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A NOTE TO THE READER 

T H E strange history of Anatol 

Ludwig Stiller, sculptor, bus­
band, lover • . • prisoner, is di­
vided into two parts. Part One 
contains Stiller's seven note­

books written in prison. Part 

Two is « Postscript written by 
the Public Prosecutor. 





PART· I 
@@@@@@ 
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Stiller's Notes tn Prison 

"BEHOLD, for this reason it is so 
bard to choose oneself, because 

in this choice absolute isolation 

is identical with the most 

profound continuity, because 

through this choice every possi­

bility of becoming something 

else-or rather of remolding 

oneself into something else-is 

ruled out." 

"As the passion for freedom 

awakes in hhn (and it awakes in 

the choice, as it is already pre­

supposed in the choice), he 

chooses himself and fights for 

this possession as for his happi­

ness, and this is his happiness.,. 

Kierkegaard, Either-Or 





Ist Notebook 

I'M not Stiller!-Day after day, ever since I was put 
into this prison, which I shall describe in a minute, I 
have been saying it, swearing it, asking for whisky and 
refusing to make any other statement. For experience 
has taught me that without whisky I'm not myself, I'm 
open to all sorts of good influences and liable to play 
the part they want me to play, although it's not me at 
all. But since the only thing that matters in my crazy 
situation (they think I'm a missing resident of their 
little town) is to refuse to be wheedled and to guard 
against all their well-meaning attempts to shove me into 
somebody else's skin, to resist their blandishments 
even if it means being downright rude-in a word, to 
be no one else than the man I unfortunately really am 
-I shall go on shouting for whisky the moment any­
one comes near my cell. I told them several days ago it 
needn't be the very best brand, but it must be drink­
able, otherwise I shall remain sober; then they can ques­
tion me as much as they like, they won't get anything 
out of me-or at any rate, nothing that's true. In vain. 
Today they brought me this notebook full of empty 
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p:1ges. I'm supposed to write down my life story-no 
doubt to prove I have one, a different one from the life 
of their missing Herr Stiller. 

"Just write the truth," said the defense counsel pro­
vided for me by the State, "nothing but the plain, un­
varnished truth. They'll fill your pen for you when­
ever you want." 

It's a week today since the clip on the ear that led to 
my arrest. According to the evidence I was rather 
drunk; I therefore find it difficult to describe the (out­
ward) course of events. 

"Corne with me," said the customs officer. 
"Please don't make difficulties," I said. "My train will 

be leaving any minute." 
"llut without you," said the customs officer. 
The way he pulled me off the footboard deprived me 

of any wish to answer his questions. He had my pass­
port in his hand. The other official, who was stamping 
the travelers' passports, was still in the train. 

"Is there something wrong with my passport? " I 
asked. 

No answer. 
"I'm only doing my duty," he said several times. 

"You lmow that very well." 
Without answering my question as to what was 

wrong with the passport-an American passport, with 
which I had been halfway round the world!-he re­
peated in his Swiss intonation: 

"Corne with me." 
"Now look officer," I said, "if you don't want a clip 

on the ear, please don't pull me by the sleeve; I can't 
stand it." 

"Come along now." 
I boxed the young customs officer's ear just as he was 

telling me, in spite of my polite but unambiguous warn­
ing and with the arrogant air of one protected by the 
Law, that they would soon let me know who I really 



was. His navy blue cap rolled along the platform in a 
spiral, and for an instant the young customs officer, 
now capless and consequently much more human, was 
so flabbergasted-too much taken aback even to be 
angry-that I could easily have got into the train. It 
was just beginning to move off, people were leaning 
out of the windows waving, and one carriage door was 
still open. I don't know why I didn't jump in. I believe 
I could have snatched my passport, for, as I have said, 
the young man was completely dumbfounded, as 
though his whole soul was in the rolling cap; and it was 
not until the stiff cap had stopped rolling that h e  was 
seized with understandable rage. I ducked down among 
the people, determined at least to brush some of the 
dust off his navy blue cap with its Swiss cross badge 
before handing it back to him. His ears were lobster 
red. It was strange: I followed him as though under 
some compulsion to behave myself. He didn't say a 
word and without taking hold of me, which was quite 
unnecessary, led me to the police station, where I was 
kept waiting for fifty minutes. 

"Please sit down," said the Inspector. 
The passport lay on the table. I was immediately 

struck by the changed tone in which I was addressed, 
a kind of solicitous and rather clumsy politeness, from 
which I gathered that after looking at my passport for 
an hour the police had no further doubt about my 
American citizenship. As though to make up for the 
young customs officer's churlishness, the Inspector 
even fetched me an armchair. 

"You speak German, I hear," he remarked. 
"Why not?" I asked. 
"Do sit down," he smiled. 
I remained standing. 
"I'm of German origin," I explained. "An American 

of German origin-" 
He pointed to the empty armchair. 
"Please," he said, and hesitated for a while to sit 
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d�Jwn himself. • . . If I had not condescended to speak 
German in the train I might never have found myself 
in this scrape. Another passenger, a Swiss, had spoken 
to me in German. The same traveler, who had been 
getting on my nerves ever since we left Paris, was also 
an eyewitness of the blow I gave the customs officer. I 
didn't know who he was. I'd never seen him before. 
He got into the compartment in Paris, woke me up by 
stumbling over my feet, forced his way to the open 
window with apolo�es in French and there said good­
bye to a lady, speaking in Swiss dialect. No sooner had 
the train started than I had the disagreeable sensation 
that he was staring at me. I took refuge behind my 
New Yorker, whose jokes I already knew by heart, in 
the hope that my traveling companion's curiosity 
would eventually be exhausted. He was also reading a 
paper, a Zurich paper. After we had agreed in French 
to close the wmdow, I avoided every unnecessary 
glance at the passing landscape; meanwhile my un­
known companion, who may have been a charming 
fellow for all I know, was so obviously waiting on 
tenterhooks for an opportunity to start a conversation 
that finally there was nothing for it but the dining-car, 
where I sat for five hours and had a drink or two. I 
didn't return to the compartment until compelled to by 
the approach of the frontier between Mulhouse and 
Basle. Again the Swiss looked at me as though he knew 
me. I don't know what it was that suddenly encouraged 
him to speak to me; possibly the mere fact that we 
were now on his native soil. "Excuse me," he asked in 
a rather embarrassed manner, "aren't you Herr Stiller?" 

