from the
top of a cedar, one looked down into the low country, over the
villages and green hills and peaceful homes of the island, lying like
children about the glorious mountain and drawing their nourish-
ment from its foaming brooks.

That roused me a little, even then. It was on a bright, blue April
day that I sailed over. The sea was unusually beautiful-and pure, the
air as light as in higher regions. In the gliding bark we left the earth
behind, as one leaves a delicious dish when the sacred wine is
handed round.

My dark moods strove in vain against the influence of sea and air.
I surrendered myself, cared neither about myself nos-others, sought
for nothing, thought of nothing, let the boat rock me half asleep, and
imagined that I was lying in Charon’s bark. Oh, it is sweet so to
drink from the cup of oblivion.

My cheerful skipper wanted to strike up a conversation with me,
but I was very monosyllabic.

He kept pointing to islands right and left, but I did not look long,
and the next minute I was back in my own sweet dreams.

Finally when he pointed out quiet peaks in the distance and said
that we should soon reach Calaurea, I became more attentive, and
my whole being opened to the marvelous power that, sweet and still
and inexplicable, suddenly played upon me. Wide-eyed, astonished
and happy, I gazed out into the secrets of the distance, my heart
trembled a little, my hand escaped me and hastened to grasp my
skipper affectionately.—“What!” I cried, “is that Calaurea?” And as
he turned to look at me in surprise, I was myself at a loss what to
make of myself.

I greeted my friend with the greatest fondness. My whole being
was full of sweet unrest.
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That very afternoon I set out to explore part of the island. The
woods and secret valleys attracted me indescribably, and the charm-
ing day lured everything out.

It was so plain to see that all living things crave more than daily
bread, that the bird, too, has its festal banquet, and the beast.

It was enchanting to look at! As when a mother cajolingly asks
where her dearest pet has got to, and all her children come rushing
to her lap and even the littlest reaches out its arms from the cradle,
so every life flew and leaped and struggled out into the divine air,
and beetles and swallows and doves and storks circled together in
joyous confusion in its depths and heights, and the steps of all that
were earthbound became flight, the horse charged over the furrows
and the deer over the hedges, the fish came up from the bottom of
the sea and leaped over the surface. The motherly air affected the
hearts of all, uplifted all and drew them to her.

And men came out of their doors, and wonderfully did they feel
the ethereal breeze as it lightly moved the fine hairs over their
foreheads, as it cooled the sun’s ray, and happily they loosed their
garments to receive it upon their chests, and breathed more sweetly,
felt more gently touched by the light, cool, soothing sea in which
they lived and moved and had their being.

O Sister of the spirit that lives in us and rules us with fiery power,
holy Air! how beautiful it is that, no matter where I wander, you
accompany me, all-present, immortal one!
uﬁlntl was with the children that the high element played most beau-

ifully.

One hummed happily to himself, a little rthythmless song rose
from another’s lips, a shout of joy from another’s open throat; one
stretched, one leaped high; another strolled about, lost to the world.

And all this was the language of a single sense of well-being, all -
was one answer to the caresses of the ravishing breezes.

I was filled with indescribable longing and peace. An uncanny
power ruled me. Kindly Spirit, I said to myself, where are you calling
me? to Elysium, or where?

I went up through a wood, following purling waters as, here, they
trickled down a cliff, there glided innocently over pebbles; and little
by little the valley grew narrower and became an arcade, and the
light of high noon played solitary in the still darkness—
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Here—would that I could speak, my Bellarmin! would that I
could write to you calmly.

Speak? Oh, I am a novice in joy, I want to speak!

Does not silence dwell in the Land of the Blessed? Above the stars
the heart forgets its needs and its language.

I have guarded it sacredly! I have carried it within me like a
palladium—the divine that appeared to me! and if henceforth Fate
lays hold of me and casts me from abyss to abyss and drowns all
powers in me and all thoughts: yet shall this unique revelation
outlive myself in me and shine in me and rule me, in eternal,
indestructible brightness!—

So did you lie poured out, sweet life, so did you look up, and arise,
and stand there before me in delicate completeness, divinely calm,
and with your heavenly face filled with the serene ecstasy in which I
disturbed you!

Oh, he who has looked into the stillness of those eyes, he for
whom those sweet lips have opened—of what else can he speak?

Peace of beauty! divine peace! he whose raging life, whose doubt-
ing spirit, has once been soothed by you, what else can avail him?

I cannot speak of her; but there are hours when the best and most
beautiful appears as in clouds, and the heaven of crowning perfec-
tion opens before the surmise of love; in such a moment, Bellarmin,
think of her being, in such a moment go down on your knees with
me and think of my bliss! but forget not that I had what you only
surmise, that I saw with these eyes what appears to you only as in
clouds.

That men will sometimes say they are happy! Oh, believe me, you
who speak thus, you have had no faintest inkling of what happiness
is! Not the shadow of its shadow has yet appeared to you! O
blindmen, depart, and speak not of the blue ether!

That one can become as children are, that still the golden age of
innocence returns, the time of peace and freedom, that one hap-
piness, one place of rest remains upon earth!

Does not man grow old and shrivelled, is he not like a fallen leaf
that finds not its branch again and is driven here and there by the
winds, until the sand buries it?

And yet his spring returns!

Weep not, when the best fades, it will soon revive! Mourn not,
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when the melody of your hearts falls silent, soon will a hand be
found to tune it again!

How was it with me, then? Was I not like a shattered lyre? I
sounded a little still, but they were tones of death. I had sung a
mournful swan song for myself! Gladly would I have woven myself a
funeral wreath, but I had only winter flowers.

And where, then, was it now—the deathly silence, the darkness
and emptiness of my life? all that paltry mortality?

True enough, life is wretched and lonely. We live here below like
the diamond in the mine. In vain we ask where we went astray, that
we may find the way upward again.

We are like fire that sleeps in the dry branch or in the coal, and
ever we struggle and seek for an end to our cramped confinement.
But they come, they make up for acons of struggle, the moments
when we are set free, when the divine shatters the prison, when the
flame bursts from the wood and flies up over the ashes, ah! when it
is with us as if, its sorrows and its servitude forgotten, the un-
shackled spirit were returning in triumph to the halls of the Sun.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Once I was happy, Bellarmin! Am I not so still? Should I not be
happy even if the sacred moment when first I saw her had been the
last?

I have seen it once, the one thing that my soul sought, and the
perfection that we put somewhere far away above the stars, that we
put off until the end of time—I have felt it in its living presence.
There it was, all that is highest! in this circle of human nature and of
things, it was there!

I no longer ask where it may be; it was in the world, it can return
into it, it is in the world now, only more hidden. I no longer ask
what it is; I have seen it, have known it.

O you who seek the highest and the best, whether in the depths of
knowledge, in the turmoil of action, in the darkness of the past, in
the labyrinth of the future, in graves or above the stars! do you know
its name? the name of that which is one and is all?

Its name is Beauty.
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Did you know what you were looking for? I know it not yet, but I
surmise it as from afar, the new kingdom of the new divinity, and I
hasten toward it and seize upon others and take them with me, as
the river the rivers to the ocean.

And you, you showed me the way! With you I began. They are not
worth speech, the days when yet I knew you not—

O Diotima, Diotima, divine being!

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Let us forget that time exists and cease to reckon the days of our
lives!

What are centuries compared to the moment when two beings
thus divine and approach each other?

I still see the evening when Notara took me to visit her for the first
time.

She lived only a few hundred paces from us, at the foot of the
mountain.

Her mother was a thoughtful, tender being, her brother a simple,
happy lad, and both of them, in all that they did, gladly acknowl-
edged that Diotima was the queen of the household.

Ah, everything was blessed and beautified by her presence. Wher-
ever I looked, whatever I touched, the rug beside her chair, her
cushion, her little table—they were all mysteriously allied to her.
And, oh, the first time she addressed me by my name, that she came
so close to me that her innocent breath touched my listening
being!—

We spoke to each other very little. Speech abashes. Music alone
would serve: to become all music and united with each other in one
celestial melody!

And of what were we to speak? We saw nothing but each other. Of
that we did not dare to speak.

In the end we spoke of the life of the Earth.

Never has a hymn at once so ardent and so childlike been sung to
her.

It did us good to bestrew our kindly Mother’s lap with what
overbrimmed our hearts. We felt relieved, as the trees do when the
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summer wind shakes their fruitful branches and pours their sweet
apples over the grass.

We called Earth one of the flowers of Heaven, and Heaven the
infinite garden of life. As roses gladden one another with golden
dust, we said, even so does the heroic sunlight gladden Earth with its
rays; she is a glorious living being, we said, alike divine when raging
fire or sweet clear water pours from her heart; even happy, whether
she be nourished by dewdrops, or by thunderclouds that she pre-
pares for her delight with the sky’s aid; she is the ever more
faithfully loving mate of the Sun God, perhaps in the beginning
more intimately united with him but then divided from him by some
all-powerful Fate, so that now she seeks him, approaches him, draws
away, and, between joy and sorrow, ripens to the highest beauty.

So we spoke. I give you the gist, the essence of it. But what is that
without the life?

Twilight fell, it was time to go. “Good night, you angel eyes!” I
thought in my heart. “Appear to me soon again, you beautiful,
divine spirit, with your peace and your abundance!”

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Some days later they came up to visit us. We walked about the
garden together. Diotima and I found ourselves ahead of the others,
absorbed; tears of ecstasy often rose to my eyes for the holiness that
walked so unpretentiously beside me.

Now we were standing close to the summit’s rim, gazing out into
the endless East.

Diotima’s eyes opened wide, and softly, as a bud unfolds, that
sweet face unfolded under the airs of heaven, became pure speech
and soul, and, as if beginning to rise among the clouds, her whole
figure stood drawn gracefully up in gentle majesty, her feet scarcely
touching the ground.

Oh, could I have caught her under the arms, as the eagle grasps
his Ganymede, and flown away with her over the sea and the islands!

Now she stepped yet farther forward, and gazed down the pre-
cipitous rock wall. She found a pleasure in gauging the terrifying
depths and losing herself in the night of the woods that raised their
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lustrous crowns from among fallen rocks and foaming, storm-
swollen streams.

The balustrade against which she was leaning was rather low. So I
dared to hold the charming being a moment, while thus she leaned
forward. Ah! hot, trembling rapture coursed through my being, my
every sense reeled and was confounded, my hands burned like coals,
when I touched her.

And then the profound joy of standing so familiarly beside her,
and my tender, childish fear that she might fall, and my delight in
the glorious maiden’s enthusiasm!

What is all that men have done and thought over thousands of
years, compared with ore moment of love? But in all Nature, too, it
is what is nearest to perfection, what is most divinely beautiful!
There all stairs lead from the threshold of life. From there we come,
to there we go.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

The one thing that I should forget is her singing, only that music
from the soul should never return into my unending dreams.

We do not know the proudly sailing swan when it sits asleep on
the bank.

Only when she sang could one know the sweet, silent one who
was so reluctant to speak.

Only then did that divinely uncomplaisant maiden appear in her
majesty and her charm; then, then did her tender, blossoming lips
breathe now cajolery and flattery, now the sternness of a divine
decree. And what a quickened heart there was in that divine voice,
how all pride and all humility, all the joy and sorrow of life appeared
beautified in the nobility of those tones!

As the swallow catches bees in flight, so she ever seized us all.

It was not delight, not wonder that arose among us, it was the
peace of heaven.

A thousand times have I said it to her and to myself: the most
beautiful is also the most sacred. And such was everything in her.
Like her singing, even so was her life.
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Hyperion to Bellarmin

Her heart was at home among flowers, as if it were one of them.

She named them all by their names, or out of her love for them
gave them new and more beautiful ones, she knew exactly which was
the happiest season for each of them.

Like a sister when a dear brother or sister comes running to her
from every corner, and each would be greeted first, so was her quiet
being busy with hand and eye, blissfully distracted, when we walked
to the meadows or the woods.

And all this was so utterly unaffected and uncalculated in her, it
was so much apartofherowngrowth

It is eternally true, it is visible everywhere: the more innocent, the
more beautiful a soul is, the more hmlharly will it live with those
other happy beings to which men deny souls.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

A thousand times in the joy of my heart have I laughed at people
who imagine that a noble spirit cannot possibly know how to cook a
vegetable. At the proper time Diotima could speak stoutly of the
hearth, and surely there is nothing nobler than a noble maiden who
tends the all-beneficent flame and, like Nature herself, prepares the
food that gladdens the heart.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

What is all the artful knowledge in the world, what is all the proud
autonomy of human thought, compared with the unstudied music
of this spirit; which knew not what it knew or what it was?

Who would not rather choose the full, fresh grape-cluster as it
sprang from the root, than the picked and dried grapes that the
merchant presses into a box and sends out into the world? What is
the wisdom of a book compared with the wisdom of an angel?

She always seemed to say so little, and said so much.
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One late twilight I was taking her home; like dreams, dewy mists
were gliding over the fields, the blessed stars looked down through
the twigs like watchful spirits.

Rarely was a “How beautiful!” heard from her lips, even though
her reverent heart left no whispering leaf, no purling brook unheard
and unheeded.

But this time she said it aloud to me: “How beautiful!”

“Perhaps it is so to please us!” I said casually, as children say
something, neither in jest nor in earnest.

“I can imagine that it is as you say,” she answered; “I like best to
think of the world as of life in a household of which each member,
without exactly thinking about it, adapts himself to all the others, in
which all live pleasing and rejoicing one another simply because that
is what springs from their hearts.”

“A happy and noble truth!” I cried.

She was silent for a while.

“Then we, too, are children in such a household,” I finally re-
sumed; “we are, and shall be.”

“Shall ever be,” she answered.

“Shall we?” I asked.

“In this,” she continued, “I trust Nature, as daily I trust her.”

Oh, how I wished that I could have been Diotima as she said this!
But you do not know what she said, my Bellarmin! You neither saw
it nor heard it.

“You are right,” I cried. “Eternal Beauty—Nature—suffers no loss
as she suffers no addition. Her ornaments are different tomorrow
from what they were today; but she cannot dispense with what is
best in us, with us, with us ourselves, and least of all with you. We
believe that we are eternal because our souls feel the beauty of
Nature. She will be a mere patchwork, she will be neither divine nor
complete, if ever you are lacking to her. She does not deserve your
heart if she must blush before your hopes.”

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Such freedom from wants, such divine content I have never found
before.
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As the ocean swell about the shores of happy islands, so the peace
of the heavenly maiden flowed about my restless heart.

I had nothing to give her except a mind full of wild contradic-
tions, full of bleeding memories, I had nothing to give her except my
boundless love with its thousand cares, its thousand furious hopes;
but she stood before me in changeless beauty, effortless, in smiling
perfection, and all the visions, all the dreams of mortality, ah! all
that the Genius presages of higher regions in golden morning
hours—it was all fulfilled in that one calm soul.

Men say that the battle will die away beyond the stars; only after
our lees have sunk, they promise us, will fermenting life be changed
into the noble vintage of joy; men look no more on this earth for the
heart-whole rest of the blessed. I know otherwise. I have taken the
shorter way. I stood before her, and heard and saw the peace of
Heaven, and in the very midst of this sighing chaos, Urania appeared
to me.

How often have I stilled my grieving before that image! how often
have arrogant life and the striving mind been pacified when, sunk in
blessed contemplation, I looked into her heart, as one looks into a
spring when it trembles silently under the touch of the sky that
trickles down on it in drops of silver!

She was my Lethe, her soul my sacred Lethe, from which I drank
forgetfulness of existence, so that I stood before her like an immortal
and joyously rebuked myself and, as if after oppressive dreams,
could not but smile at all the chains that had hung heavy on me.

Oh, I could have become a happy man, an admirable man with
her!

With her! But that failed, and now I wander about in what is
before me and in me, and beyond, and know not what to make of
myself and other things.

My soul is like a fish cast up out of its element on the sand of the
beach, and it writhes and flings itself about until it dries up in the
heat of the day.

Ah! were there but something left in the world for me to do! were
there work for me, a war for me—that would refresh me!

Boys torn from their mother’s breasts and cast out into the wilder-
ness were once, so they say, suckled by a she-wolf.