As I have mentioned, I had drunk a certain amount 
of whisky. I couldn't make out what he was saying. I 
held my American passport in my hand, while the 
Swiss, relapsing into his dialect, turned the pages of an 
illustrated paper. A couple of officials were already 
standing behind us, a customs officer and another man 
holding a rubber stamp. I handed over my passport. I 
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now realized that I had drunk a lot and was being 
looked at with suspicion. My luggage, of which I had 
little, was in order. 

"Is that your passport?" asked the other man. 
At first I laughed, of course. "Why shouldn't it be?" 

I asked, and added indignantly: "What's wrong with 
my passport?" It was the first time doubt had been cast 
on my passport, and all because this gentleman had con­
fused me with a �icture in his illustrated paper . . . •  

"Herr Doktor,' said the Inspector to this same gen­
tleman, "I needn't detain you further. Many thanks for 
your information." 

As the grateful Inspector held the door open for him,. 
the gentleman nodded to me as though we knew each 
other. He was a Herr Doktor; there are thousands of 
them. I didn't feel the slightest desire to nod to him. 
Then the Inspector came back and pointed to the chair 
again. 

"Do take a seat. As I can see, Herr Stiller, you're 
pretty drunk-" 

"Stiller?" I said. "My name's not Stiller." 
"I hope," he went on unperturbed, "you can never• 

theless understand what I have to say to you, Herr 
Stiller." 

I shook my head, whereupon he offered me a smoke, 
a Swiss cigar. I naturally refused it, since it was obvi­
ously offered not to me, but to a certain Herr Stiller. I 
also remained standing, although the Inspector had set­
tled down in his chair as though for a long chat. 

"Why did you get so excited when you were asked 
whether it was your proper passport?" he asked. 

He turned the pages of my American passport. 
"Look, Inspector," I said, "I can't stand being taken 

by the sleeve. I warned your young customs officer 
several times. I'm sorry I lost my temper and hit him. 
and of course, I'll �ay the usual fine at once. That goes 
without saying. v\ hat's the damage?" 

He smiled indulgently. It wasn't quite as simple as 
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that, he told me. Then he lit a cigar, carefully, rolling 
the brown stump between his lips, leisurely, thoroughly, 
as though time was no object. 

"You seem to be an extremely well-known man-" 
"I?" I asked. "What makes you think that?" 
"I don't know anything about these things," he said, 

"but this Herr Doktor, who recognized you, seems to 
have a very high opinion of you." 

There was nothing to be done. The confusion had 
arisen, and whatever I said was taken as affectation or 
genuine modesty. 

"Why do you call yourself Sam White? " he asked. 
I talked and talked. 
"Where did you get this passport?" he asked. 
He took it almost good-naturedly and sat back 

smoking his rather evil-smelling cigar, his thumbs 
hnoked in his braces, for it was a hot afternoon, so that 
the Inspector, especially as he no longer considered me 
a foreigner, had undone some of the buttons of his not 
very suitable jacket, while he gazed at me without lis­
terung to a word I was saying. 

"Inspector," I said. "I'm drunk, you're right, per­
fectly right, but I'm not going to have some wretched 
Herr Doktor-" 

"He says he knows you." 
"Where from? " I asked. 
"From the illustrated paper," he said and took ad­

vantage of my contemptuous silence to add: "You have 
a wife living m Paris. Is that right? " 

"I? A wife?" 
"Julika by name." 
"I don't come from Paris," I declared. "I come from 

Mexico, Inspector." 
I gave him the name of the ship, the duration of the 

crossing, the time of my arrival at Le Havre, the time 
of my depanure from Vera Cruz. 

"That may be," he said, "but your wife lives in Paris. 



A dancer, if I'm not mistaken. She's supposed to be an 
extremely beautiful woman." 

I said nothing. 
"Julika is her stage name," the Inspector informed 

me. "At one time she had T.B. and lived at Davos. But 
now she runs a ballet school in Paris. Right? For the 
last six years." 

I only looked at him. 
"Since your disappearance." 
I had involuntarily sat down to hear what the readers 

of an illustrated paper knew about someone who obvi­
ously, at least in the eyes of Herr Doktor, resembled 
me; I took out a cigarette, whereupon the Inspector, al­
ready infected by the esteem spread by this same Herr 
Doktor, gave me a light. 

"So you yourself are a sculptor." 
I laughed. 
"Is that right? " he asked without waiting tur an an­

swer, and immediately proceeded to the next question: 
"Why are you traveling under an assumed name?" 

He did not believe my oath either. 
"I'm sorry," he said hunting through a drawer, from 

which he pulled out a blue form. "I'm sorry, Herr 
Stiller, but if you continue to refuse to show your 
proper passport I shall have to hand you over to the 
C.I.D. Make no mistake about that." 

Then he tapped the ash from his cigar. 
"I'm not Stiller," I reiterated, as he began conscien­

tiously to fill in the voluminous form, but it was as 
though he simp?' didn't hear me any more. I tried a 
different tone o voice. I spoke solemnly and soberly: 
"Inspector, I haven't got another passport." Or with a 
laugh: "That's a lot of nonsense." But in spite of my 
drunkenness I could clearly feel that the more I spoke, 
the less he listened. Finally I shouted: "I'm not Stiller, 
devil take it." I yelled and banged my fist on the table. 

"Why get so excited?"  
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"Inspector," I said, "give me my passport." 
He didn't even look up. 
"You're under arrest," he said, turning the pages of 

my passport with his left hand, copying down the 
number, the date of issue, the name of the American 
consul in Mexico, everything the blue form demanded 
in such cases, and said in a not unfriendly voice: "Sit 
down." 