My heart is not so fortunate.
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Hyperion to Bellarmin

I can speak only here and there a word about her. I have to forget
what she is in her completeness if I am to speak of her at all. I have to
trick myself into believing that she lived long, long ago, that I know
only a little about her from hearsay, if her living image is not so to
overwhelm me that I perish in rapture and woe, if I am not to die of
delight in her and die of grief for her.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

It is in vain; I cannot hide it from myself. Wherever I flee with my
thoughts, be it up to the heavens or into the abyss, to the beginning
and to the end of Time, even if I turn to that which was my last
refuge, which consumed every other grief in me, which burned up
every other joy and woe of life for me in the flame in which it
revealed itself, even if I cast myself into the arms of that glorious,
secret Spirit of the World, plunge into its depths as into the bound-
less ocean—there, even there the sweet terror finds me, the sweet,
bewildering, fatal terror, that Diotima’s grave is near me.

Do you hear? do you hear? Diotima’s grave!

Yet my heart had grown so quiet, and my love was buried with the
dead one whom I loved.

You know, my Bellarmin, that for a long time I did not write to
you of her, and when I wrote, I wrote to you calmly, or so I think?

So what is it now?

I go down to the shore and look across to Calaurea, where she
rests—it is that.

Oh, may no one lend me his boat, may no one have pity on me
and offer me his oars and take me across to her!

May the kindly sea not remain calm, that I may not cut myself a
piece of wood and swim across to her. But let me plunge into the
raging sea and ask its waves to cast me on Diotima’s shore!

Dear brother! I comfort my heart with all sorts of imaginings, I
pour myself many a sleeping potion; and surely it would be nobler
to free oneself forever than to make do with palliatives; but who
does not do likewise? So I am content to have it so.
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Content! that would be a fine thing! that would be the help that is
needed where no god can help.

Now, now! I have done what I could! I call on Fate to give me back
my soul.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Was she not mine, you Sisters of Fate, was she not mine? I summon
the pure springs to witness, and the innocent trees that saw and
heard us, and the light of day and the ether! was she not mine? at
one with me in all the tones of life?

Where is the being that knew her as mine did? In what mirror, as
in me, were all the rays of that light concentrated? was she not
joyously terrified by her own splendor when first she became con-
scious of it in my joy? Ah! where is the heart that filled her and was
filled by her like mine, that existed only to embrace hers, as the
eyelash exists for the eye.

We were but one flower, and our souls lived in each other, like the
flower when it loves and hides its tender joys in its closed cup.

" ” And yet, and yet, was she not torn from me like a crown usurped,
and laid in the dust?

Hyperion to Bellarmin

" Before either of us knew it, we belonged to each other.

When, with all the homage of my heart, blissfully conquered, I
stood before her, saying nothing, and all my life offered itself up in
the gaze of my eyes that saw only her, embraced only her, and she in
turn looked at- me in tender uncertainty, not knowing where my
thoughts had come to rest; when often, absorbed in delight and
beauty, I watched her at some charming task, and about her slightest
movement, as the bee about the swaying twig, my soul darted and
flew, and when then she turned to me in calm thought, and, startled
by my joy, had to hide my joy from herself, and sought for peace in
her dear task again, and found it—
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When in her miraculous omniscience, she caught every harmony,
every dissonance in the depths of my being and revealed them to me
before I was even aware of them, when she saw every shadow of a
cloud on my brow, every shadow of melancholy, of pride, on my lips,
every spark in my eyes, when she listened for the ebb and flow of my
heart, and sadly foreboded troubled hours as my spirit spent itself
too intemperately and prodigally in exuberant speeches, when the
dear being showed me every change in my face more faithfully than a
mirror, and often in loving concern reproved me for my unstable
being and scolded me as one scolds a cherished child—

Ah! when once, innocent being, you counted on your fingers the
steps that led down from our mountain to your house, when you
showed me your walks, the places where you had often sat, and told
me how the hours had passed for you then, and said at last that now
it seemed to you as if I had always been there too—

Had we not then long since belonged to each other?

Hyperion to Bellarmin

1 dig my heart a grave, that it may rest; I spin a cocoon about myself,
because it is winter everywhere; I wrap myself against the storm in
blissful memories.

One day we were sitting in Diotima’s garden under blossoming
almond trees, with Notara (that was the name of the friend in whose
house I was living) and a few others who, like ourselves, were among
the nonconformists in Calaurea, talking, among other things, about
friendship.

I had scarcely joined in the conversation; for some time I had
avoided saying much about things that lie closest to the heart, so
taciturn had my Diotima made me.—

“When Harmodius and Anstog_on were alive,” someone cried at
last, “friendship still existed in the world.” That pleased me too
much for me to remain silent.

“We should twine you a wreath in reward for those words!” I
cried. “But have you really any notion, any image, of the friendship
between Aristogiton and Harmodius? Forgive me! But, by the
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Ether! one must be Aristogiton to have a sense of how Aristogiton
loved, and surely he must not fear lightning who would be loved
with Harmodius’ love, for I am mistaken in everything if the terrible
youth did not love with all the sternness of Minos. Few have come off
successfully in such a test, and it is no easier to be the friend of a
demigod than, like Tantalus, to sit at the table of the gods. But by
the same token there is nothing more glorious on earth than when
such a proud pair as they are so sovereign over each other.

“This is my hope, too, my longing and my joy in solitary hours,
that such noble tones, yes, and nobler, must yet sound again in the
symphony of the world’s course. Love brought to birth millenniums
filled with living men; friendship will give birth to them again. Once
upon a time the peoples set forth from the harmony of childhood;
the harmony of spirits will be the beginning of another history of
man. Men began and grew from the happiness of the plant, grew
until they ripened; from that time on they have been in ceaseless
ferment, inwardly and outwardly, until now mankind lies there like
a Chaos, utterly disintegrated, so that all who can still feel and see
are dizzied; but Beauty forsakes the life ‘of m _men, ﬂm upward into
Spirit; the Ideal becomes what Nature was, and even though the tree
is dried out and weatherworn below, a fresh crown has still sprung
from it and flourishes green in the sunlight as the trunk did once in
its days of youth; the Ideal is what Nature was. By this, by this Ideal,
this re]uvenawd divinity, the few recognize one another and are one,
for one thing is in them; and from them, from them, the world’s
second age begms—-l have said enough to make it clear 'what 1.

—70u should have seen Diotima then, springing up and giving me
both her hands and crying: “I have understood it, beloved, much as
it means, understood it all.

“Love bore the world, friendship will bear it again.

“Therefore, O you of the future, you new Dioscuri, therefore
linger a little when you pass by the place where Hyperion sleeps,
linger in sympathy over the forgotten man’s ashes, and say: He
would be like one of us, were he here now.”

This I heard, my Bellarmin! this was granted to me, and shall I not

willingly go to my death?
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Yes! yes! I have already had my reward; I have lived. A god could
bear more joy, but not L

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Do you ask how it was with me at that time? As with one who has
lost all to gain all.

To be sure, I often came from Diotima’s trees like one intoxicated
with victory, often I had to hurry away from her lest I betray any of
my thoughts; so did joy rage in me, and my pride and my boundless
rapture in believing that Diotima loved me.

Then I sought out the highest mountains and their air, and like
the eagle whose bleeding pinion has healed, my spirit moved in
freedom, spread itself over the visible world as i¥ the world belonged
to.it; strange to tell, I often felt as if the things of earth were purified
and fused together like gold in my fire, and something divine arose
from them and me, so did joy rage in me; and oh! how I picked up
the children and clasped them to my throbbing heart! how I greeted
the plants and the trees! I could have wished that I possessed a spell
to gather all the shy deer and the wild birds of the forest like a happy
family about my prodigal hands—in such blissful folly did I love all
things!

But not for long, and all this was extinguished in me like a light,
and speechless and mournful as a shade I sat and sought for the life
that had vanished. I felt no wish to complain, no wish to console
myself. I cast away hope as a lame man casts away his broken crutch;
I was ashamed to weep; I was ashamed to exist. Yet in the end my
pride burst out in tears, and the pain that | would have disowned
became dear to me, and I took it to my breast like a child.

“No,” cried my heart, “no, my Diotima! it does not hurt. Preserve
your peace, and let me go my way. Let it not disturb your quietude,
pure star! that there is ferment and murk below you.

“Oh, let not your rose fade, blessed springtime of the gods! Let
not your beauty age in the trials of earth. This, this is my joy, sweet
life! that you bear carefree Heaven within you. You are not made to
become a pauper, no, no, you shall not see yourself destitute of
love.”
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And when again I went down to her—I would have liked to ask
the breeze and try to divine from the drift of the clouds how it would
be with me in an hour! And how happy I was when some friendly
face met me on the way and called “A lovely day!” to me not too
mechanically.

When a little girl came out of the woods and held out a bunch of
strawberries for me to buy, but with a look as if she wanted to give
them to me, or when a farmer, sitting in his cherry tree picking as I
passed, called down to me from among the branches and asked if 1
would not like a handful to taste—those were good omens to my
superstitious heart!

If one of Diotima’s windows stood wide open toward the road by
which I came down, what good that did me!

Perhaps she had been looking out of it not long before.

And now I stood before her, breathless and wavering, and pressed
‘my crossed arms against my heart that I might not feel its trembling,
and as the swimmer struggles out from the clutching tide, so my
_ggiagit strove and struggled not to drown in endless love.

'What shall we talk about, I wonder?” I would cry. “It is often
difficult, finding a subject from which one’s thoughts will not stray.”

“Are they off into the air again?” my Diotima answered. “You
must fasten lead to their wings, or I will tie a string to them as a boy
does to a kite, so that we shall not lose them.”

The dear girl was trying to help us both out by jesting, but it was
little use.

“Yes! yes!” I cried, “whatever you say, whatever you think best—
shall I read aloud? Your lute is probably still in tune from yesterday
and I really have nothing to read—"

“You have more than once promised,” she said, “to tell me of your
life before we came to know each other—will you not do it now?”

“True,” | said; my heart plunged into it eagerly, and I told her, as
have told you; of Adamas and my lonely days in Smyrna, of Ala-
banda and how I was parted from him, and of the strange sickness
that afflicted my being before I came over to Calaurea—“Now you
know all,” I told her calmly when I had ended, “now you will find
me less objectionable; now you will say,” I added with a smile, “ ‘Do
not laugh at this Vulcan if he limps, for the gods have twice flung
him down from heaven to earth.’ ”
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“Be still,” she cried in a choked voice, and hid her tears in her
handkerchief, “oh, be still, and do not mock your destiny, your
heart! for I understand them better than you do.

“Dear—dear Hyperion. You are indeed hard to help.

“Do you not know,” she continued, raising her voice, “do you not
know what you are starving for, the one thing that you lack, what
 you are seeking as Alpheus his Arethusa, what you mourn forin all
' your sorrow? It did not vanish years ago, it is 1mposs1ble to say
exactly when it was there, when it went, but it was, it is—it is in you!
It is a better age, that is what you seek, a more beantiful world. It
was_that world alone that you embraced in  your friends, with them
you were in tll___ngld

“Tt rose for you in Adamas; with him it set for you. In Alabanda
its light appeared to you for the second time, but more fiercely and
searingly, and so it was like midnight about your soul when you
found him gone.

“Now do you see, too, why the least doubt of Alabanda could not
but become despau' in you? why you repudiated him, only because
he was not quite a god?

“It was no man that you wanted, believe me, you wanted a world.
The loss of all golden centuries, crowded together, as you felt them,
in one happy moment, the spirit of all spirits of a better time, the
strength of all the strength of heroes—you wanted one man to take
their place for you!—Do you not see now how poor, how rich, you
are? why you must be so proud and so downcast? why joy and
sorrow visit you in such dreadful alternation?

“It is because you have everything and nothing, because the phan-
tom of the golden days that must come belongs to you and yet is not
here, because you are a citizen in the regions of Justice and Beauty,
are a god among gods in the beautiful dreams that steal upon you by
day, and when you awaken you find yourself standing on the soil of
modern Greece.

“Twice, did you say? Oh, in a single day you are flung from heaven
to earth seventy times. Shall I say it? I fear for you, you can ill endure
the destiny of this age. You will yet attempt many things, you will—
* “Oh, God! and your last refuge will be a %- ave!” tod

“No, Diotima,” I cried, “by Heaven, no! So long as one me

wilderness

still sounds for me, I fear not the deathly stillness of the



Hyperion * §§

under the stars; so long as the sun shines, and Diotima, there is no
night for me.

“Let the death bell toll for every virtue; yet I hear you, you, the
song of your heart, O you whom I love! and find immortal life, while
all other things must die and fade away.”

“Hyperion,” she cried, “what are you saying?”

“I say what I must. I can no longer, no longer hide all my bliss and
fear and anxlety-—Dlotlma'—Yes, you know it, must know jt, you
have long since seen that l pensh if you do not reach out your hand
to me.”

She was astonished, bewildered.

“And is it 1,” she cried, “is it I in whom Hyperion would seek
support? yes, I wish—now for the first time I wish—that I were more
than a mortal maiden. But I am to you what I can be.”

“Oh, then you are all to me!” I cried.

“All? wicked hypocrite! what, then, of humanity, your last and
only love?”

“Humanity?” I said; “let humanity make Diotima its watchword
and paint your picture on its banner and say: ‘Today shall the divine
have victory!” Angel from heaven! what a day that would be!”

“Go,” she cried, “go, and show heaven your transfiguration! It
must not be so close to me.

“You will go, will you not, dear Hyperion?”

I obeyed. Who in my place would not have obeyed? I went. Never
before had I gone from her thus, O Bellarmin! it was joy, serenity of
life, divine peace, heavenly, wondrous, unfathomable joy!

Words avail not here, and he who would seek her like has never
known her. The one thing that could express such a joy was Di-
otima’s own singing when it floated between height and depth, in the
golden mean.

O you meadows on the banks of Lethe! you sunset paths to the
woods of Elysium! you lilies by the valley’s streams! you garlands of
roses about the hill! I believe in you in this gracious hour and say to
my heart: There you will find her again, and all the joy that you lost.
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Hyperion to Bellarmin

I will tell you more and yet more of my happiness.

I will try the temper of my heart on the joys of the past until it is

like steel; I will exercise myself upon them until I am invincible.

Ha! do they not often fall upon my soul like a sword-stroke? but I
play with the sword until I am used to it, I hold my hand in the fire
until I can bear it as if it were water.

I will not faint; yes; I will be strong! I will hide nothing from
myself, will conjure up the bliss of all blisses from the grave.

_ Itis incredible that a man should fear the most beantiful; yet it is
$O.

™ Oh, have I not fled a hundred times from these moments, this
mortal ecstasy of my memories, turned away my eyes as a child does
from lightning! Yet in the luxuriant garden of the world there grows
_nothing lovelier than my joys, neither in heaven nor on éarth does
anything nobler flourish than my joys.

But only to you, my Bellarmin, only to a pure, free soul like yours,
do I tell it. I will not be as lavish as the sun with its rays; I will not
cast my pearls before the lowly multitude.

After that last conversation in which our souls met, I knew myself
less every day. I felt there was a holy secret between me and Diotima.

I wondered, dreamed. As if a blessed spirit had appeared to me at
midnight and chosen me to be his companion—such was the state of
my soul.

Ob, it is a strange mixture of bliss and melancholy when it
becomes apparent to us that we are forever outside of ordina;
éxistence.

" After that, I never managed to see Diotima alone. There was
always some third person to intrude on us, separate us, and the
world lay between her and me like an unbounded emptiness. Six
days of mortal dread passed in this way, during which I had no
knowledge of Diotima. It was as if the others about us paralyzed my
senses, as if they killed my entire outward life, so that there was no
way by which my imprisoned soul could reach her.

If I tried to find her with my eyes, night fell around me; if I tried to
approach her with a word, it stuck in my throat.

Ah! my heart was often torn to pieces by my sacred, ineffable



Hyperion + 57

longing, my love often raged in me as powerfully as an imprisoned
Titan. Never before had my spirit strained so fervently, so implaca-
bly, against the chains that Fate wrought for it, against the iron,
inexorable law that kept it separate, that would not let it be one soul
with its adorable other half.

The star-bright night had now become my element. Then, when
all was still, as in the depths of the earth where gold grows in secret,
then the more beautiful life of my love began.