1\1 y cell-I have just measured it with my shoe, which 
is a trifle less than twelve inches long-is small, like 
everything in this country, so clean one can hardly 
breathe for hygiene, and oppressive precisely because 
everything is just right. No more and no less. Every­
thing in this country is oppressively adequate. The cell 
is 10 feet long, 7 feet 10 inches wide and 8 feet 3 inches 
high. A humane prison, there's no denying it, and that's 
what makes it so unbearable. Not a cobweb, not a trace 
of mildew on the walls, nothing to justify indignation. 
Some prisons get stormed when the people learn about 
them; here there's nothing to storm. Millions of people, 
I know, live worse than I do. The bed has springs. The 
barred window lets in the sun-at this time of the year 
until about eleven A.M. The table has two drawers· and 
there is also a Bible and a standard lamp. And when I 
have to do my business I only have to press a white 
button and I am taken to the appropriate place, which 
is not supplied with old newspapers one can first read, 
but with soft crepe paper. And yet it's a prison, and 
there ate moments when you feel like screaming. You 
don't do so, any more than in a big store; you dry your 
hands on a towel, walk on linoleum, and say thank you 
when you're locked into your cabin again. Apart from 
the already autumnal foliage of a chestnut tree I can 
see nothing, not even if I climb up on the sprung bed, 
which incidentally (with shoes) IS forbidden. Sounds 
of unknown origm are the worst torment, of course. 
Since I discovered they still have trams in this town I 
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have almost been able to ignore their rumbling. But the 
unintelligible announcer on a nearby radio, the daily 
clatter of the dustcart and the wild beating of carpets 
in echoing courtyards are bad. It seems that in this 
country people have an almost morbid fear of dirt. Yes­
terday they started entertaining me with the stutter of 
a pneumatic drill; somewhere they are tearing up the 
street so that later they can pave it again. I often feel as 
though I am the only unoccupied person in this town. 
To judge by the voices in the street, when the pneu­
matic drill stops for a minute, there is much cursing 
and little laughter here. Round midnight the drunks 
start bawling because at this hour all the pubs are shut. 
Sometimes students sing as though one were in the 
heart of Germany. Around one o'clock silence falls. 
But it's not much use putting out the light; a distant 
street lamp shines into my cell, the shadows of the bars 
stretch across the wall and bend over on to the ceiling, 
and when it is windy outside, so that the street lamp 
swings, the swaying shadows of the bars are enough to 
drive you crazy. In the morning, when the sun shines, 
these shadows do at least lie on the floor. 

Without the warder, who brings me my food, I 
shouldn't know to this day what's really going on here. 
Every newspaper reader seems to know who Stiller 
was. This makes it almost impossible to get any infor­
mation out of anyone; everybody acts as though you 
were bound to know all about it, and they themselves 
only have a rough idea. 

"-for a time, I believe, they looked for him in the 
lake," said my warder, "but without success, then all of 
a sudden people said he was in the Foreign Legion." 

While he was speaking, he ladled out the soup. 
"Lots of Swiss do that," he told me, "when it gets on 

their nerves here." 
"They join the Foreign Legion? " I asked. 
"Because it gets on their nerves here." 
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"Yes, I know," I said. "But why the Foreign Legion? 
That's worse still." 

''It makes no difference to me." 
"So he just left his wife at Davos," I asked, "ill as she 

was? " 
"Maybe it was a blessing for her." 
"Do you think so?" 
"It makes no difference to me," he said. "Since then 

she's lived in Paris." 
"I know." 
''She's a dancer." 
"I know." 
"As pretty as a picture." 
"How's her T.B.? " I inquired sympathetically. 
"Cured." 
"\Vho says so?" 
"She does." 
"How do you know all this?" 
"How do I know?" said my warder. "\Vhy, from the 

papers." 
I can't find out much else. 
"Eat," says my warder. "Eat the soup while it's still 

hot, and don't lose your grip, Mr. "White. That's what 
they're waiting for, these Herr Doktors, I know them." 

The soup, a minestra, was good, in general I can't 
complain about the food here, and I think my warder 
has a soft spot for me; at any rate he doesn't address me 
(like everyone else) as Herr Stiller, but as Mr. White. 

So they want me to tell them my life story. And noth­
ing but the plain, unvarnished truth. A pad of white 
paper, a fountain pen with ink that I can have refilled 
whenever I like at the expense of the State, and a little 
good will-what's going to be left of truth, when I get 
at it with my fountain pen? And if I just stick to the 
facts, says my counsel, we'll get truth in the corner so 
to speak, where we can grab it. Where could truth es­
cape to, if I write it down? And by facts, I think my 



counsel means especially place-names, dates that can be 
checked, details of jobs and other sources of income, 
for example, duration of residence in different towns, 
number of children, number of divorces, religion, and 
so on. 

P .S. Where was I on January 18th, 1946? 

\Valking in the prison yard. 
It's not nearly so bad, not nearly so humiliating as 

you expect, and as a matter of fact I'm glad to be able 
to walk again, even if it's only round and round in a 
circle. The yard is pretty big-paving stones with moss 
growing in between, a fine plane tree in the center, ivy 
on the walls, and of course the fact that we are not vet 
wearing convict's clothes, but the civilian clothes \ve 
had on when we were arrested, makes a lot of differ­
ence. If we widen the circle in which we have to walk 
we can see a flat roof with flapping washing; apart 
from this there is only sky around the roofs, which are 
covered with cooing pigeons. Unfortunately, we have 
to keep in single file, which makes proper conversation 
impossible. In front of me walks a fat man with a shiny 
bald patch (like myself) and folds of fat on the back of 
his neck, who paddles himself along with his arms 
when he's made to walk-probably a newcomer; when 
a friendly warder tells him it's time for his walk, he 
looks round (which costs him a physical effort) half 
stubbornly, half bewildered, dumbly seeking support. 
Support against what? Behind me goes the Italian who 
is so fond of singing in the shower bath, and the ward­
ers can't help laughing at his comic imitation of myself. 
Once I looked round to see my portrait. It was funny 
enough: hands behind the back, the attitude of a 
thinker, always slightly out of line through absent­
mindedness, a look of nostalgia for distant places com­
bined with yearning glances over the nearest brick 
wall, a man who shyly flatters himself he doesn't be-
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long here, and on top of this the awkward cordiality of 
the intellectual. It's probably a good likeness, anyhow 
even the jew has to laugh, the only intellectual among 
the prisoners, who unfortunately walks in the other 
half of the circle, so that we can only converse in gri­
maces and gestures. He seems to have very little faith 
in Swiss justice . . • 