Then my heart indulged its poetic right. It told me how Hyper-
ion’s spirit had played with his dear Diotima in the Elysium of the
unborn before it came down to earth, in divine childhood inno-
cence, beside the music of the fountain and under branches that
were like earthy branches when we see them reflected, beautified
from the golden water.

And, like the past, the gates of the future opened within me.

'We flew, Diotima and I; we wandered from one springtime of the
world to another, through all the Sun’s wide realm and beyond, to
the other isles of heaven, to the golden shores of Sirius and Arcturus’
vale of spirits—

Oh, it is so to be desired to drink the joy of the world from orne
cup with the beloved!

Intoxicated by the blissful lullaby that I sang to myself, I fell
asleep amid those glorious phantoms.

But when the life of the earth was kindled again by the rays of
morning, I looked up and sought for the dreams of the night. Like
the lovely stars, they had vanished, and only the joy of grief bore
witness to them in my soul.

I mourned; but I believe that there is such mourning among the
blessed, too. It was the messenger of joy, this grief, it was the graying
dawn in which countless roses bud in the red of morning.

The burning summer day had now driven all things to seek refuge
in the deepest shade. In Diotima’s house, too, all was now still and
empty, and the envious curtains stood in my way at every window.

I lived in thoughts of her. Where are you, I thought, where shall
my lonely spirit find you, sweet maiden? Do you stare aimlessly and
muse? Have you laid your work aside to sit with elbow on knee and
your head on your little hand, giving yourself to lovely thoughts?

Let nothing disturb her peace if my quiet one is refreshing her
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heart with sweet fancies, let nothing touch this cluster of grapes and
graze the quickening dew from its delicate berries.

So I dreamed. But while my thoughts were looking for her inside

the walls of the house, my feet sought her elsewhere, and before 1
knew it I was walking under the arcades of the sacred wood behind
Diotima’s garden, where I had seen her for the first time. But what
was this? Since then I had so often mingled among those trees, had
become familiar with them, more at peace under them; now a power
laid hold of me, it was as if I stepped within Diana’s shadow and
must die from the presence of the goddess.
" Meanwhile I walked on. With every step the wonder within me
grew stronger. | wanted to fly away, but it was as if my feet were
weighted with lead. My soul had hurried on before and forsaken my
earthly limbs. I heard no more, every shape grew dim and tremulous
before my eyes. My spirit was already with Diotima; the tree top
played in the light of morning while the lower branches still felt the
chill of dawn.

“Ah! my Hyperion!” a voice now called to me; I flew toward it;
“My Diotima! O my Diotima!”—beyond that I had no words and
no breath, no consciousness.

Vanish, vanish, mortal life, paltry commerce, in which the lone
spirit looks ever and again at the pennies it has gathered together
and counts them over; we are all called to the bliss of the gods!

There is a gap in my existence here. I died, and when I awoke I
was lying against the heart of the heavenly maiden.

O life of love! in what a ravishing, perfect flowering did you
appear in her! as if lightly sung to sleep by blessed geniuses, the
enchanting head lay on my shoulder, smiling sweet peace, raising
eyes the color of the ether to me in happy, innocent amazement, as if
they were even now looking at the world for the first time.

Long did we stand thus, ourselves forgotten in lovely con-
templation, neither of us knowing what was happening to us, until
at last joy increased in me too greatly and my lost speech broke forth
in tears and cries of delight and roused my rapt, silent Diotima back
to life.

At last we looked around us again.

“O my old, kindly trees!” cried Diotima, as if she had not seen
them for a long time, and the memory of her earlier solitary days
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played over her joys, as charmingly as shadows upon virgin snow
when-it reddens and glows in the joyous light of sunset.

“Angel from heaven,” I cried, “who can conceive of you? who can
say that he has wholly understood you?”

“Are you surprised,” she answered, “that I am so fond of you? O
my proudly humble beloved! Am I, then, one of those who cannot
believe in you? have I not fathomed you, not recognized the genius
among his clouds? Hide yourself as much as you will, refuse to see
yourself; I will conjure you forth, I will—

“But he is already here, he has come forth like a star; he has
broken through the husk and stands there like spring; like a crystal
stream from a dark cavern, so has he come forth; this is not the
somber Hyperion, this is no longer the wild mourning—O my own,
my glorious boy!”

All this was like a dream to me. Could I believe in such a miracle
of love? could I? the joy of it would have killed me.

“Divine creature!” I cried, “is it to me that you speak? can you
thus deny yourself, deny your blissful self-sufficiency! can you thus
rejoice in me? Oh, now I see, now I know, what I have dimly
surmised so often: man is a garment that a god often wears, a_.cup
into which heaven pours its nectar, that its children may taste of the
best,”—

“Yes, yes!” she interrupted me, smnlmg raptly, your namesake,
the glorious Hyperion of heaven, is in you.”

“Let me,” I cried, “let me be yours, let me forget myself, let all the
life of body and spirit in me fly but to you; but to you, in blissful,
endless cont:emplatlon! O Diotima! so did I once stand, too, before
the shadowy divine image that my love created for itself, before the
idol'of my lonely dreams; I nourished it faithfully; I animated it with
my life, with my heart’s hopes I refreshed it, warmed it, but it gave
me nothing save what I had given, and when I had become im-
poverished, it left me poor; and now! now I have you in my arms and
I feel the breath of your breast, and feel your eyes in my eyes, your

“beautiful presence flows into all my senses, and I can bear it, now I
possess all that is most glorious, and tremble no longer, yes! truly I
am not he who I was, Diotima! I have become like you, and divinity
plays with divinity like children playing together.”—

“But try to be a little calmer,” she said.
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“You are right, my lovable one!” I cried joyously; “if I am not, the
Graces do not appear to me; if I am not, I do not see the sweet,
subtle movements of Beauty’s sea. Oh, I will yet learn to overlook
nothing of you. Only give me time!”

“Flatterer!” she cried, “but this must be the end for today, dear
flatterer! the golden cloud of evening has given me warning. O be not
sad! Preserve this pure joy for you and for me! Let it echo in you
until tomorrow, and kill it not with discontent! the heart’s flowers
need gentle care. Their roots are everywhere, but they themselves
flourish only in fair weather. Farewell, Hyperion!”

She freed herself. My whole being flamed up in me, as she
vanished from me in her glowing beauty.

“Q you!” I cried, and ran after her and gave my soul into her hand
in endless kisses.

“God!” she cried, “what will come of this?”

That struck home. “Forgive me, divine creature!” I said, “I go.
Good night, Diotima! Only think of me a little!”

“I will,” she cried, “good night!”

And now not another word, my Bellarmin. It would be too much
for my longsuffering heart. I feel I am shaken. But I will go out
among the plants and trees and lie down among them and pray that
Nature may bring me to a quiet like theirs.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Our souls now lived ever more freely and beautifully together, and
everything in us and around us fused into golden peace. It seemed as
if the old world had died and a new were beginning with us, so pure
and strong and loving and light had everything become, and we and
all that has being floated together in blissful union, like a chorus of a
thousand inseparable tones, through the endless ether.

Our conversations glided on like a sky-blue stream from which
the golden sand gleams now and again, and our silence was like the
silence of the mountain peak, where, in glorious, lofty solitude, high
above the realm of storms, only the air of heaven still murmurs
through the bold traveler’s hair.



Hyperion ¢+ 61

And the wondrous, sacred grief, when the hour of parting tolled
through our exaltation, and I often cried: “Now we are mortal
again, Diotima!” and she said: “Mortality is illusion, is like the
colors that quiver before our eyes when they have long looked at the
sun!”

Ah! and all the gracious pastimes of love! the cajoling words, the
misgivings, the sensitivities, the sternness and indulgence.

And the all-embracing knowledge with which we saw through
each other, and the infinite trust with which we glorified each other!

Yes! man is a sun, all-seemg and all-illuminating, when he loves;
loving not, he is a dark house in which a smoking lamp burns.

I should be silent, should forget and be silent.

But the bewitching flame tempts me until I plunge into it and, like
the moth, perish.

Amid all this blessed, unrestrained giving and taking, 1 one day
felt that Diotima was becoming more and more quiet.

I questioned, I implored; but that seemed only to make her yet
more distant; finally she implored me to question her no more, to
80, and, when I returned, to talk of something else. That cast me,
too, into a painful silence, which I found hard to bear.

It was as if an unbelievably sudden fate had vowed the death of our
love, and all life was gone, from me and from all else.

I was ashamed of this feeling; I knew very well that chance did not
govern Diotima’s heart. But what she was remained a mystery to me,
and my pampered, disconsolate spirit ever demanded manifest and
present love; for it, hidden treasures were lost treasures. Ah! in my
happiness I had come to forget hope, at that time I was still like
those impatient children who cry for the apple on the tree as if it
were not there at all unless it is kissing their lips. I knew no rest,
again I implored, violently and meekly, in tenderness and anger, love
armed me with all its invincible, humble eloquence, and now—O
my Diotima! now I had it, the enchanting confession, I have it now
and shall keep it, until the tide of love brings me, too, with all that I
am, back to our ancient home, to the bosom of Nature.

Theinnocent béing! not yet did she know the power and richness
of her heart, and sweetly terrified by the wealth within her, she
buried it in the depths of her breast—and when now, with oh! what
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sacred ingenuousness, she confessed, confessed with tears, that she
loved too much, and took leave of all that she had until then cradled
against her heart, and cried: “I have become unfaithful to May and
summer and autumn, and heed not day and night as once I did,
belong no more to Heaven and Earth, belong but to one, to one; but
the bloom of May and the flame of summer and the ripeness of
autumn, the brightness of day and the solemnity of night, and Earth
and Heaven are united for me in that one! so do I love!” and when
now, in utter content of heart she looked at me, when, in brave, holy
joy she took me into her beautiful arms and kissed my forehead and
my mouth, ha! when that divine head, dying in bliss, sank down
against my bared throat, and the sweet lips rested on my beating
breast and her lovely breath touched my soul—O Bellarmin! my
senses fail me, and my spirit flees.

I see, I see how it must end. The rudder has dropped into the tide
and the ship, like a child caught by the feet, is seized and flung
against the cliffs.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Life has great hours. We gaze up at them as at the colossal figures of
the Future and of Antiquity; we fight a glorious fight with them, and
if we hold our own against them, they become like sisters and never
forsake us.

Once we were sitting together on our mountain, on a stone of the
city that anciently stood on this island; we were talking together of
how the lion Demosthenes found his end here, how by a sacred, self-
sought death, he here made his way out of Macedonian chains and
daggers to freedom.—“That glorious spirit departed from the world
with a jest,” cried one. “Why not?” I said; “there was nothing left
for him here; Athens had become Alexander’s whore, and the world
was being hounded to death like a deer by the great huntsman.”

“O Athens!” cried Diotima; “I have more than once mourned
when I looked out and the phantom of the Olympieion rose before
me from the blue twilight!”

“How long a crossing is it?” I asked.

“A day’s journey, more or less,” answered Diotima.
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“A day’s journey!” I cried, “and I have not yet been there? We must
go across together at once.”

“Indeed yes!” cried Diotima; “we shall have a calm sea tomorrow,
and everything is still in its time of greenness and ripeness.

“The eternal sun and the life of the immortal earth are essential
for such a pilgrimage.”

“Tomorrow, then!” I cried, and our friends assented.

We started early, the roosters were still crowing as we passed out
of the roadstead. The world shone fresh and bright, and so did we.
In our hearts was the golden peace of youth. The life in us was like
the life of a newborn ocean island, with its first spring just begin-
ning.

_Under Diotima’s influence, my soul had long since attained more
eqmpoxse, today I felt this with threefold clarity, and my dispersed
“and roving powers were all concentrated in one golden mean.

We talked of the excellence of the ancient Athenians, of whence it
arose and in what it consisted.

One said that the climate had produced it; another: art and
philosophy; a third: religion and form of government.

“Athenian art and religions, and philosophy and form of govern-
ment,” said I, “are flowers and fruits of the tree, not soil and root.
You take the effects for the cause.

“But let him who tells me that the climate produced all this
consider that we still live in it ourselves.

“Left more undisturbed in every way, freer from ruthless inter-
ference than any other people on earth, so did then Athenian p_eople
“grow to manhood. No conqueror weakens them, o success in war
intoxicates them, no foreign rehglon stupefies them, no rash
wisdom urges them to premature ripeness. Left to itself, like the
forming diamond—such is their childhood. Almost nothing is heard
of them until the times of Pisistratus and Hipparchus. They took but
a small part in the Trojan War, which, as in a hothouse, too early
heated and stimulated most of the Greek peoples.—An extraordi-
nary destiny never begets men. The sons of such a mother are great,
are giants, but they never become beings of beauty or, what is the
same thing, men—or else not until late, when the opposing forces in
them battle too savagely not to make peace at last.

“In exuberant vigor Lacedaemon rushes ahead of the Athenians,
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and for that very reason would have dissipated and dissolved itself,
had not Lycurgus come and, for all its overweening nature, held it
together by his discipline. From then on everything in the Spartan
was an achievement, every excellence was laboriously conquered,
bought at the price of conscious effort, and if in a certain sense we
can speak of Spartan s1mp11c1ty, still the true simplicity of the child
was completely lacking in them. The "Lacedaemonians too early
transgressed the order of instinct, they degenerated too soon, hence
discipline, too, had likewise to begin for them too early; for every
discipline and art begins too early when man’s nature has not yet
become mature. Nature must have developed to perfectlon imthe
human child before he goes to school, so that the image of child-
hood may show him the way back from school to the perfection of
Nature.

“The Spartans forever remained a fragment; for he who was not
once a perfect child is hard put to it to become a perfect man.—

“It is true, too, that Heaven and Earth did their part for the
Athenians, as for all the Greeks, gave them neither poverty nor
superfluity. The rays of Heaven did not fall on them like a rain of fire.
Earth did not pamper them, intoxicate them, with caresses and
excessive gifts, as the foolish Mother sometimes does elsewhere.

“To add to this, came Theseus’ prodigious act, his voluntary
limitation of his own royal power

“Oh! such a seed sown in the hearts of the people cannot but
bring forth an ocean of golden ears, and even at this late hour it still
visibly operates and flourishes among the Atheniars.

] say it again! That the Athenians grew up so free from every kind
of ruthless interference, on so moderate a diet—it was this that made
_them so outstandingly excellent, and only this could do it!

“Leave the human being undisturbed from the cradle on! do not
force him out of the close-wrapped bud of his being, the small house
of his childhood! Do not do too little, lest he make shift without
you, and hence distinguish you from himself; do not do too much,
lest he feel your power or his own, and hence distinguish you from
himself; in short, let him not learn until late that there are men, that
there is something else outside of himself, for only thus will he
become a man. But man is a god as soon as he is man. And once he
is a god, he is beautiful.”™ ~
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“How strange!” cried one of our friends.

“You have never yet spoken so deeply from my soul,” cried
Diotima.

“It comes to me from you,” I answered.

“It is so that the Athenian was a man,” I continued; “and so he
could not but become a man. Beautiful he came from Nature’s
hands, beautiful in body and soul, as the saying goes.

“The first child of human, of divine Beauty is art. In art the divine
man rejuvenates. aind repeats himself He wants to ﬁeefEﬁ:se]f,
“therefore he sets his Beauty over against himself. Thus did man give
himself his gods. For in the beginning man and his gods were ane,
Wwhen, unknown to itself, eternal Beauty was. I speak mysteries, but
‘they exist.—

“The first child of divine Beauty is art. Thus it was among the
Athenians.

“Beauty’s second daughter is religion. Religion is love of Beauty.
The wise man loves Beauty herself, eternal, all-embracing Beauty;
the people love her children, the gods, who appear to them in
multifarious forms. So it was, too, among the Athenians. And
without such a love of Beauty, without such a religion, every state is a
dry skeleton without life and spirit, all thought and action is a tree
without a top, a column whose crown has been cut off.

“That this was indeed the case among the Greeks, and especially
the Athenians, that their art and their religion were the true children
of eternal Beauty—perfect human nature—and could only spring
from perfect human nature, is clearly apparent if we will but look
with unprejudiced eyes at the productions of their sacred art and at
the religion with which they loved and honored them.