Suddenly someone began playing football with a raw 
potato; there were a few brisk passing movements be­
fore the head warder, a very correct man who always 
takes it as a personal insult when anything discreditable 
happens, finally spotted the potato. Squad halt! A seri­
ous inquiry as to where the potato carne from. We 
stood in a circle grinning, not saying a word. The head 
warder walked from man to man, the peeled potato in 
his hand, and looked each of us in the eye. Everyone 
shrugged his shoulders. The head warder had missed 
the chance of simply throwing the potato away; 
against his wish, the matter had suddenly become im­
portant, a matter of principle. I had the feeling it was 
all a farce and the head warder himself was finding it 
hard not to laugh and dismiss the lot of us. At the same 
time I felt that perhaps they had a torture chamber 
after all, perhaps the stolen potato was enough to make 
them come with red-hot irons. Suddenly my Jew put 
up his hand, to the accompaniment of general laughter. 
Even the head warder realized that this admission could 
only be an act of derision (he had never seen a Jew 
who played football) which was worse than the theft 
of an uncooked potato. The Jew, white with agitation, 
had to step out of the ranks. The rest of us were told 
to go round at the double for five minutes. Of course 
the poor fat fellow in front of me, wobbling like a hot­
water bottle, was left behind on the first time round 
and ran in a spiral to shorten the distance, until a 
warder told him to fall out. They were not inhuman. 
But order must be maintained and also a certain gravity. 
After all, we were in a remand prison • • • 
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There are times, alone in my cell, when I have the 
feeling that I have only dreamed all this; that at any 
moment I could stand up, take my hands away from 
my face and look round in freedom, as though the 
prison were only within me. 

"I've done my best," said my defending counsel, "to 
make your stay in the remand prison, which I hope will 
be short, as comfortable as possible-whisky is not al­
lowed. You have the best room in the building, believe 
me, not the biggest, but the only one with morning 
sunshine; you have this view into the old chesmut trees. 
As to the bells of the Cathedral, they're very loud, I 
admit; but what do you expect me to do? I can't put 
the Cathedral somewhere else!" 

That was quite right, just as everything my counsel 
says is right in a way that never convinces me and yet 
always puts me in the wrong. The ringing of the 
cathedral bells, a metallic hum, which breaks out at 
least twice a day, and more often when there arc 
weddings or funerals, makes it imfossible to hear one­
self think; it is like a trembling o the air, a soundless 
quaking, a noise like a man diving into the water from 
an excessively high diving board; it makes me deaf, 
dizzy and idiotic. But my counsel is right: he can't put 
the cathedral somewhere else. And as I then remain 
silent out of sheer hopelessness, he picks up his folder 
and says: 

"Right, let's get down to business." 
My counsel is a thoroughly decent, or at least inof­

fensive fellow, from a well-to-do family, virtuous 
through and through, rather inhibited, but even his 
inhibitions are turned into good manners; and above all, 
he is just, no doubt of that, just in even the most trivial 
matter, desperately just, just out of an almost inborn 
conviction that justice exists, at least in a constitutional 
State, at least in Switzerland. 

At the same time, he's not stupid. He knows a great 
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deal, he's as reliable as an encyclopedia, especially 
where Switzerland is concerned, so that there is really 
no point in discussing Switzerland with my counsei; 
every idea that casts doubt on Switzerland is smoth­
ered under a mass of indisputable historical facts, and 
in the end, if you don't actually praise his Switzerland, 
you are always in the wrong, just as I was wrong over 
the bells of their cathedral. Perhaps it's only his lack of 
temperament, his virtuousness, his moderation, which 
so immoderately irritates me; he is superior to me in 
intelligence, yet he employs all his intelligence simply 
to avoid making mistakes. I find such people unbear­
able. I can reproach him with nothing; he considers 
me a thoroughly decent, or at least inoffensive, funda­
mentally sensible fellow, a man of good will, a Swiss. 
This is the basis on which he is conducting my defense, 
and every time I see him I nearly explode. Then I turn 
on my heels, leave him sitting on the bed and turn my 
back to him ; I maintain an almost insulting silence and 
stare out of the window at the old chestnut trees with 
my hands in my pockets, simply because in the long 
run I can't stand people of his sort-people who can't 
imagine committing murder themselves, and therefore 
can't imagine that I could commit murder either. 

"I understand you perfectly," he said, "I understand 
you perfectly. You're annoyed with Switzerland be­
cause it greets you with imprisonment, understandably 
-I mean, understandably annoyed, for it is painful to 
look at one's homeland through bars-" 

"\Vhat do you mean, homeland? "  I asl{ed. 
"Only"-he skipped my not unimportant question­

"don't make it difficult for me to defend you. Unfor­
tunately, some of the remarks you made when you 
were arrested have found their way into the Press. 
'What's the use of making bad blood? I beg you, in 
your own interest, to refrain in future from criticizing 
our country, which is your country too, after all." 

"\Vh::t did I say?" 



"People here are very sensitive," he repli�d with 
splendid frankness, but at the same time evidently 
unwilling to utter remarks uncomplimentary to Swit­
zerland with his own mouth, and continued: "To keep 
to the matter in hand, I have now examined all the 
papers, and if you will be good enough to tell me, at 
least in general terms, where and how you have spent 
the last six years-" 

He asks me that every time. And yet I swore not to 
make any statement without whisky. It's a positive 
dossier he takes out of his leather brief-case, so full that 
one can't even turn the pages without first undoing 
the clip. I laughed in his face. He is convinced that this 
dossier is mine, nothing will prevent him from reading 
it aloud for hours on end. As though the boredom he 
inflicts on me day after day were not also a kind of 
torture. 

"Herr Doktor," I interrupted him today. "I've just 
come from Mexico-" 

"That's what you say, I know." 
"I've just come from Mexico," I repeated, "and you 

can take it from me, the famous human sacrifices of 
the Aztecs, who cut human hearts out of the living 
body as offerings to the gods, were child's play com­
pared with the treatment you receive on the Swiss 
frontier if you come without paper�r with forged 
papers-child's play." 

He only smiled. 
"So you admit, Herr Stiller, that your American 

passport was a fake?" 
"My name's not Stiller !"  
"I have been informed," he said quietly, as  though I 

had not shouted, "that you are presumed-! say pre­
sumed-to be none other than Anatol Ludwig Stiller, 
born in Zurich, sculptor, married to Frau Julika Soller­
Tschudy, disappeared six years ago, last address 11 
Steingartengasse, Zurich. I have been appointed-" 

"-to defend Herr Stiller." 
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"Yes." 
"My name is White." 
But I cannot make him understand, however often I 

repeat it. Our conversation runs like a gramophone 
record with the needle stuck in the same groove. 

"Why aren't you Stiller? " he asked. 
"Because I'm not." 
"Why aren't you? " he said. "That's what they told 

me." 
In the end I kept my mouth shut. His time is limited; 

that's my only salvation from this thoroughly decent 
fellow who considers himself my defense counsel and 
is therefore offended because I don't do as he asks, 
after he has read the whole dossier. Finally he puts it 
back in the brief-case, presses the catch without a word 
until at last it clicks, stands up, makes sure he has got 
everything, his fountain pen, his glasses, and shakes 
hands with me as though he had just lost a game of 
tennis, telling me what time he'll be back tomorrow. 

P.S. He's "convinced of my innocence." What does he 
mean by that? Suddenly the idea enters my head that 
there is some suspicion hanging over Stiller; that is why 
the authorities here are so keen to lay hands on their 
vanished citizen-some affair has to be cleared up. 

Knobel (that's my warder's name) is a real gem, the 
only person who believes what I say. While he is 
cleaning the cell, I lie on the bed, and he goes on clean­
ing until the water he wrings out of the floorcloth is 
clear enough to drink. It seems they take a lot of 
trouble over outward appearances. Even the window­
bars get dusted in this country. 

"Well, if you tell me yourself you murdered your 
wife-," said my warder. 

Fourteen years ago he was. a greengrocer with a cart 
and a horse called Rossli, of which he speaks very 
affectionately. At first I thought he was talking about 



his wife. He has worked as a warder ever since he 
became a widower, and he tells me I'm the first in all 
this time who didn't protest his innocence every time 
he cleaned his cell. He says he simply can't bear to 
listen to the twaddle talked by all those honest men. 
It must be nauseating. I hear the next cell is occupied 
by a banker, who weeps for hours at a time, and the 
next cell but one by a ponce, who likewise talks about 
honor. My warder is pleased with me, I think. While 
he was a greengrocer, and still under his wife's thumb, 
he obviously imagined a remand prison very differ­
ently. The things you'd hear there! he thought to him­
self. But not a bit of it. If he wants to hear criminals, 
he has to go to the cinema (he says) like everyone 
else • . .  

He quite understood that I didn't want to talk �bout 
my first murder, since it was my wife. 

"But your second?" he asked. 
"My second," I said, skinning the sausage, "oh, that 

was nothing. I already knew I w�s a murderer, so I 
didn't have to get into a panicular frame of mind first 
-it was in the jungle." 

"You've been in the jungle, Mr. White?" 
"Indeed I have." 
"Well I'm blowed," he said, .. well I'm blowed." 
"Do you know what the jungle's like?" 
"Only from the films, Mr. White." 
"Well, that's just how it is," I said and made quite a 

pause before coming to the point. "I knew tais Schmitz 
was knocking about in Jamaica and I went around for 
months with a dagger in my left boot." 

"Who's Schmitz?" 
"Director Schmitz," I said. 
"Never heard of him." 
"The hair-oil gangster," I said. "A millionaire, you 

know, the sort you can't get at in a civilized country." 
"And you took a dagger and-" 
"That's right." 
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"Well I'm blowed," he said. 
"An Indian dagger." 
Unfortunately, since he has eight cells to look after, 

his time is short. Nevertheless, he always stays longer 
with me than with the others, the honest men. He's a 
real gem; whenever they feed the prisoners their over­
ripe Swiss cheese, he always brings me a saveloy bought 
with his own money. True, saveloy (beer-sausage) 
isn't exactly my favorite dish, especially if I've no beer 
to go with it-it's a rather garlicky sausage you can 
still smell hours afterwards, when you're thinking of 
something else; but I'm touched by the thought behind 
it. 

Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy, wife of the missing man, 
had asked for better photos, in order to avoid a fruit­
less trip from Paris. For three-quarters of an hour ther 
surrounded me with their lamps, so that I couldn t 
help sweating. And on top of that they kept saying: 

"Relax. Be quite natural." 

Fortunately my public prosecutor (or examining 
magistrate; I'm not well up in these things) is a pleasant 
character, a skeptic, who doesn't even believe every­
thing he says himself; also he was the first one with the 
good manners to knock before coming into the cell. 

"I suppose you know who I am?" 
"The public prosecutor?" 
His smile baffled me. He stared at me for a long time 

with both hands thrust into his jacket pockets, some­
how embarrassed. My first idea was: This man has 
some confession to make to me. He seemed to lose 
himself in private thoughts of his own. For a while he 
behaved as though he were deaf, staring at me openly 
as adults rarely do, and in any case longer than was 
polite, so that when he realized what he was doing he 
blushed slightly. 