“Shortcomings and false steps are to be found everywhere, and
hence here too. But it is certain that, even so, in most of the
productions of their art we find man in his maturity. Here there is
neither the pettiness nor the colossality of the Egyptians and the
Goths, here there is human intelligence and human proportions.

run less than other peoples to the extremes s of the metaphysical
.and the physical. Their gods remain more nearly in  the golden mean
of of humanity than others.

“And even as the productions of their art were, so was their love.
Not too servile, and not too familiar!—
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“This beauty of mind and spirit in the Athenians mewtably pro-
duced the indispensable sense of freedom.

""*The Egyptian impassively bears the despotism of arbitrary
power, the son of the North unprotestingly bears the despotism of
law, injustice in the form of codes of justice; for the Egyptian is born
from the womb with an urge to do homage, to idolatrize; in the
North, men believe too little in the pure, free life of Nature not to
cling superstitiously to legality.

“The Athenian cannot tolerate arbitrary r, because his divine
nature refuses to be intruded upon, he cannot tolerate legality
everywhere because he does not need it everywhere. Draco is not for
him. He insists on being treated gently, and he is right to do so.”

“Well and good!” someone interrupted me; “I understand this,
but I do not see how this poetic and religious people also comes to
be a philosophical people.”

“The fact is,” I answered, “that without poetry they would never
have been a philosophical people!”

“What has philosophy,” he answered, “what has the cold sub-
limity of philosophical knowledge, to do with poetry?”

“Poetry,” | answered, confident of my argument, “is the beginning
and the end of philosophical knowledge. Like Minerva from the
head of Jupiter, philosophy springs from the poetry of an eternal,
divine state of being. And so in phllosophy, too, the irreconcilable
finally converges again in the mysterious spring of A

“What a paradoxical man!” cried Diotima; “yet 1 understand
him. But you two digress. We are talking of Athens.”

“The man,” I resumed, “who has not at least once in his life felt
full, pure beauty in himself, when the powers of his being merged
like the colors in the rainbow, who has never felt the profound
harmony that arises among all things only in hours of exaltation—
that man will not even be a philosophical sceptic, his mind is not
even capable of tearing down, let alone of building up. For, believe
me, the sceptic finds contradiction and imperfection in all that is

thought, because he knows the harmony of perfect beauty, which is
never_thought. The dry bread that human reason well-meaningly
offers him, he disdains only because he is secretly feasting at the
table of the gods.”
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“Visionary!” cried Diotima. “So that is why you, too, were a
sceptic. But the Athenians!”

“l am close upon them,” I said. “The great saying, the ev
Suxpepov eavry (the one differentiated in itself) of Heraclitus, could
be found only by a Greek, for it is the very being of Beauty, and
before that was found there was no philosophy.

“Now classification became possible, for the whole was there. The
flower had ripened; now it could be dissected.

“The moment of beauty was now well known to men, it was there
in life and thought, the infinitely one existed.

“It could be analyzed, taken apart in men’s minds, it could be
reconstituted from its components, and so the being of the highest
and the best could be increasingly known, and the knowledge of it
be set up as the law in all the multifarious realms of the spirit.

“Do you see now why the Athenians in particular could not but
be a philosophical people too?

“Not so the Egyptian. He who does not live loving Heaven and
Earth and loved by them in equal measure, he who does not live at
one in this sense with the element in which he has his being, is by his
very nature not so at one with himself as a Greek, at least he does not
experience eternal Beauty as easily as a Greek does.

“Like a grandiose despot, the East in its power and splendor casts
its inhabitants to the ground and, before man has learned to walk,
he is forced to kneel, before he has learned to speak, he is forced to
pray; before his heart has attained an equipoise it is forced to bow,
before his spirit is strong enough to bear flowers and fruit, Fate and
Nature drains all his strength through torrid heat. The Egyptian is
devoted before he is a whole, hence he knows nothing of the whole,
nothing of Beauty, and what he calls the highest is a veiled power, an
awesome enigma; the dumb, dark Isis is his first and last, an empty
infinity, and out of that nothing reasonable has ever come. Even the
most sublime nothingness gives birth to nothingness. '

“The North, on the contrary, too early turns its nurslings in upon |
themselves, and if the spirit of the fiery Egyptian hurries forth too
eagerly to journey through the world, in the North the spirit begins
to return into itself even before it is ready to travel.

“In the North one must be judicious before one’s capacity for
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feeling has fully developed, one thinks oneself guilty of everything
even before ingenuousness has achieved its beautiful end; one must
be reasonable, must become a conscious intelligence beﬁmmna_ls_L
man, be a shrewd man hefore one is a child; the oneness of the

_whole man, \, Beauty, is not allowed to thrive and ripen in him before
he cultivates and develops himself. Pure intellect, pure reasonare"
always the kings of the North.

“But pure intellect has never produced anything intelligent, nor
pure reason anything reasonable. (

. ““Without beauty of spirit, intellect is like a w1llmg journeyman
who constructs the fence out of rough timber as it has been sketched
out for him and nails the sawn and planed posts together for the
garden that his master intends to plant. The entire business of
intellect is makeshift. By its ability to sort out, it saves us from folly,
from injustice; but to be safe from folly and injustice is, after all, not
the highest level of human excellence.

y  “Reason without beauty of spirit and heart is like an overseer
whom the master of the house has set over the servants; he knows as
little as they do what will come of all their endless toil, he only
shouts: ‘Get busy,’ and is almost sorry to find the work being
accomplished, for in the end he would have nothing more to oversee,
and his part would be played.

" “Mere intellect produces no philosophy, for philosophy is more
than the limited perception of what is.

) ere reason produces no philosophy, for philosophy is more
than the blind demand for ever greater progress in the combination
and differentiation of some particular material.

“But once the light of the divine ev duaxpepov eavry, which is
struggling reason’s ideal of Beauty, shines out, it does not demand
blindly, it knows why and to what end it demands.

“If the sun of the Beautiful shines for intellect at its work, as a
May day shines into the artist’s workshop, it does not go running out
and leave its work of makeshift unfinished, though it thinks fondly
of the holiday when it will rove abroad in the rejuvenating light of
spring.”

Thus far had I discoursed, when we landed on the shores of
Attica.

Ancient Athens was now too much in our minds for us to engage
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in anything like an orderly conversation, and I now felt surprised
myself at the sort of things I had been saying. “How did I ever
come,” I cried, “to be on the arid mountain peak on which you saw
me just now?”

“It is ever thus,” Diotima answered, “when we feel at our best.
Exuberant strength seeks something to do. Young lambs butt their
heads together when they are sated with their mother’s milk.”

We made our way to the summit of Lycabettus, and, though
pressed for time, we stopped now and again wrapped in thought,
preparing ourselves for wonders to come.

It is beautiful that man finds it so hard to convince himself of the
death of what he loves, probably no one has ever visited a friend’s
grave without some faint hope of really finding his friend there. The
beautiful phantom of ancient Athens took possession of me like the
figure of a mother returning from the realm of the dead.

“O Parthenon!” I cried, “pride of the world! Neptune’s kingdom
lies at thy feet like a subjugated lion, and around you the other
temples cluster like children, and the eloquent Agora and the Grove
of Academe—"

“Can you thus transport yourself to ancient times?” asked Di-
otima.

“Remind me not of time!” I answered; “it was a divine life and in
it man was the center of Nature. Spring, when it blossomed about
Athens, was like a modest flower on a maiden’s bosom; the sun rose
red with shame before the glories of earth.

“The marble cliffs of Hymettus and Pentelicus leaped from their
slumbering cradle like children from their mother’s lap, and attained
form and life under the loving hands of Athenians.

“Nature bestowed honey and the most beautiful violets and myr-
tles and olives.

“Nature was a priestess and man her god, and all life in her and
her every form and sound were but a single rapt echo of that glorious
one to whom she belonged.

“Him did she celebrate, to him only did she sacrifice.

“And he was worthy of it, whether he sat fondly in the sacred
workshop clasping the knees of the divine image that he had fash-
ioned, or lay at ease among his listening students on Sunium’s green
promontory, whiling away the time with high thoughts, or ran in the
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Stadium, or, from the orator’s tribune, sent rain and sunshine and
thunder and golden clouds, like the Storm God—"

“Oh, look!” Diotima suddenly cried to me.

I looked, and could have fainted, so mighty was the spectacle.

Like an immense shipwreck, when the gales have been hushed
and the sailors have fled and the corpse of the shattered fleet lies on
the sandbank unrecognizable, so before us lay Athens, and the
forsaken pillars stood before us like bare treetrunks of a wood that
at evening was still green and, the same night, went up in flames.

“Here,” said Diotima, “one learns to accept one’s own fate in
silence, be it good or bad.”

“Here,” I continued, “one learns to accept all things in silence.
Had the reapers who mowed this grainfield enriched their barns
with its stalks, nothing would have been lost, and I should be
content to stand here as a gleaner—but who was the winner?”

“The whole of Europe,” answered one of our friends.

“Oh, yes!” I cried, “they have dragged away the columns and
statues and sold them to one another, they have put no small price
on those noble forms—for their rarity, as one prizes parrots and
monkeys.”

“Say not so,” the same man answered; “if it is indeed true that the
spirit of all beauty is not among them, it is because it could not be
carried away, could not be bought.”

“Yes!” 1 cried, “yes! That spirit had perished even before the
destroyers descended on Attica. Not until houses and temples have
been deserted do the wild beasts dare to venture into gateways and
streets.”

“For him who possesses that spirit,” said Diotima consolingly,
“Athens still stands like a blossoming Truit tree. The artist can easily
“restore the torso for himself.”

The next morning we set out early, saw the ruins of the Parthenon,
the site of the ancient Theater of Dionysus, the Temple of Theseus,
the sixteen still-standing pillars of the divine Olympieion; but what
struck me most was the ancient gate that in times past afforded
passage from the old city to the new, where once a thousand
beautiful men and women must have greeted each other in a single
day. Now the gate gives passage to neither the old nor the new city, it
stands there silent and empty, like a dried up fountain from whose
conduits clear, cool water once poured with a welcoming splash.
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“Ah!” said I as we walked about, “Fate makes brave sport here,
throwing down temples and giving their shattered stones to children
to play with, turning disfigured gods into benches before peasants’
huts, and tombs into resting places for pasturing cattle; such prodi-
gality is more royal than Cleopatra’s whim of drinking dissolved
pearl—but alas for all that beauty and greatness!”

“Dear Hyperion!” cried Diotima, “it is time for you to go from
here; you are pale, your eyes are tired, and you seek in vain to
sustain yourself with new thoughts. Come out where it is green! out
among the colors of life! That will do you good.”

We went out into the nearby gardens.

The others, having fallen into talk with two English scholars who
were reaping a harvest from the antiquities of Athens, were not to be
budged. I was glad to leave them.

My whole being revived when I found myself alone with Diotima
again; she had fought a magnificent fight against the sacred chaos of
Athens. As the lyre of Urania above the discordant elements, so
Diotima’s quiet thoughts ruled above the ruins. As the moon out of a
tenuous cloudbank, so her spirit rose out of her beautiful sorrow;
the divine maiden stood there in her grief like the flower th
breathes forth its loveliest perfume in the dark of night. '

We walked on and on, and at last had not walked in vain.

O you groves of Angele, where the olive tree and the cypress,
whispering together, cool each other with pleasant shade, where the
golden fruit of the lemon tree glimmers from among dark leaves,
where the swelling grape grows luxuriantly on the stake, and the
ripe bitter-orange lies by the wayside like a smiling foundling! you
sweet-scented, hidden paths, you peaceful seats, where the reflection
of the myrtle smiles out of the spring! never shall I forget you.

Diotima aind I walked about for a while under the glorious trees,
until we came upon a bright open expanse.

Here we sat down. There was a blissful silence between us..My
spirit fluttered about the maiden’s divine form like a butterfly about
a flower, and my whole being was eased and brought to harmony in
the joy of inspiring contemplation.

“Are you so soon comforted, confused one?” said Diotima.

“Yes, yes, I am!” I answered. “What I thought was lost, I have;
what I pined for as if it had vanished from the world, is here before
me. No, Diotima! the spring of eternal Beauty has not yet dried up.

J
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“I have said it to you before: I need gods and men no longer. I
know that Heaven is desolate, depopulated, and that Earth, which
)once overflowed with beautiful human life, is become almost like an
anthill. But there is still a place where the old Heaven and the old
earth smile for me. For the gods of Heaven and the godlike men of
the Earth—I forget them all in you.

“What care I for the shipwreck of the world; I know nothing but
my blessed island.”

“There is a time for love,” said Diotima with gentle seriousness,

“as there is a time to live in the happy cradle. But life itself drives us
forth.

“Hyperion!”—here she ardently grasped my hand, and her voice
rose grandly—“Hyperion! I think you are born for higher things.
Do not misjudge yourself! it was lack of material that held you back.
Things went too slowly. That cast you down. Like young fencers, you
attacked too soon, before your aim was certain and your hand
skilled; and because, as was bound to happen, you took more
thrusts than you gave, you became timid and doubted yourself and
everything else; for you are as sensitive as you are impetuous. But
that has lost you nothing. Had your heart and your capacity for
action matured so early, your spirit would not be what it is; you
would not bé the thinking man, would not be the suffenng,
bulent man.-Believe me, you would never_ have known the equipoise
of beautiful humanity so purely if you had not lost it so compleuely
Your heart has at last found peace. I believe it. I understand it. But
do you truly think that you have reached the end? Do you mean to
shut yourself up in the heaven of your love, and let the world, which
needs you, wither and grow cold before you? You must shoot down
like the beam of light, you must descend like the all-refreshing rain,
into the land of mortal men, you must illuminate like Apollo, shake
and animate like Jupiter, or you are not worthy of your heaven. 1 beg
you: go back into Athens once again, and look not only at the ruins
but also at the men who walk among them, the wild Albanians and
the other good-hearted, childlike Greeks, who console themselves
with a merry dance and a pious tale for the infamous oppression
that weighs upon them—can you say, ‘I am ashamed to work with
this material?’ I think it can still be fashioned. Can you turn your
heart from those who are in need? They are not evil, they have done
you no harm!”
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“What can I do for them?” I cried.

“Give them what you have within you,” answered Diotima,
“g’ve_”

“Not another word, noble soul!” I cried, “else you will bend me,
else it will be as if you had brought me to it by force—

“They will not be happier, but nobler—no! they will be happier
too. They must arise, they must come forth, like young mountains
out of the ocean when their underground fire drives them.

“It is true that I stand alone, and appear among them without a
name. But cannot one alone, if he is a man, do more than hundreds
who are but fragments of men?

“Sacred Nature, thou art the same within me and without. It
cannot be so hard to unite what is outside of me and the divine
within me. If the bee can make her little kingdom flourish, why
should not I be able to plant and cultivate what is needful?

“What! the Arabian merchant sowed his Koran abroad, and a
people of scholars grew up for him like an endless forest, and shall
the field not thrive to which ancient truth returns in new, living
youth?

- “All shall be changed! From the root of humanity the new world
shall spring! A new divinity shall rule over them, a new future
brighten before them.

“In the workshop, in houses, in gatherings, in uemples—there will
be a change everywhere!

“But I must still go away and learn. I am an artist, and I am
unskilled. I fashion in thought, but I do not yet know how to direct
my hand—"

“You shall go to Italy,” said Diotima, “to Germany, France—how
many years do you need? three? four?—I think three are enough;
you are not the phlegmatic sort, and you seek only what is noblest
and most beautiful—"

“And then?”

“You will be the teacher of our people, you will be a great man, I
hope. And when then, as now, I embrace you, I shall dream, as if I
were a part of a glorious man, I shall rejoice, as if you had given me
half of your immortality, even as Castor did to Pollux, oh! I shall be a
proud girl, Hyperion!”

I remained silent for a while. I was filled with inexpressible joy.

“Is it possible that there is content between the decision and the
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act, is there rest before the victory?”

“It is the rest of the hero,” said Diotima, “there are decisions that,
like the words of gods, are at once command and fulfillment, and
such is yours.”

We returned, as after our first embrace. Everything had become
strange and new for us.

Now I stood above the ruins of Athens like the farmer on the
fallow field. “Only lie still,” I thought, as we returned to our ship,
“only lie still, sleeping land! Soon will the young life sprout green
from thee and grow toward the blessings of Heaven! Soon will the
clouds never rain in vain, soon will the Sun find his old nurslings
once more.

“You ask for men, Nature? You complain, like a lyre on which
only that brother of chance, the wind, plays because the artist who
imposed order on it has died? They will come, your men, O Nature!
A rejuvenated people will rejuvenate you, too, and you will be as its
bride, and the old union of spirits will renew itself in you.

“There will be but one Beauty; and man and Nature will be
united in one all-embracing divinity.”
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(Not to be born s, past all prizing, best; but, when a man has
seen the light, this is next best by far, that with all speed he
should go thither, whence he hath come.) = -

Book One

Hyperion to Bellarmin

e were experiencing the last beautiful moments of the year,
after our return from Attica.
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Autumn was a brother of spring for us, full of mild fire, a festival
time for memories of sorrows and past joys of love. The fading leaves
bore the rosy hue of sunset; only the spruce and the laurel stood in
eternal green. Migrating birds lingered in the clear air, others
swarmed in vineyard and garden, joyously reaping what men had
left. And the heavenly light ran pure from the cloudless sky, the
sacred sun smiled through every twig—the kindly one, never named
by me but with joy and gratitude, the sun that with a look has often
healed me in deep sorrow, and cleansed my soul of discontent and
cares.

We visited all our best loved paths once more, Diotima and I;
vanished blissful hours met us everywhere.

We remembered the past May; never, we said, had we seen the
Earth as it was then; it had been transformed, a silver cloud of
flowers, a joyous flame of life, purified of all crude matter.

“Oh! all was so full of pleasure and hope,” cried Diotima, “so full
of unceasing growth and yet so effortless, so blessedly quiet, like a
child playing on and on without another thought.”

“In that,” I cried, “I recognize the soul of Nature—in that still fire,
in that lingering in its mighty haste.”

“And how dear it is to the happy, that lingering,” cried Diotima;
“do you remember? once at twilight we stood together on the
bridge, after a hard storm, and the red mountain stream shot away
under us like an arrow, but there beside it the forest stood in green
peace and the bright leaves scarcely stirred. We felt so glad then that
the living green did not flee from us too, like the brook, and that the
beautiful spring stayed for us like a tame bird; yet now spring, too, is
over the hills and away.”

We smiled at that, although sorrow was closer to us.

So was our own bliss to depart, and we foresaw it.

O Bellarmin! who shall dare to say that he stands fast, when even
the beautiful thus ripens to its doom, when even the divine must
humble itself and share mortality with all that is mortal!

Hyperion to Bellarmin

I had lingered before her house with the lovely maid, until the lamp
of night shone into the peaceful twilight; then I returned to Notara’s
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dwelling, full of thoughts, full of seething, heroic life, as always
when I left her embraces. A letter had come from Alabanda.

“Things are stirring, Hyperion,” he wrote to me, “Russia has
declared war on the Porte; they are bringing a fleet into the Archi-
pelago;* the Greeks are to be free if they rise and help drive the
Sultan to the Euphrates. The Greeks will do their share, the Greeks
will be free, and I am heartily glad that at last there is something to
do again. I took no pleasure in the light of day, so long as this
remained undone.

“If you are still what you were, come! You will find me in the
village before Coron as you come by the road from Mistra. I live
beside the hill, in the white house at the edge of the woods.

“I have broken with the men whom you met through me in
Smyrna. You were right, with your finer sensitivity, not to enter their
sphere.

“I long for us to see each other again in the new life. Until now,
you have seen the world as too evil for you to let it know you.
Because you refused to perform servile tasks, you did nothing, and
doing nothing made you morose and dreamy.

“You refused to swim in the swamp. Come now, come and let 1 us
bathe in the open sea!

“It will do us good, O you who alone I love!”

So he wrote. For a moment I was aghast. My face burned with
shame, my heart seethed like hot springs, and I could not stand still,
such anguish did I feel at being outdistanced by Alabanda, outdone
forever. But then I all the more eagerly embraced the work before us.

“I have grown too idle,” I cried, “too fond of my ease, too remote,
too inactivel—Alabanda looks into the world like a noble pilot;
Alabanda is diligent and searches the waves for booty, and your
hands sleep on your lap? would you make do with words, and
exorcise the world with magic spells? But your words are like
snowflakes, useless, they only make the air darker, and your magic
formulas are for believers, but the unbelievers do not hear you.—
Yes! to be mild at the right time is a fine thing, but to be mild at the
wrong time is ugly, for it is cowardly!—But, Harmodius! I will
match your myrtle, your myrtle, in which the sword lay hidden. I
will not have been idle for nothing, and my sleep shall be like oil

*In the year 1770 (Holderlin’s note).
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when flame touches it. I will not look on when the time is at hand,
and will not go about asking for news while Alabanda earns the
laurel.”

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Diotima’s increasing pallor as she read Alabanda’s letter pierced my
soul. She then began, calmly and earnestly, to advise me against the
step, and we said many things for and against it. “O men of vio-
lence!” she cried at last, “who so quickly go to extremes, think of
Nemesis!”

“He who suffers extremes,” I said, “is right to go to extremes.”

“Even if it is right,” she said, “you were not born for it.”

“So it seems,” I said; “but I have dallied long enough. Oh, would
that I could load an Atlas upon me, to make good the sins of my
youth. Is there consciousness in me? is there endurance? Oh, let me,
Diotima! Here, in just such work, must I gain it.”

“This is vain pride!” cried Diotima; “not long ago you were more
{nodest, not long ago when you said, ‘I must still go away and

earn.’ ”

“Dear sophist!” I cried; “then we were talking of something
entirely different. To lead my people to the Olympus of divine
Beauty, where Truth and all Goodness gushes from springs forever
young—1I am not yet fit to do that. But I have learned to use a sword,
and for the moment that is all that is needed. The new union of
spirits cannot live in the air, the sacred theocracy of the Beautiful
must dwell in a free state, and that state must have a place on earth,
and that place we shall surely conquer.”

“You will conquer,” cried Diotima, “and forget what for; you
will, at the most, force the establishment of a free state, and then ask
yourself, ‘What have I been building for?’ Ah! it will be consumed,
all the beautiful life that was to have being there, it will be exhausted
even in you! The savage fight will tear you to pieces, beautiful soul,
you will grow old, blissful spirit! and, weary unto death, you will ask
in the end: ‘Where are you now, you ideals of youth?’ »

“It is cruel, Diotima,” I cried, “thus to reach into my very heart,
thus to hold me fast by my own fear of death, by my highest joy in
life, but no! no! no! Servitude kills, but just war brings every soul

s R
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life. It is casting the gold into the fire that gives it the color of the
sun! It is breaking fetters that first gives a man all his youth! It is
arising and trampling on the adder, on the crawling century tha!
poisons all Beauty and Nature in the bud—that alone saves 4/
man!—]I shall grow old, shall I, Diotima, setting Greece free? grow
old and miserable, become a common man? Oh, then was he, too,
shallow and empty and forsaken of the gods, that Athenian youth,
when, bearing news of victory from Marathon, he came over the
peak of Pentelicus and looked down into the valleys of Attica!”

“My love! my love!” cried Diotima, “oh, be still! I will not say
another word. You shall go, shall go, proud man! Ah! when you are
thus, I have no power over you, no right to you.”

She wept bitterly, and I stood before her like a criminal. “Forgwe
me, divine maid!” I cried, kneeling at her feet, “oh, forgive me, when
I am compelled! I do not choose; I do not reflect. There is a power in
me, and I know not if it is myself that drives me to this step.” “Your
whole soul commands you to it,” she answered. “Not to obey one’s
soul often leads to destruction, yet obeying it does too. It is best that
you go, for it is nobler. Act; I will bear it.”

Hyperion to Bellarmin

From then on Diotima was strangely changed.

I had seen with joy how, from the time we fell in love, her silent life
had opened into looks and fond words and her inborn quietude had
often met me with shining enthusiasm.

But how strange the beautiful soul becomes to us, when, after its
first blossoming, after the morning of its course, it must rise to its
high noon! The blessed child had grown almost unrecognizable, so
sublime and so sorrowful had she become.

Oh, how often did I lie before that divine, mourning figure, and
thought that I should weep my soul away in grief for her, and then
myself rose up in admiration and filled with unconquerable powers!
A flame had ascended into her eyes from her full heart. Her bosom,
teeming with longings and sorrows, had become too confining for
her; that is why her thoughts were so glorious and bold. A new
greatness, a visible power over everything that could feel, ruled in
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her. She was a higher being. She belonged to the race of mortals no
longer.
O my Diotima, if I had thought then to what this must come!

Hyperion to Bellarmin

The prudent Notara, too, was enchanted by the new projects, prom-
ised me a strong following, hoped soon to occupy the Isthmus of
Corinth and there take Greece as it were by the handle. But Fate
decreed otherwise, and made his work useless before it achieved its
end.

He advised me not to go to Tina, but to travel directly down the
Peloponnesus, escaping notice as far as possible. I was to write to my
father on the way, since the cautious old man would more easily
condone a step that had been taken than give permission for one
that had not. This was not quite to my taste, but we are prone to
sacrifice our private feelings when a great goal is before our eyes.

“I doubt,” Notara continued, “if you will be able to count on
your father’s help in a matter of this sort. So I shall give you what you
will need in order to live and work for a time, come what may. If you
are ever able to, you can repay me; if not, what was mine was yours
as well. Feel no embarrassment about the money,” he added with a
smile; “even Phoebus’ horses do not live on air alone, so the poets
tell us.”

Hyperion to Bellarmin

And now the day of parting came.

I had spent the whole morning up in Notara’s garden, in the fresh
winter air, among the ever green cypresses and cedars. The great
powers of youth supported me, and my premonition of suffering to
come bore me higher, like a cloud.

Diotima’s mother had invited Notara and our other friends and
myself to pass that last day together at her house. Their kind hearts
had all rejoiced over me and Diotima, and the element of the divine
in our love had not been lost on them. And now they were to bless
my parting too.
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I went down, I found the dear girl at the hearth. She took it as a
sacred, priestly duty to attend to the housekeeping that day. She had
put everything to rights, had beautified everything in the house, and
no one was allowed to help her with it. She had gathered all the
flowers that still remained in the garden, she had brought roses and
fresh bunches of grapes, even at that late time of year.

She recognized my footstep as I approached, she came softly
toward me; her pale cheeks glowed from the fire of the hearth, and
her eyes, larger in her new seriousness, were bright with tears. She
saw how overcome I was. “Go inside, my dear,” she said; “Mother is
there, and I will follow at once.”

I went in. There she sat, the noble woman, and held out her
beautiful hand to me. “Have you come, have you come, my son?”
she cried. “I ought to be angry with you, you have taken my child
from me, have talked me out of all common sense, do just what you
please and then go away; but forgive him, you Heavenly Powers, if
what he means to do is wrong! and if it is right, then be not slow to
help the dear lad!” I was going to speak, but just then Notara and
our other friends came in, with Diotima behind them.

We were silent for a while. We honored the grieving love that was
in us all; we feared to presume upon it with words and arrogant
thoughts. Finally, after a few desultory remarks, Diotima asked me
to tell them something about Agis and Cleomenes; I had often
named those great souls with ardent respect and had said that they
were no less demigods than Prometheus, and their battle against
Sparta’s fate more heroic than any in the most illustrious myths. The
genius of those men, I had said, was the sunset of the Greek day, as
Theseus and Homer had been its dawn.

I told their story, and at its end we all felt stronger and more
exalted.

“Happy is he,” cried one of our friends, “whose life alternates
between joy of heart and brisk battle!”

“Yes!” cried another, “that is eternal youth, when enough powers
are always in exercise and our whole selves are occupied in pleasure
and work.”

“Oh, that I could go with you!” Diotima cried to me.

“Yet it is fitting that you remain here, Diotima!” said I. “The
priestess may not leave the temple. You guard the sacred flame, in
silence you guard the Beautiful, that I may find it again in you.”
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“You are right of course, it is better,” she said, and her voice
trembled, and the ether-blue eyes hid themselves in her hand-
kerchief, that their tears, their despair might not be seen.

O Bellarmin, my heart was near to breaking because I had made
her blush so red. “Friends!” I cried, “preserve this angel for me, I
know nothing more, if I know her not. O Heavens! I dare not think
for what I would be fit if I lost her.”

“Rest easy, Hyperion!” Notara interrupted me.

“Easy?” I cried; “O you good people! you can often give thought
to how your garden will bloom and how good your harvest will be,
you can pray for your grapevine—and shall I part without concern
from what alone my soul serves?”

“No, my good friend!” cried Notara, deeply moved, “no! I do not
ask that you part from her without concern! no, by the divine
innocence of your love! you have my blessing, be sure of that!”

“You remind me,” I cried quickly. “She shall bless us, this dear
mother, she shall bear witness for us with you all—come, Diotima!
your mother shall bless our union, until the beautiful society for
which we hope joins us in marriage.”

I went down on one knee; and she, wide-eyed, blushing, smiling,
and festive, sank down at my side too.

“For a long time,” I cried, “O Nature! has our life been at one
with you, and the world that is ours is divinely young, like you and
all your gods, through the power of love.”

“In your groves we wandered,” Diotima continued, “and were like
you, by your springs we sat and were like you, there over the
mountains we went, with your children the stars, like you.

“When we were far from each other,” I cried, “when, like a
whispering harp, our coming delight first sounded for us, when we
found each other, when there was no more sleep for us, and all the
tones in us awoke to the full harmony of life, divine Nature! then
were we ever like you, and so now, too, when we part and joy dies,
we are like you, full of sorrow, yet good; therefore a pure mouth
shall bear witness for us that our love is holy and eternal, as are
you.”

“I bear witness to it,” her mother said.
“We bear witness to it,” cried the others.
Now there was no word left for us to speak. I felt my heart beat its
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highest; I felt ripe for departure. “Now I will go, my loved ones,” I
said, and life vanished from every face. Diotima stood like a marble
statue and I felt her hand die in mine. I had killed everything around
me; I was alone, and I reeled before the boundless silence in which
my seething life had no holdfast.

“Ah!” I cried, “my heart is fiery hot, and you all stand so coldly,
my loved ones! and do only the Gods of the household lend ear?—
Diotima! you are silent, you do not see!—oh, well for you that you
do not see!”

“Go now,” she sighed, “It must be; go now, dear heart!”

“O sweet music from those blissful lips!” I cried, and stood like a
suppliant before that lovely statue, “sweet music! drift upon me once
more, dawn once more, dear eyes of light!”

“Speak not so, beloved!” she cried, “speak to me more seriously,
speak to me with more heart!”

I wanted to restrain myself, but I was as in a dream.

“Alas!” I cried, “it is no parting from which there is a return.”

“You will kill her,” cried Notara. “See how gentle she is, and you
are so beside yourself.”

I looked at her, and tears poured from my burning eyes.

“Farewell, then, Diotima!” I cried, “heaven of my love, farewell!—
Let us be strong, dear friends! Dear Mother, I gave you joy and
sorrow. Farewell, farewell!”

I staggered away. Diotima alone followed me.

Evening had come, and the stars were rising in the sky. We
stopped and stood below the house. There was an eternity within us,
above us. Delicate as the ether, Diotima embraced me. “Silly! what is
parting?” she whispered mysteriously, with the smile of an immor-
tal .

“] feel differently now, too,” I said, “and I do not know which of
the two is a dream—my grief or my happiness.”

“Both are,” she answered, “and both are good.”

“Perfect one!” I cried, “I speak as you do. Let us know each other
by the starry sky. Let that be the sign between me and you, so long as
our lips are dumb.”

“So be it!” she said, with a lingering tone that I had never heard .
before—it was her last. Her image vanished from me in the twilight,
and I do not know if it was really she when I turned back for the last /
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time and the fading figure hovered before my eyes a moment longer
and then died into the night.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Why do I recount my grief to you, renew it, and stir up my restless
youth in me again? Is it not enough to have traveled once through
mortality? why do I not remain still in the peace of my spirit?