"Do you smoke? " he asked, and when I refused, he 
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added, taking a cigarette himself and lighting it, "This 
is an entirely personal call. Plc::�se don't regard it as an 
interrogation. I felt the urge to make your acquaint-
ance . . . " 

A pause. 
"You really don't smoke? " he asked. 
"Only cigars." 
"My wife sends her regards," he said, sitting down 

on the bed like a regular visitor and gazing round for 
an ash-tray, just to avoid looking at me, I believe, "­
that is if you really are Herr Stiller." 

"My name is White," I said. 
"I don't want to anticipate the judicial inquiry," he 

said with an undertone of apology or relief, went on 
smoking and obviously didn't know what to say next 
under the circumstances. It wasn't for some minutes, 
after an exchange of small talk that was suddenly quite 
impersonal and rendered even more threadbare by the 
fact that his mind was elsewhere-chiefly about motor 
.;cooters and the fact that whisky, and alcohol gener­
ally, was "unfortunately" strictly forbidden to pris­
vners on remand-he declared abruptly: "Personally, 
I've never seen Stiller. At least not consciously. We 
once had a talk over the telephone, as you may know; it 
was a call from Paris, but I can't tell whether it was 
you." 

Then his tone changed and he suddenly became 
good-humored: 

"You murdered your wife, Mr. White?" 
I had the feeling that he didn't believe me either. He 

was smiling, but his smile disappeared when we stared 
at ont: another in silence, and he asked me why I 
murdered my wife. 

"Because I loved her," I said. 
"Is that a reason?" 
"Look," I explained, "it was a sacrifice for her to 

live at my side. All my friends thought so, to say 
nothing of her friends. She herself hardly said a word 
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about the way I made her suffer. She was a very noble 
person, you know, and you can ask anyone you like 
about that, everybody thought so. They had never 
seen such a noble, such a fine person as my wife, they 
all said. And we moved almost exclusively in educated 
circles. Besides, I thought so myself, I admired her, you 
know. Her nobility attracted me. That was her undo­
ing. I can't tell you how often that woman forgave 
me, how often!" 

"What for?" 
"For being as I am." 
Every now and then he asked a question. For in-

stance: 
"Did you often quarrel?" 
"Never." 
"Not even before the murder?" 
"Certainly not," I answered, "otherwise it would 

never have been committed. You obviously can't pic­
ture my victim. She would never have dreamt of 
raising her voice, so I didn't dare to either. I told you, 
she was such a noble person-can you imagine what 
it's like to be married to such a noble person? For nine 
years I was plagued by a bad coPscience. And if, once 
a week, I couldn't stand my bad conscience and 
smashed a plate against the wall, for example, I felt 
like a murderer, my wife's murderer. Yes, that's how 
hard this frail woman's life was with me." 

"Hm," he said. 
"There's nothing to smile about," I said. "It took 

years of my life before I realized that I was her mur­
derer, and finally drew the logical conclusion." 

"Hm," he said. 
"I deny nothing," I said. "But don't expect to see me 

with a bad conscience. I haven't got one any more. 
Somehow it has simply been used up. I had so much 
bad conscience while she was still alive: It was terrible 
for her, simply terrible, to have to live at my side." 

"And that's why you-murdered her?" 
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I nodded. 
"I see," he remarked. 
"It's unbearable," I said, "you can't go on having a 

bad conscience for years, without knowing why you 
have a bad conscience." 

And so on. 
I don't know whether he understood me. 

Once a week, every Friday, we're allowed to take a 
shower, ten minutes each, ten prisoners at & time. 
Otherwise I never see my neighbors; but then I see 
them stark naked and to the accompaniment of a 
steamy splashing, so that we can scarcely talk to one 
another. One of them, who considers himself innocent, 
refuses to soap himself out of spite. One little Italian 
always sings. There is not much to be learnt from the 
faces under the shower, distorted by strands of wet 
hair and soap. Added to this is the nakedness of the 
whole body: after being used to seeing the face as the 
only naked area, you are more or less compelled to 
look at the whole naked body, which is not very 
pleasant. All you can guess is that it belongs to a. work­
man, an intellectual, an athlete, a clerk. On the whole, 
our naked bodies are thoroughly embarrassing, because 
they are inexpressive; at best they are natural, but gen­
erally they are rather ridiculous. I have made friends 
with a German Jew; we soap one another's backs, since 
he can't reach all over his either, and we agree that we 
ought to have a shower every day. After an almost 
childish outcry over the cold water with which the head 
warder drives us into the drying-room, we are all very 
quiet as we rub ourselves down, with the pink faces of 
babies and hair like boys'. Apart from myself, I fancy, 
there is no one guilty of a serious offense among us. 
Thanks to the fact that they put me near the end of 
the alphabet (as "Stiller") ,  I have a little more time to 
chat to the German Jew. We have both come to the 
conclusion that physical hygiene in Switzerland is in 
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remarkable contrast to the rest of their obsession wi;:h 
cleanliness. He told me that where he lived in the town 
he was only allowed by contract to take a hot shower 
at weekends, as in the prison. Then we march off to our 
cells one by one with bath towels round our necks. 

Today I received the following letter: 

"Dear Brother, 
"You can imagine that since getting the news from 

your local canton police I have scarcely slept a wink, 
Anny too is very excited. Anny is my dear wife, I'm 
sure you will like lier. Don't be angry with me for not 
corning to Zurich at once, but it's simply impossible at 
the moment. I hope you are not ill, at least, dear 
brother. Your photograph gave me a shock-you 
looked so thin on it that I could hardly recognize you. 
Have you been to see Father in the old age home yet? 
Don't listen to what he says, he is an old man now and 
you know what he's like. You know that Mother is 
dead? She suffered less than we feared she might. We 
will visit her grave together. When the canton police 
told us you had returned, I thought most of Mother. 
She often used to think you were on the point of corn­
ing home; she didn't say so, but we knew very well 
why she stayed up later than usu::tl, she imagined you 
were coming back that evening. I just want to tell you 
that Mother always took your part. Whenever your 
name cropped up she used to say she hoped you were 
happy. 

"Of course, we are very anxious to hear your story, 
dear brother, for nothing much has happened to us. I'm 
a manager here, so you see nothing came of my farm in 
Argentina-it was simply impossible to leave Mother 
just then, but we're doing quite nicely. 

"Have you heard yet that your friend Alex took his 
life? So I've been told, anyhow; he put his head in the 
gas oven, I believe. Or wasn't Alex a friend of yours? 



But I don't want to give you a list of deaths. I'll just 
tell you again how pleased we are. I don't suppose I 
need tell you about Julika, 2ccording to the newspaper 
things are going much better with her now. She came 
to Mother's funeral. I can well understand that after­
wards she didn't want to see any more of us, being 
your family. But I think she's still living in Paris. Per­
haps you've already spoken to Julika. 

"I hope you won't mind, but I must stop now: we're 
just having a fruit show that's to be attended by a 
member of the Federal Council, and I've hardly asked 
you a proper question yet about your life and your 
future. I hope you will very soon be free. 

"Meanwhile, all good wishes from 
Your affectionate brother 

Wilfried. 

"As soon as I can get away from work for a couple 
of days I shall certainly come to see you. Today I just 
wanted to write and tell you that of course you can 
come and stay with us at any time." 

Nobody believes a word I say and in the end I shall 
probably have to take an oath that the fingers with 
which I am taking the oath are my own fingers. It's 
really laughable. Today I said to my counsel: 

"Of course I'm Stiller." 
He stared at me. 
"What do you mean by that?" 
For the first time the idea entered his honest head 

that I might not be their missing Herr Stiller after all. 
Then who could I be? I gave him a few suggestions: 
Perhaps I was a Soviet agent with American papers. 
No joking please, and anyhow, in his opinion, anything 
connected with the Soviets was not a fit subject for 
jokes; it was simply too evil, just as, on the other hand, 
anything to do with Switzerland was too good to be a 
fit subject for jokes. I made another suggestion: Per-
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haps I was an S.S. man who had been underground for 
a bit and now saw an opening, the Unknown War 
Criminal with experience of the East, now very much 
in demand. But how could I prove I was a war crim­
inal? However candidly I swore to it, they wouldn't 
let me go without proof. My counsel doesn't even 
believe that Mexico is more beautiful than Switzerland. 
Whenever I tell him so he just gets irritable and asks: 

"What's that got to do with it?" 
My counsel isn't interested in the way the Indians 

tear the cobra's fangs out in order to use them for 
their celebrated snake dance. He is even less interested 
in the Indians' attitude to death. And not at all in who 
ordered the murder of the Mexican revolutionaries. 
And he doubts whether it is true that the Mexican sky 
belongs to the vultures and Mexican mineral resources 
to the Americans. It's really not easy to keep this man 
entertained for an hour a day. He interrupted me in 
the middle of a story which I, at least, was finding 
enthralling: 

"Orizaba-w:u::re's that?" 
He whipped out his Eversharp and wouldn't rest 

until he had made a note of my polite but brief reply. 
Then he immediately asked me: 

"So vou worked there?" 
"I n�ver said that," I replied. "I earned money and 

lived there." 
"How?" 
"Fine, thanks," I said. 
"I mean, how did you earn money?" 
"Oh just the way people do earn money-" I said. 

"Not by my own labor anyhow." 
"How then?" 
"With-ideas." 
"Explain that a bit more fully." 
"I was :t kind of estate manager-," I said with a 

gesture indicating honest profits, "--on an hacienda." 
He pretended not to notice the gesture. 



.. What's an hacienda?" 
"A large estate," I replied and gave him a full de­

scription of my position, which was inconspicuous, but 
the meeting place of the indispensable bribes from both 
sides, and my ideas on this subject, and then the topo­
graphical situation of Orizaba, which is heavenly, close 
to the tropical zone yet just above this zone, which I 
can't bear with its humid luxuriance, gorgeous butter­
flies, slimy air and damp sun, its clammy silence full of 
murderous fertilization-Orizaba lies just above this 
zone on a plateau that gets the air from the mountains; 
behind you can see the white snow of Popocatepetl, in 
front the blue waters of the Gulf of Mexico, while all 
around is a blossoming garden about the size of a Swiss 
canton, blossoming with orchids, which grow there 
like weeds, but also blossoming with useful plants­
date palms, figs, coconut palms, oranges and lemons, 
tobacco, olives, coffee, pineapples, cocoa, bananas and 
so on • • •  

Today my counsel opened with the remark: "You 
don't seem to be very well informed about Mexico." 

My counsel had been working. 
"What you told me yesterday is a lot of rubbish. 

Look,'' he said and showed me a book from the munici­
pal library. "Benito Juarez tried to do away with large­
scale landed property. He was unsuccessful. Porfirio 
Diaz was overthrown because he ruled with the sup­
port of the big property owners, and as you may know 
there followed a series of bloody revolutions aimed at 
breaking up the big estates. Monasteries were burnt, 
land-owners shot, and it ended with the dictatorship of 
the revolutionaries. You can read all that in here. Go 
on, have a look. And then you talk to me about a 
flourishing hacienda that's supposed to be as big as a 
Swiss canton-" 

"Yes,'' I said, "if not bigger." 
"Why do you tell me such tall stories?" he said. 

"You must see that we shan't get anywhere like this. 
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lt's just rtot true. I don't believe you've ever been to 
Mexico." 

"All right," I said, "have it your own way." 
"Who could have owned an hacienda like that in 

modern Mexico," he said, "under a government that 
expressly forbids all large-scale land ownership?" 

"A member of the government itself-" 
This was a point my counsel didn't want to go into. 