It is, my Bellarmin! because every living breath that we draw
remains dear to our heart, because all the transformations of pure
Nature are part of her beauty too. Our soul, when it puts off mortal
experiences and lives only in blessed quietness—is it not like a
leafless tree? like a head without hair? Dear Bellarmin! I was quiet
for a while; like a child, I lived under the still knolls of Salamis,
oblivious to mankind’s fate and striving. Since then much has
changed in my eyes, and now I have peace enough in me to remain
quiet when I look at human existence. O friend! in the end the Spirit
reconciles us with all things. You will not believe it, at least not of
me. But I think that even my letters should suffice to show you that
my soul is becoming more and more still every day. And I will
continue to tell you of it hereafter, until I have said enough for you to
believe me.

Here are letters of Diotima’s and mine, which we wrote to each
other after my departure from Calaurea. They are the most precious
part of all that I entrust to you. They are the warmest picture from
those days of my life. They tell you little of the clamor of war. But
hence all the more of my own life, and that is what you want. Ah,
and you must see, too, how greatly I was loved. That I could never
tell you, that only Diotima can tell.

Hyperion to Diotima
I have awakened from the death of absence, my Diotima! my spirit

arises, strengthened, as from sleep.
I write to you from a summit in the mountains of Epidaurus.
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There, far in the distance, your island looms faintly, Diotima! out
there, my stadium, where I must conquier or fall. O Peloponnesus! O
you springs of the Eurotas and Alpheus! There we shall prove
ourselves. There, from the forests of Sparta, the ancient genius of the
land will plunge down like an eagle with our army, as on roaring
pinions.

My soul is filled with longing for high deeds and filled with love,
Diotima, and in these Greek valleys my eye looks out as if to
command by magic: “Rise once more, you cities of the gods!”

There must be a god in me, for I scarcely feel our separation. Like
the blessed shades of Lethe, my soul now lives with yours in heav-
enly freedom, and Fate has no more power over our love.

Hyperion to Diotima

I am now deep in the Peloponnesus. In the same hut where I spent
last night, I once spent the night when, scarcely more than a boy, I
traveled through these regions with Adamas. How happily I sat here
then, on the bench in front of the house, listening to the bells of
arriving caravans tinkling in the distance and the plash of the nearby
spring, which poured its silver waters into the basin under flowering
acacias.

Now I am no less happy. I rove through this land as through
Dodona’s grove, where the oaks resounded with oracles prophesy-
ing fame. I see only deeds, past and to come, even though I wan-
der from morning to night under the open sky. Believe me, he
who travels through this land and still tolerates a yoke on his neck,
still becomes no Pelopidas: he is empty-hearted or without under-
standing.

Can this sleep have lasted so long? so long has time, dark and
dumb as the River of Hell, glided on in drear sloth?

And yet all is ready. The mountain folk hereabout are full of
vengeful energy; they lie like a silent storm cloud that waits only for
the wind to drive it on. Diotima! let me breathe the breath of God
among them; let me speak a word to them from my heart, Diotima.
Fear not! They will not be so savage. I know untutored nature. It
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scorns reason, but it is close kin to enthusiasm. He who but works
with his whole soul never goes wrong. He need not ponder, for no
power is against him.

Hyperion to Diotima

Tomorrow I shall be with Alabanda. It is a delight for me to ask the
way to Coron, and I ask more often than I need to. I would take the
wings of the sun and be off to him, yet I find myself inclined to hang
back and ask, “What will he be like?”

The kingly youth! why was I born after him? why did I not spring
from one cradle with him? I cannot bear the difference between us.
Oh, why did I live in Tina like an idle shepherd boy, and did not even
dream of such a man as he until he was already testing Nature by
living work, already battling sea and air and all the elements? was
not a longing for the glory of action astir in me then too?

But I will catch up with him; I will be speedy. By Heaven! I am
overripe for work. My soul has only itself to be angry with if I do not
soon free myself by some living action.

Noble maiden! how could you not find me wanting? How could
you possibly love a being so empty of deeds?

Hyperion to Diotima

I have him, dear Diotima!

My breast is light, and swift my sinews, ha! and the future tempts
me, as clear deep water tempts us to leap into it and cool our
exuberant blood in that freshening bath. But this is idle chatter. We
are dearer to each other than ever, my Alabanda and 1. We are freer
tog;ther, and yet all the fullness and depth of life is there, as it used
to be.

Oh, how right the tyrants of old were to forbid such friendships as
ours! Then a man is as strong as a demigod and tolerates no
insolence within his sphere!—

It was evening when I entered his room. He had just laid aside his
work and was sitting by the window in a moonlit corner, commun-
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ing with his thoughts. I was standing in the dark, he did not
recognize me, he looked toward me unconcernedly. Heaven knows
who he took me to be. “Well, how goes it?” he cried. “Well
enough,” I said. But my dissembling availed nothing. My voice was
filled with secret delight. “What is this?” he sprang up; “is it you?”
“Yes, you blindman,” I cried, and flew into his arms. “Oh, now,”
Alabanda cried at last, “now everything will be different, Hyper-
ion!”

“So I think too,” said I, and happily shook his hand.

“And do you still know me,” Alabanda continued after a time,
“have you still your old devout belief in Alabanda? Magnanimous
Hyperion! things have not gone as well for me since, as they did
when I felt the light of your love on me.”

“What!” I cried, “can Alabanda ask this? There was no pride in
those words, Alabanda. But it is a sign of this age that the old heroic
nature goes begging for respect and the living human heart pines for
a drop of love, like an orphan.”

“Dear youth!” he cried; “I have grown old, that is all. The
slackness of life everywhere, and that matter of the old men with
whom I wanted to put you to school in Smyrna—"

“Oh, it is bitter,” I cried; “the deadly Goddess, the Nameless One
whom men call Fate, has not spared even this man.”

Lights were brought, and again we looked at each other in cau-
tiously loving scrutiny. My dear friend’s figure had changed very
much since those days of hope. His large, ever-animated eye shone
gpon me from his faded face like the midday sun from a pallid

eaven.

“Dear youth!” cried Alabanda, lovingly vexed to find me staring
at him so, “enough of these dolorous looks, dear youth! I know very
well that I have sunk. O my Hyperion! I long so much for something
great and true and, with you, I hope to find it. You have outgrown
me, you are freer and stronger than in the past, and, believe me! it
rejoices my heart. I am the parched land, and you come like a
fortunate storm—oh, it is glorious that you are here!”

“Stop!” I said, “you drive me out of my senses, and we should not
:lg:fdsofourselvesatalluntilweareinthemidstofliﬁe,among

“Yes, yes!” Alabanda cried joyously, “not until the horn sounds do
the hunters feel like hunters.”
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“Will it start soon, then?” I said.

“It will,” cried Alabanda, “and I tell you, dear heart! it will be
quite a fire. Ha! may it reach to the tower’s top and melt its vane and
rage and swirl about it until it bursts and falls!—and you must not
take offense at our allies. I know that the good Russians would like
to use us as firearms. But let that pass! when our strong Spartans
have once learned in the field who they are and of what they are
capable, when once we have conquered the Peloponnesus with
them, then we will laugh in the North Pole’s face and make a life of
our own.”

“A life of our own,” I cried, “a new, an honorable life. Were we
born of the swamp, like a will-o -the-wnsp, or are we descended from
the victors at Salamis? How is this? how, O free nature of the
Greeks, have you become a maidservant? how have you so declined,
ancestral race, of which the divine images of Jupiter and Apollo
were once only the copy?—But hear me, sky of Ionia! hear me, my
native soil, you that, half naked, dress yourself like a beggarwoman
in the rags of your ancient glory; I will bear it no longer!”

“Oh Sun, who fostered us!” cried Alabanda, “you shall witness it
when our courage grows under our toil, when our resolution takes
shape under the blows of Fate like iron under the hammer.”

Each of us enflamed the other.

“And let no spot remain, none of the abject nonsense with which
this century would smear us as the rabble do the walls!”

“Oh,” cried Alabanda, “that is the reason war is so good—"

“Yes, yes, Alabanda,” I cried, “even as are all great undertakings,
in which men’s strength and spirit, not crutches and wings of wax,
are the means. There we take off the slaves’ clothing branded with
the mark which Fate would set upon us—"

“There all that is frivolous, all that is forced, has no more cur-
rency,” cried Alabanda, “we go stripped of ornaments as of chains,
naked as in the races at Nemea, straight to the goal.”

“To the goal,” I cried, “where the young free state dawns and the
pantheon of all Beauty arises from the soil of Greece.”

Alabanda was silent for a while. A new red rose into his face and
his form grew as a plant refreshed.

“O Youth, Youth!” he cried, “then will I drink from your spring;
then will I live and love. I am very joyful, Sky of Night,” he went on
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as if intoxicated, walking to the window, “your vault is over me like
the foliage of a vine, and your stars hang down like clusters of

grapes.

Hyperion to Diotima

It is my good fortune that my life is completely occupied with work.
1 should fall into one folly after another, so full is my soul, so am I
intoxicated by the proud, the wonderful man who loves nothing but
me and heaps all the humility that is in him upon me alone. O
Diotima! this Alabanda has wept before me, has begged me like a
child to forgive him for what-he did to me in Smyrna.

Who am I, you loved ones, that I call you mine, that I dare to say,
“They are my own,” that, like a conqueror, I stand between you and
hold you as my treasure?

O Diotima! O Alabanda! noble, calmly great beings! how much
there is for me to accomplish, if I am not to flee from my happiness,
from you?

Just now, while I was writing, I received your letter, dear one.

Grieve not, lovely being, grieve not! Preserve yourself unwithered
by sorrow, for the future festivals of our country! Diotima, preserve
yourself for the shining celebration of Nature and for all the serene
days set aside to honor the gods!

Do you not see Greece already?

Oh, do you not see how, rejoicing in their new neighbor, the
eternal stars smile over our towns and groves, how the ancient
ocean, when it sees our people wandering happily along the shore,
remembers the beautiful Athenians and speeds good fortune to us
again, as then it did to its favorites, on rejoicing waves? O soulful
maiden! you are so beautiful already! when the true climate nour
ishes you at last, in what enchanting glory will you not flower!

Diotima to Hyperion

I had shut myself up indoors most of the time since you went away,
dear Hyperion! Today I went out again.
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In the sweet February air I gathered life, and I bring you what I
gathered. It still did me good, the fresh warming of the sky; I still felt
in sympathy with the new joy of the plant world, ever pure, ever the
same, where all things grieve and rejoice again in their time.

Hyperion! O my Hyperion! then why do not we too walk the
quiet paths of life? They are holy names, winter and spring and
summer and autumn! yet we know them not. It is not a sin to grieve
in spring? Why do we, then?

Forgive me! Earth’s children live through the sun alone; I live
through you; I have other joys, so is it any wonder if I have other
griefs? and must I grieve? must I?

Brave one! loved one! shall I wither while you shine? shall my
‘wart grow weary when the joy of victory wakes in your every vein?
Had I heard in times past that a Greek youth had risen to raise our
good people out of their shame, to give them back the maternal
Beauty from which they are sprung, how I should have started from
the dream of childhood and thirsted for the image of one so
precious! and now that he is there, now that he is mine, can I still
weep? Oh, the silly girl! is it not true? is he not the glorious one,
and is he not mine! O you shadows of a blessed time! you my
beloved memories!

Yet it seems as if it was scarcely yesterday, that magical evening
when the sacred stranger came to me for the first time, when, like a
grieving genius, he shone into the shadows of the wood where the
carefree maiden sat in the dream of youth—in the air of May he
came, in the enchanting May air of Ionia, and it made him bloom all
the more, it waved his hair, opened his lips like flowers, dissolved
sorrow in smiles, and O you rayé of heaven! how you shone on me
from those eyes, from those intoxicating springs where in the
shadow of screening brows eternal life shimmers and wells!—

Merciful Gods! how beautiful he became with his gaze upon me!
how the whole youth, grown a span taller, stood there in easy
strength, save that his dear, modest arms dropped down as if they
were nothing! and how, then, he looked up in rapture, as if I had
flown into the sky and were no longer there, ah! how, aware of me
again, his eye shone bright as Phoebus through the darkening tears
and, smiling, he blushed with inborn grace to ask me, “Is it you? is it
you indeed?”
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And why did he come to me with thoughts so devout, so full of
dear superstition? why did he first stand with bowed head, why was
the divine youth so full of shyness and grief? His genius was too
blessed to remain alone, and the world too poor to comprehend
him. Oh, it was a dear image, woven of greatness and sorrow! But
now it is otherwise! the sorrowing is over! He has found work to do,
he is sick no longer!—

1 was full of sighs when I began to write to you, my beloved! Now
Iam pure joy. To talk of you has been to grow happy. And look! even
so shall it remain. Farewell!

Hyperion to Diotima

We have managed to celebrate your birthday, beautiful being! before
the uproar begins. It was a heavenly day. The lovely springtime
wafted and shone from the East, conjured your name from us as it
conjures the flowers from the trees, and all the blessed secrets of love
took my breath away. My friend had never known of such a love as
ours, and it was ravishing to see how attentive the proud man
became and how his eye and his spirit glowed as they strove to
apprehend your image, your being.

“Oh,” he cried at last, “our Greece is well worth fighting for when
it still bears such offspring!”

“Yes indeed, my Alabanda,” said I; “then we go joyfully into
battle, then a divine fire drives us on to do high deeds when our
spirit is rejuvenated by the image of such natures, then we run for no
petty goal, then we are not concerned for this thing and that thing,
do not tinker with outsides, unheeding the spirit, nor drink the wine
for the cup’s sake, then we will not rest, Alabanda, until the ecstasy
of the Genius is a secret no longer, when all eyes are transformed
into triumphal arches from which man’s spirit, long absent, shines
forth out of error and sufferings and greets the paternal ether in the
joy of victory.—Ha! let no one think to know our people, as they are
to be, from their flag alone; everything must be rejuvenated, every-
thing be changed from the ground up; pleasure must be full of
seriousness, and all work gleeful! nothing, not even the least and
most commonplace of things, must be without spirit and the gods!
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Love and hate and every tone from us must make the commoner
world wonder, not a single moment must ever dare to remind us of
the lowly past!”

Hyperion to Diotima

The volcano is erupting. The Turks are besieged in Coron and
Modon and we are pushing on against the Peloponnesus with our
mountaineers.

Now all depression is ended, Diotima, and my spirit is firmer and
swifter since I am occupied with vital work and yes! I now even have
a daily schedule.

I begin with the sun. I go out to where my troops are lying in the
shadow of the woods and greet the thousand clear eyes that now
open to me with wild affection. An awakening army! I know of
nothing like it and all the life of towns and villages is like a swarm of
bees in comparison.

Man cannot hide it from himself: once he was happy, like the deer
in the forest, and even now, after untold years, there rises in us a
longing for the days of the primal world, when he roved over the
earth like a god, before I know not what tamed man, and, instead of
walls and dead wood, the soul of the World, sacred Air, still
wrapped him in its universal presence.

Diotima! I am often filled with wonder when I go about among
my carefree men and one after another stands up as if sprung from
the earth and stretches himself toward the dawn, and among the
martial groups the crackling flame rises, where the mother sits with
the freezing infant, where the restoring dish is cooking, while the
horses, sniffing the day, snort and whinny, and the wood resounds
with shattering military music, and everywhere glitters and rings
with weapons—but these are words, and the unique pleasure of
such a life cannot be told.

Then my troop gathers eagerly around me, and it is wonderful
how even the oldest and most recalcitrant respect me, despite my
youth. We become more and more intimate, and many of them tell
me what their lives have been, and my heart often swells with their
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so various fates. Then I begin to speak of better days, and their eyes
open wide and shine when they think of the covenant that will unite
us, and the proud image of the free state that is soon to be looms
before them.

All for one and one for all! There is a joyous spirit in the words,
and it takes possession of my men, too, like a divine decree. O
Diotima! to see how their stubborn natures are softened by hopes,
and all their pulses beat more strongly, and the burdened brow is
smoothed and cleared by planning! to stand there in a sphere of
men, surrounded by faith and joy—that is more, far more, than to
behold earth and sky and sea in all their glory.

Then I drill them in weapons and marching until toward noon.
The happy mood makes them eager pupils, as it makes me a teacher.
Now they stand close together in the Macedonian phalanx, moving
only their arms; now like rays they fly in different directions to more
hazardous combat in separate squads, where their flexible strength
changes with every position and each is his own general, then
assemble again in a place of safety—and always, wherever they go or
stand in this sort of war dance, before their eyes and mine floats the
image of the tyrant’s cohorts and the field of real battle.

Then, when the sun shines hotter, we hold council deep in the
wood, and it is a joy thus in quiet thought to determine our great
future. We strip chance of its power; we master destiny. We let
resistance arise as suits our purpose; we lure the enemy into actions
for which we are prepared. Or we bide our time and appear to be
afraid, and let him come nearer until he exposes his head to our
blow, or we utterly disconcert him with our speed, and that is my
panacea. But the more experienced physicians do not hold with
such a cure. |

After that, how good I feel in the evening, with my Alabanda,
when we rove for pleasure around the sun-red hills on our spirited
horses, and on the summits where we linger, the wind plays in the
manes of our mounts and the soothing rustle mingles with our talk,
while we gaze into the distances of Sparta, which are the prize for
which we shall fight! and then when we have returned and sit
together in the pleasant cool of the night, and the winecup is sweet
in our nostrils and the moon’s rays light our frugal meal, and amid
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our smiling silence, the history of the men of old rises like a cloud
from the soil that bears us, how blissful it is in such moments to
grasp each other’s hands!

Then perhaps Alabanda speaks of many another whom the ennui
of this century torments, of so many a strangely crooked course that
life takes, now that its straight path has been blocked, and then I
think, too, of my Adamas, with his journeyings, his strange longing
for the innermost parts of Asia—“These are but stopgaps, dear old
man,” | would cry to him now, “come! and build your world! with
us! for our world is yours, t0o.”

And yours, too, Diotima, for it is copied after you. O you, with
your Elysian quiet, could we but create that which you are!

Hyperion to Diotima

We have now won three battles in succession—small ones, to be
sure, but in them the combatants collided like thunderbolts and all
was one consuming flame. Navarin is ours, and we are now before
the fortress of Mistra, that remnant of ancient Sparta. And the flag
that I wrested from an Albanian horde, I have planted on a ruin that
lies before the city, and in my joy have thrown my Turkish turban
into the Eurotas and since then wear the Greek casque.

And now would that I could see you, O maiden! that I could see
you and take your hands and press them to my heart, whose joy will
soon perhaps be too great! soon! in a week perhaps the old, noble
land will be set free, the sacred Peloponnesus.

Then, O precious one, teach me to be pious! then teach my
overflowing heart a prayer! I should be silent, for what have I done?
and if I had done anything worth speaking of, how much is nonethe-
less left to do! But how can I help it if my thought is swifter than
time? I wish so much that it were the other way around, that time
and the deed overtook the thought, that winged victory outstripped
the hope itself.

My Alabanda blooms like a bridegroom. From his every look the
coming world smiles at me, and with that I still quiet my impatience
somewhat.
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Diotima! I would not change this budding happiness for the most
beautiful life that was ever lived in ancient Greece, and the smallest
of our victories is dearer to me than Marathon and Thermopylae
and Plataea. Is it not true? is not life recovering health more cher-
ished than the pure life that has not yet known sickness? Not until
youth is gone do we love it, not until what has been lost returns does
it rejoice all the depths of the soul. .

~ My tent is pitched beside the Eurotas, and when I wake up after
midnight the ancient River God roars past exhorting me, and,
spailing, I pick the flowers on the bank and throw them into his
ining waves and say to him: “Take it as a sign, thou lonely one!
Soon the old life will bloom around thee again.”

Diotima to Hyperion

I have received the letters, my Hyperion, that you have written me
along your way. You move me powerfully by all that you say, and in
the midst of my love I often shudder to see the gentle youth _who

t at my feet transformed into this robust being.

Will you not forget all that you have Ieatned of love?

But change as you will! I follow you. I believe that if you could
hate me, I, too, should even come to feel as you felt, would make an
effort to hate you, and so our souls would remain alike—and this
that I say is no exaggeration, Hyperion.

I, too, am wholly different from what I was. I have lost my serene
view of the world and my free delight in everything that has life.
Only the field of the stars still draws my eyes. On the other hand, I
think all the more fondly of the great spirits of the past and how they
ended on earth, and the noble women of Sparta have won my heart.
With all this, I do not forget the new champions, the strong whose
hour has come, I often hear their shouts of victory through the
Peloponnesus roar nearer and nearer to me, I often see them surging
down like a cataract through the woods of Epidaurus, and their
weapons glitter far off in the sunlight that guides them on like a
herald, O my Hyperion! and you come swiftly across to Calaurea
and greet the quiet woods of our love, greet me, and then fly back to
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your work;—and do you think I fear for the outcome! Dearest! often
I am close to being troubled, but my nobler thoughts are like flames
and hold off the chill.—

Farewell! Accomplish what the spirit bids you! and let not the war
go on too long, for peace’s sake, Hyperion, for the sake of the
beautiful, new, golden peace, when, as you said, the laws of Nature
will yet be written in our statute book, and when life itself, when
divine Nature, that can be written in no book, will dwell in the
hearts of the community. Farewell.

Hyperion to Diotima

You should have calmed me, my Diotima! should have said that I
must not go too fast, must extort victory from Fate little by little, as
what they owe is wrung from impecunious debtors. O maiden! to
stand still is worse than anything. My blood dries up in my veins, I
so thirst to go forward, and must stand here idle, laying siege day in
and day out. Our men want to storm, but that would heat their
excited spirits to frenzy, and alas! then for our hopes, if every
savagery erupts and bursts the bonds of discipline and love.

I do not know, it can be but a few days longer before Mistra must
surrender, but I wish we were farther forward. Here in the camp I
feel as if I were in the atmosphere of a brewing storm. I am impa-
tient, and my men are not to my liking. There is a recklessness
among them that is terrifying.

But I am stupid to make so much of my state of mind. Yes, a little
concern is a cheap price to pay for making ancient Lacedaemon
ours.

Hyperion to Diotima

It is over, Diotima! our men have plundered, murdered, indis-
criminately, even our brothers were killed, the innocent Greeks in
Mistra, or they wander helplessly about, their deathly faces calling
Heaven and Earth to wreak vengeance on the barbarians, whose
leader I was.
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Now indeed I can go forth and preach my good cause. Oh now
indeed all hearts will fly to me!

How cleverly I went about it. How well I knew my men. Yes! it
was indeed a remarkable undertaking, to establish my Elysium with
a pack of thieves!

No! by sacred Nemesis! I have got what I deserved, and I will bear
it too, bear it until the pain destroys my last consciousness.

Do you think I am raving? I have an honorable wound, which one
of my faithful followers gave me while I was trying to avert the
horror. If I were raving, I would tear the bandage from it, and then
my blood would run where it should—into this sorrowing soil.

This sorrowing soil! whose nakedness I souét to clothe with

sacred groves! this soil which I sought to adorn wi e flowers
of Greek life!

Oh, it would have been beautiful, my Diotima!

Do you tell me I have lost faith? Dear girl! the evil is too great.
Bands of madmen are bursting in on every side; rapacity rages like
the plague in Morea, and he who does not also take the sword is
hunted down and slain, and the maniacs say they are fighting for our
freedom. Others of these wild men are paid by the Sultan and do the
same things.

I have just heard that our dishonored army is now scattered. The
cowards encountered a troop of Albanians near Tripolissa, only half
as many as themselves. But since there was nothing to plunder, the
wretches all ran away. Only the Russians who risked this campaign
with us, forty brave men, put up a resistance, and they all found
death.

So now I'am again alone with my Alabanda, as before. Ever since
he saw me fall and bleed in Mistra, that true-hearted friend has
forgotten everything else—his hopes, his longing for victory, his
despair. He who in his fury came down upon the plunderers like an
avenging god, he led me out of the fight so gently, and his tears wet
my clothes. He stayed with me, too, in the hut where I have lain
since then, and only now am I glad that he did so. For had he gone
on, he would now be lying in the dust before Tripolissa.

What is to follow I know not. Fate casts me adrift in uncertainty;
and I have deserved it; my own feeling of shame banishes me from
you, and who knows for how long?
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Ah! I promised you a Greece, and instead you receive only an
elegy. Be your own consolation!

Hyperion to Diotima

I can scarcely bring myself to speak.

To be sure, men delight in speaking, they chatter away like the
birds, so long as the world breathes upon them like the air of May;
but between noon and evening that can change, and what is lost in
the end?

Believe me, and consider that I say it to you from the depths of my
soul: speech is a great superfluity. The best is ever for itself, and rests
in its own depth like the pearl at the bottom of the sea.—But what I
really wanted to write to you is this: because the painting needs its
frame and man his daily work, I am now going to take service for a
time in the Russian fleet; for I have nothing more to do with the
Greeks. ,

O dear girl! It has grown very dark around me!

Hyperion to Diotima

I have hesitated, I have struggled. But now at last it must be.

I see what is necessary. And since I see it, it shall come to pass. Do
not misunderstand me! do not condemn me! I must advise you to
give me up, my Diotima.

I am nothing more for you, lovely being! This heart has dried up
toward you, and my eyes no more see what has life. Oh, my lips have
withered; the sweet breath of love no longer wells up in my breast.

One day has taken all my youth from me; beside the Eurotas my
life wept itself weary, ah! beside the Eurotas which, in irreparable
dishonor, goes mourning with its every wave past Lacedaemon’s
ruins. There, there did Fate mow down my harvest.—Am I to have
your love as an alms?—I am as utterly nothing, as inglorious, as the
most wretched serf. I am banished, cursed, like a common rebel,
and many a Greek in Morea will hereafter narrate our heroic deeds
to his children’s children as a tale of thieves.



Hyperion * 99

And, ah! I have long kept one thing from you. My father has
solemnly disowned me, banished me irrevocably from the home of
my youth; he will never see me again, either in this life or the next, as
he puts it. So reads the answer to the letter in which I wrote to him
of my undertaking.

But let not pity, now or ever, lead you astray. Believe me, there is
one joy left for us everywhere. True grief inspires. He who steps on
his misery stands higher. And it is glorious that only in suffering do
we truly feel freedom of soul. Freedom! if any understand the
word—it is a deep word, Diotima. I am so inwardly assailed, so
extraordinarily hurt, I am without hope, without a goal, utterly
dishonored, and yet there is a power in me, something indomitable,
that sets my frame sweetly trembling whenever it awakes in me.

And I still have my Alabanda. He has as little to gain as I have. I
can keep him for myself without injuring him. Ah! the kingly youth
would have deserved a better lot. He has become so gentle and so
quiet. It often comes near to breaking my heart. But each of us
sustains the other. We do not talk together; what should we say? but
there is a blessing in many little affectionate things that we do for
each other.

There he sleeps, smiling resignedly, in all our misfortune. The
good soul! he does not know what I am doing. He would not
tolerate it. “You must write to Diotima,” he ordered me, “and tell
her to be ready soon to fly with you to a more endurable country.”
But he does not know that a heart that has learned to despair like his
and like mine is nothing more for its beloved. No! no! you would
forever find no peace with Hyperion, you could not but be un-
faithful, and that I shall spare you.

And so farewell, sweet maid! farewell! Would that I could say to
you: “Go here, go there; there the springs of life murmur.” Would
that I could show you a freer country, a country filled with beauty
and soul, and say: “Escape there.” But, O Heaven! if I could do that,
I should be other than I am, and then I should not need to take my
leave—take leave? Ah, I know not what I am doing. I thought that I
Was so self-possessed, so cool-headed. Now my brain reels, my heart
tosses like an impatient sick man. woe to me! I am destroying my
last happiness. But it must be, and mortal nature’s “Alas!” is unavail-
ing here. I owe it to you, and, besxdw that, I was born to be homeless



100 ° Friedrich Holderlin

and without a resting place. O Earth! O you Stars! shall I find
nowhere to abide, even to the end?

Could I but once return to your arms, no matter where! Eyes clear
as the ether! could I but once again find myself in you! hang on
those lips of yours, O lovable, inexpressible one! and drink down
your ravishing, blessed sweet life—but listen not to this! I implore
you, heed it not! If you listened, I should say I am a seducer. You
know me, you understand me. You recognize what deep respect you
pay me, if you do not pity me, do not listen to me.

I can, I may no more—how should the priest live when his God is
no more? O Genius of my people! O Soul of Greece! I must descend,
I must seek you in the realm of the dead.

Hyperion to Diotima

I have waited long, I will confess to you; I have hoped anxiously for a
parting word from your heart, but you are silent. That, too, is a
language of your beautiful soul, Diotima.

Is it not true that the more sacred harmonies do not therefore
cease? is it not true, Diotima, that even when the soft moonlight of
love sets, the higher stars of its heaven still shine on? Oh, that is
indeed my last joy, that we are inseparable, even if no sound returns
to me from you, no shadow of our fair young days.

I gaze out to the reddened sea of evening; I stretch my arms
toward the far place where you live, and my soul is warmed once
again by all the joys of love and youth.

O Earth! my cradle! all bliss and all sorrow is in our leave-taking
from you!

You dear Ionian islands! and you, my Calaurea, and you, my
Tina, you are all before my eyes, distant though you be, and my

. spirit flies with the breeze over the moving waters; and you that
loom dimly over there, you shores of Teos and Ephesus, where once
I walked with Alabanda in the days of hope, you appear to me again
as in that time, and I would sail across to the mainland and kiss that
soil and warm it at my breast and stammer out all sweet words of
farewell to the silent Earth, before I fly up into freedom.

Alas, alas, that things are not now better among mankind! were it
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otherwise, I would gladly remain upon this goodly star. But I can
forego this globe of the Earth, and that is more than all that it can
give.
“Let us bear slavery, O child, in the light of the Sun,” said her

mother to Polyxena, and her love of life could find no more beautiful

expression. But it is the light of the Sun that exhorts me not to bear

slavery, that will not let me remain upon the degraded Earth, and his

holy rays draw me on, like paths that lead home.

Long since has the majesty of the soul that is outside of Fate been
more present to me than anything else; I have often lived within
myself in glorious solitude; I have grown used to shaking off outside

“things like flakes of snow; why, then, should I be afraid to seek so-
called death? have I not freed myself a thousand times in thought?
why should I hesitate to do it once in reality? Are we like slaves,
then, bound to the soil that we plow? are we like barnyard fowls,
which dare not run out of the courtyard because they are fed there?

We are like young eagles whose father drives them out of the nest
that they may seek their prey in the high ether.

Tomorrow our fleet goes into action, and the fight will be hot
enough. I look on this battle as a bath that will wash the dust from
me; and I shall doubtless find what I wish for; wishes like mine are
easily granted, and on the spot. And so I should have gained some-
thing after all from my campaign, and behold! no effort that man
makes is wholly in vain.

Devout soul! I would say, “Think of me when you come upon my
grave.” But they will doubtless throw me into the sea, and I am
content to have my remains sink down where the springs and all the
rivers that I loved gather together, and where the storm cloud arises
to drench the mountains and the valleys that I loved. And we? O
Diotima! Diotima! when shall we see each other once again?

It is impossible, and my inmost life rebels if I try to think that we
are lost to each other. I would wander among the stars for millen-
niums, clothe myself in all forms, in all the languages of life, that I
might meet you once again. But I think that what is alike is soon
united.

Great soul! you will be able to reconcile yourself to this parting,
and so let me be off on my journey! Greet your mother! greet Notara
and our other friends!
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And greet the trees where I found you before me for the first time
and the joyous brooks where we walked and the lovely gardens of
Angele, and, dear one, let my image be before you. Farewell.

Book Two

Hyperion to Bellarmin

was in a lovely dream when I copied out for you the letters that I

once exchanged. Now I write to you again, my Bellarmin! and
lead you yet further down, down into the deepest depth of my
sorrow, and then, you last of my loves! come out with me again, to
the place where a new day shines upon us.

The battle of which I had written to Diotima began. The Turkish
ships had withdrawn into the strait between the island of Chios and
the Asiatic coast, and had taken up a position along the mainland
near Cheshme. My admiral left the line with his ship, on which I
was, and began the prelude with the first Turkish ship. The enraged
pair were heated to frenzy at the very first attack; it was an intoxica-
tion of revenge, a terrible battle. The ships were soon fast together by
their rigging; the furious fight was ever at closer quarters.

A profound sense of life still pervaded me. I felt warm and good in
every limb. My spirit, like one taking tender leave, was aware of itself
for the last time in all its senses. And now, filled with hot disgust at
knowing nothing better than to let myself be slaughtered in a crush
of barbarians, I rushed on, with tears of rage in my eyes, to where
certain death awaited me.

I had not far to seek for the enemy, and it was not many minutes
before, of the Russians who were fighting beside me, not even one
was left. I stood there alone, filled with pride, and flung my life
down before the barbarians like a beggar’s penny; but they would
have none of me. They looked at me as at a man whom one is afraid
to offend, and Fate seemed to feel consideration for me in my
despair.

In desperate self-defense, one of them at last aimed a blow at me,
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striking me so that I fell. After that I knew nothing, until I came to
my senses again in Paros, to which I had been brought by ship.

From the servant who carried me out of the battle I later heard
that the two ships that had begun the fight had blown up the
moment after he and the surgeon had taken me off in a boat. The
Russians had thrown fire into the Turkish ship; and since theirs was
fast to the other, it had burned too.

How this terrible battle ended, you know. “Thus one poison
wreaks vengeance upon the other,” I cried, when I learned that the
Russians had burned the entire Turkish fleet—“thus do tyrants
exterminate themselves.”

Hyperion to Bellarmin

Six days after the battle I lay in a tortured, deathly sleep. My life was
like a night interrupted by pains as from flashing lightning. My first
returning consciousness was of Alabanda. He had not—so I
learned—stirred from my side for an instant, had taken care of me
almost single-handed, with incredible assiduity, with a thousand
tender, homely services of which he would otherwise never in his life
have thought, and he had been heard to cry, on his knees beside my
bed: “O live, my loved one, that I may live!”

It was a happy awakening, Bellarmin! when my eyes opened to the
light again, and the glorious youth stood before me with tears of
emotion at our reunion.

I held out my hand, and, proud as he was, he kissed it with all the
rapture of love. “He lives,” he cried, “O Nature! O kindly, all-
healing savior! you do not, will not forsake your wretched pair, your
wanderers without a country. O Hyperion! never will I forget seeing
your ship go up in fire before my eyes and, thundering, carry the
sailors with it in raging flame, and among the few who were saved
there was no Hyperion. I was out of my mind, and the fierce clamor
of battle did not quiet me. But I soon heard news of you and flew
after you as soon as we had finished with the enemy.”—

And how he watched over me now! with what loving caution he
kept me imprisoned in the magic circle of his kind services! how,
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without a word, he taught me by his great quietude to understand
the free course of the world without envy and like a man!

O you sons of the Sun! you freer souls! much has been lost in this
Alabanda. I sought in vain, in vain I prayed to Life; since he is gone,
such a Roman nature I have never found. Untroubled, profoundly
understanding, brave, noble Alabanda! where is there a man if he
was not one? And when he was friendly and simple, it was as when
the light of evening plays through the darkness of the majestic oak
and its leaves drip with the rainstorm of the day.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

It was in the beautiful days of autumn that, half recovered from my
wound, I made my way to the window again for the first time. I
returned to life with calmer senses and my soul had grown more
attentive. The air of heaven breathed its most delicate magic upon
me, and the serene sunbeams poured down as mildly as a rain of
flowers. There was a great, quiet, tender spirit in the season, and
among the rustling twigs the peace of completion, the bliss of
maturity surrounded me like the renewed youth for which the An-
cients hoped in their Elysium.

It had been long since I had enjoyed it in purity of soul, this
childlike love of the world; now my eyes opened with all the joy of
recognition and blessed Nature had remained unchanged in her
beauty. My tears flowed before her like an atoning sacrifice, and a
heart renewed rose tremblingly from my old discontent. “O holy
world of plants!” I cried, “we struggle and take thought, and yet
have you! with our mortal powers we strive to cultivate the Beautiful,
yet it grows light-heartedly beside us! Is it not so, Alabanda? men
are made to provide for their necessities; all else is freely given. And
yet—I cannot forget how much more I wanted.”

“Let it suffice you, dear one, that you exist,” cried Alabanda, “and
let grieving no longer hinder what is quietly at work within you.”

“Yes, I will rest,” said I. “Oh, I will tear up all those projects, all
those claims, like promissory notes. I will keep myself pure, as an
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artist keeps himself; you will I lkwe, innocent Life, Life of the grove
and the spring! you will I honot, O light of the Sun! by you will I
calm myself, beautiful Ether, which givest life to the stars and yet
here breathest about these trees and here touchest us in the depths
of our hearts! O willfulness of men! I have bowed my neck like a
beggar, and the Gods of Nature watched me in silence with all their
gifts'—Do you smile, Alabanda? Oh how often, in our earliest days,
did you smile so when your lad chattered to you in the intoxicated
pride of youth, the while you stood like a quiet temple pillar amid
the rubble of the world and could not but suffer the wild tendrils of
my love to grow about you—see what a blindfold falls from my eyes,
and the old golden days are here and live again!”

“Ah!” he cried, “the earnestness that was ours, and the joy of life!”

“When we hunted in the forest,” I cried, “when we bathed in the
sea, when we sang and drank, and through the laurel shade the sun
and the wine and our eyes and our lips were bright—that was a life
without equal and our spirit illuminated our youthful happiness like
a shining heaven.” “And therefore neither of us can abandon the
other,” said Alabanda.

“Oh, I have a heavy confession to make to you,” said I. “Will you
believe that 1 wanted to go away? from you! that I sought my death
by sheer strength? was that not heartless? madness? ah, and my
Diotima! she must leave me, I wrote to her, and after that another
letter, the evening before the battle—" “and you wrote in it,” he
cried, “that you would seek your end in the battle? O Hyperion! But
she cannot yet have received that last letter. You must write to her,
quickly, that you are still alive.”

“Best Alabanda!” I cried. “You comfort me indeed! I will write at
once and send my servant off with it. Oh, I will offer him all that I
have to hurry and reach Calaurea while it is still time.”

“And the other letter, in which you wrote of renuncnanon—the
good soul will easily understand and forgive you for that,” he added.

“Does she forgive?” I cried; “O all you hopes! yes! if I could still
be happy with that angel!”

“You will still be happy,” cried Alabanda; “the most beautiful age
ofhfelsyetlefttoyou. The youth is a hero, themanagod, if he can
live to see it.”
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A wondrous light dawned in my soul as he spoke.

The tops of the trees stirred softly; like flowers from the dark
earth, stars sprouted from the womb of night and the springtime of
the heavens shone on me in holy joy.

Hyperion to Bellarmin

A few minutes later, just as I was about to write to Diotima,
Alabanda came joyfully back into the room. “A letter, Hyperion!”
he cried; I gave a start and flew to it.

“How long,” wrote Diotima, “I had to lwe without a sign from
you! You wrote me about the fatal day at Mistra, and I answered
speedily; but everything would indicate that you did not receive my
letter. Immediately afterward you wrote to me again, briefly and
gloomily, and said you were of a mind to join the Russian fleet; I
answered again; but that letter did not reach you either; now I, too,
waited in vain, from May to the end of summer, until some days ago
the letter arrived which tells me I should renounce you, beloved!

“You relied on me, had enough trust in me to believe that your
letter could not offend me. That made me heartily glad, even in my
distress.

“Unhappy, lofty spirit! I have understood you only too well. Oh, it
is so completely natural that you will not love, because your greater
wishes are dying a lingering death. Must you not scorn food when
you are perishing of thirst?

“I soon understood; I could not be all to you. Could I loose the
bonds of mortality for you? could I quiet the flame in your breast,
that flame for which no spring flows and no vine bears grapes?
could I offer you the joys of the world in a scallop shell?

“That is what you want. That is what you need, and you cannot do
otherwise. The unbounded impotence of your contemporaries has
robbed you of your life.

“He who, like you, has been hurt to the depths of his soul can no
longer find rest in an individual joy, be who, like you, has felt
nothingness in all its vapidity finds exbilaration only in the highest
spirit, he who bas experienced death as you did recovers only
among the gods.
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“They are fortunate—all those who do not understand you! He
who understands you must share in your greatness and in your
despair.

“I found you as you are. Life’s first curiosity impelled me toward
that wonderful being. Your tender soul drew me inexpressibly on,
with the fearlessness of a child I played about your dangerous
flame.—The beautiful joys of our love softened you; but only, wicked
man! to make you the more savage. They soothed, they solaced me,

~t00, they made me forget that you were essentially inconsolable, and
that I, too, was not far from becoming so ever since I had looked into
your beloved heart.

“In Athens, beside the ruins of the Olympieion, it came over me
again. In carefree hours, it is true, I had been thinking: This youth’s
sorrow is not perhaps so deep and inexorable. It is so seldom that a
man, at his first step into life, has at once so suddenly, so minutely, so
quickly, so deeply felt the whole inevitable course of his time, and
that this feeling is so ineradicably fixed in him because he is not
rugged enough to cast it out and not weak enough to weep it away—
that, my dear one, is so unusual that we think it almost out of the
course of Nature.

“Now, in the rubble of serene Athens, it came home to me all too
grievously: the leaf has been turned, the dead now walk the earth
and the living, the divine men, are under it, now I saw it all too
literally and all too really written on your face, now I admitted that
you were eternally right. But at the same moment I saw you greater.
A being filled with secret strength, filled with a deep, undeveloped
significance, a youth uniquely promising—thus you appeared to me.
‘He to whom Destiny speaks so loudly has the right to speak yet
more loudly to Destiny,’ I told myself; ‘the more unfathomably he
suffers, the more unfathomably strong he is.” From you, from you
alone, I hoped for all restoration. I saw you traveling. I saw you
working. Oh, the transformation! Established by you, the grove of
Academe spread green again over listening pupils, and the plane tree
of the Ilissus heard sacred conversations, as of old.

“In your school the genius of our youths soon acquired the
seriousness of the Ancients, and its transitory games became more
nearly immortal, for it felt ashamed, deemed its butterfly flight a
prison.—
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“To manage a horse would have sufficed one of them; now he is a
general. Only too contentedly would another have sung an idle
song; now he is an artist. For you had revealed the powers of the
heroes, the powers of the world to them in open battle; you had
given them the riddles of your heart to solve; so the youths learned
to bring together great things, learned to understand the living play
of Nature, and forgot jesting.—Hyperion! Hyperion! did you not
make me, immature as I was, a Muse? So it was, too, with the
others.

“Ah! now men, born to companionship, did not so easily forsake
one another; no longer did they wander in mutual confusion, like
sand in the desert storm, nor did youth and age mock each other,
nor did the stranger lack a hospitable host, and fellow countrymen
no longer stood aside, and lovers no longer tired of each other; at
your springs, Nature, they refreshed themselves, ah! at the sacred
joys that pour secretly from your depths and renew the spirit; and
the gods restored to the souls of men the joy without which they
wither away; the heart-sustaining gods were guardians of every bond
of friendship. For you, Hyperion! had healed the eyes of your Greeks
so that they saw the living, you had kindled the enthusiasm that slept
in them like fire in wood so that they felt the still, never-failing
enthusiasm of Nature and of her pure children. Ah! now men no
longer took the beautiful world as the uninitiated take the artist’s
poem when they praise the words of it and look for profit in them. O
living Nature, you became a magical example to, the Greeks, and,
fired by the happiness of the ever-young gods, all the activities of
men were, as of old; 4 festival; and more beautiful than martial
music; Helios’ hglil"é‘scom"d the young heroes to high deeds.

“Enough! enough! it was my most beautiful dream, my first and
my last. You are too proud any longer to concern yourself with this
villainous race. And you are right. You led them to freedom, and
they thought of robbery. You led them victoriously into their ancient
Lacedaemon, and these monsters fall to plundering and you are
cursed by your father, great son! and no wilderness, no cave is safe
enough for you on this Greek soil that you revered as a sacred shrine,
that you loved more than you loved me.

“O my Hyperion! I am no longer the gentle maiden, since I have
learned all this. Indignation bears me upward so that I can hardly
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see down to the Earth, and my offended heart trembles incessantly. ,

“We will part. You are right. And I want no children; for I will not
bestow them on this world of slaves, and besides, the poor plants
would wither away before my eyes in this drought.

“Farewell, dear youth! go wherever you think it worth going to
yield up your soul. The world must yet have one battlefield, one
place of sacrifice, where you can free yourself. It would be a shame if
all these goodly powers but vanished like a dream. But however you
find your end, you return to the gods, return into the sacred, free,
youthful life of Nature, whence you came, and that is your desire as
it is mine.”

So she wrote to me. I was stricken to the core, filled with terror
and joy, but I tried to control myself and find words in which to
answer.

“You assent, Diotima?” I wrote, “you approve of my renuncia-
tion? you could understand it>—Loyal soul! you could reconcile
yourself to it? could reconcile yourself even to my dark wanderings,
in your heavenly patience? you submitted, eclipsed yourself for love,
happy child of Nature? became like me and by your concurrence
sanctified my grief? Beautiful heroine! what crown did you not earn?

“But now let there be enough of grieving, O loved one! You have
followed me into my darkness, now come! and let me follow you to
your light, let us return to your graces, beautiful heart! oh, let me
look upon your calm once again, blessed nature! let me lull my
discontent to sleep forever before you, image of peace! ~

“Is it not true, dear one! it is not too late for me to return even
now? and you will take me back and can love me again, as before? is
it not true that the happiness of past days is not lost to us?

“I have behaved unconscionably. I have dealt most ungratefully
with Mother Earth my blood and all the gifts of love that she gave
me,lhavethrownawaylnkethebasewageofaserf,andah! how
many thousand times more ungrateful have I been to you, O sacred
maiden! who once received me into her peace, me, a shy, lacerated
being from whose sorely oppressed heart scarcely a glimmer of
youth stole forth, as here and there a grass blade steals up from
trodden paths. Had you not called me to life? was I not yours? then
how could I—oh, you know not yet, I hope, it has not reached your
hands, the unhappy letter that I wrote to you before the last battle? I
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wanted to die then, Diotima, and I thought thus to perform a sacred
act. But how can that be sacred which parts lovers? how can that be
sacred which destroys the innocent happiness of our lives?>—O
Diotima! O life born in beauty! now I have become all the more like
you in what is most uniquely yourself, I have at last learned to value,
I have learned to guard, what is good and intrinsic on earth. Oh,
even if I could land up there, on the shining islands of the sky,
should I find more than I find in Diotima?

“Hear me now, beloved!

“In Greece I can remain no longer. That you know. When he
dismissed me my father sent me enough out of what he could spare
to enable us to flee to some blessed valley in the Alps or the Pyrenees
and there to buy a pleasant house and with it as much green ground
as life’s golden mean requires.

“If you are willing, I will come at once and conduct you and your
mother with a loyal arm, we will kiss the shore of Calaurea and dry
our tears and hasten across the Isthmus to the Adriatic Sea, where a
safe ship will take us farther.

“Oh come! in the depths of the mountain world the secret of our
hearts will rest like the precious stone in the mine; in the bosom of
woods that tower to the sky we shall be as among the pillars of the
inmost temple, where the godless draw not near, and we shall sit by
the spring, and behold our world in it—sky and house and garden
and ourselves. On a clear night we shall often wander in our or-
chard’s shade and listen for the loving god in us, while the plant
raises its bowed head from its midday sleep, and the still life of your
flowers is refreshed when they bathe their tender arms in the dew
and the night air breathes its penetrating coolness around them, and
above us the meadow of the sky blooms with all its twinkling
flowers, and to one side the moon behind westerly clouds shyly
imitates the setting of the youthful sun as if for love of him—and
then in the morning when our valley is like a riverbed filled with
warm light, and the golden stream runs silently through our trees
and flows around our house and makes the lovely room that is your
handiwork more beautiful for you, and you move through its sunny
brightness and, in your grace, bless the day for me, beloved! then, as
we thus celebrate the delight of morning, when the busy life of Earth
is kindled before our eyes like a burnt sacrifice and we go forth to
our day’s work, to cast our share, too, into the rising flame, will you
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not say then, ‘We are happy, we are again like the ancient priests of
Nature, who, sacred and free, were already pious before ever a
temple stood’?

“Have I said enough? now decide my fate, dear maid, and soon!—
It is fortunate that I am still half an invalid, as I have been since the
last battle, and that I have not yet been released from service;
otherwise I could not remain here, I could not but go myself, ask you
myself