Anything not quite above board makes him feel uneasy, 
and above all as an honest Swiss he can't bear to see 
abuses laughed at instead of being denounced and 
definitely relegated to the other side of the Iron Cur­
tain. To back up his viewpoint he quickly pointed out 
that Mexico was a Communist country, an explanation 
which, from my first-hand knowledge, I could not 
accept. Apart from the fact that Mexico's mineral 
resources are mostly in American hands and therefore 
mostly protected, I did not consider the taste for large­
scale land ownership Communistic, but human, and 
why should we not, free as we were, discuss every­
thing human? ... 

Said my counsel: "Let's come to the point." 
Meanwhile I find the story of my hacienda minister 

so amusing that I cannot forbear to tell it: He was, I 
believe, a manufacturer of office chairs, such as every 
State needs in large quantities. He wasn't the only 
manufacturer of office chairs. Once he had been elected 
Minister of Trade-so that he personally occupied a 
State office chair-for the sake of something to do, he 
imposed a ban on imports, to the great distress of those 
who delighted in the manufacture of office chairs. Raw 
materials fell into short supply everywhere. The Min­
ister of Trade did not sit easy in his chair, as may be 
imagined, and when the right moment came-that is to 
say, when he had bought up the materials in short 
supply in the United States and stored them tidily on 
the other side of the frontier-he could no longer resist 
the entreaties of his competitors, and lifted the import 



ban for a fortnight. All the rest, of course, were too 
late with their orders, went bankrupt and were only 
too glad to accept the merger that was offered them. 
But the Minister of Trade, although above reproach, 
felt no further urge to sacrifice himself for his father­
land; he retired to the dilapidated hacienda with which 
the State, so to speak, rewarded him, and tended it 
with heart and soul and some thousand laborers, 
whose picturesque straw hats I shall never forget. As 
we sat on the shady veranda, we used to see them like 
white mushrooms out in the flowering, burning hot 
fields; and soon it was indeed a model hacienda, a 
paradise on earth . . • 

Received from the public prosecutor the following 
information: 

Anatol Ludwig Stiller, sculptor, whose last address 
was his studio in Steingartengasse, Zurich, and who has 
been missing since January 1 946, is suspected of some 
offense the nature of which cannot be revealed to me 
until my identity has been proved. It seems to be a 
matter of some gravity. Espionage? I don't know what 
sets my mind running on this particular track, and 
anyhow it makes no odds to me; I'm not Stiller. How 
they wish I were. They obviously need him badly, 
guilty or not, as one small pawn may be needed in a 
game of chess-to clear up a whole situation. Drug 
traffic? Somehow I catch a whiff of politics rather 
than ordinary crime, and something in the attitude of 
my public prosecutor suggests to me that the suspicions 
of the Federal Police rest on rather shaky foundations. 
The mere fact that a man has suddenfy disappeared 
naturally gives rise to rumors. 

P.S. Looking back (in the meantime I have been read­
ing the Bible again) it strikes me that both my defense 
counsel as well as my public prosecutor have asked me 
from time to time whether I know Russian, a question 
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to which I replied, "Unfortunately not." "For Russian 
is supposed to be a wonderful language," I added, "all 
the Sfav languages in fact • • •  " Isn't one allowed to 
say that here? 

I'm being put through the mill. Now they want to con­
front me with the lady from Paris; a blonde or red­
head, to judge by the photographs, and very attractive 
to look at, rather skinny, but graceful. She and the 
missing man's brother have been sent a photograph of 
me. She insists she is my wife and is arriving by plane. 

A walk in the prison yard-alone! It is very pleasant, 
but it makes me wonder. The favored treatment 
proves that those in authority still (or more than ever) 
take me for their missing Herr Stiller. They even let 
me out without a warder, so I don't have to walk in a 
circle; I sit on a bench in the sun and draw in the sand 
with a twig. But I must never forget to rub out my 
scribbles with my shoe, otherwise they take them for 
art and see in them further proof that I am the missing 
man. Autumn is on its way. Here and there, as though 
from an empty sky, a yellow plane leaf flutters on to 
the sand. You can see it in the sky too; its blue is 
already paler and more transparent. The air is fresh, 
especially in the morning. A hazy spaciousness. Pigeons 
coo, and when the cathedral bells chime they swish up 
into the air like a silver-gray cloud and their fluttering 
shadows follow them silently across the walls. They 
:flutter on to rooftops and gutters; later they sail down 
again into my silent courtyard, waddle round my 
bench and coo. 

I shall tell her the little story of Isidore. A true story. 
Isidore was a dispensing chemist, that's to say a con­
scientious fellow who made a pretty �ood living, the 
father of several children and a man m the prime of 
life, and there is no need to emphasize that Isidore was 



a faithful husband. Nevertheless, he couldn't stand his 
wife's perpetual inquiries as to where he had been. 
They made him furious-inwardly furious, he didn't 
show a sign on the outside. It wasn't worth quarreling 
about, for at bottom, as I have said, theirs was a happy 
marriage. One fine summer, as was the fashion just 
then, they made a trip to Mallorca, and apart from her 
never-ending questions, which annoyed him on the 
quiet, everything went well. Isidore could be extremely 
affectionate when he was on holiday. They were both 
delighted with the beauty of Av1gnon, and walked 
along arm in arm. Isidore and his wife, whom we must 
imagine as a very amiable woman, had been married 
just nine years when they arrived in Marseilles. The 
Mediterranean sparkled as it does on posters. To the 
silent annoyance of his wife, who was already on board 
the steamer for Mallorca, Isidore had to go back at the 
last moment to buy a paper. It may be that he did it 
partly out of pure spite because she asked him where 
he was going. God knows, he didn't mean to; it was 
simply that, as their steamer wasn't going yet, he went 
for a bit of a stroll. Out of pure spite, as I have said, he 
plunged into his French newspaper, and while his wife 
was actually sailing to picturesque Mallorca, Isidore, 
when the wail of a siren at last made him look up with 
a start from his paper, found himself not at the side of 
his wife, but on a rather dirty tramp steamer filled to 
overflowing with men in yellow uniforms and also 
under steam. The great hawsers had just been cast off. 
Isidore watched the quay recede into the distance. 
Whether it was the devilish heat or the uppercut from 
a French sergeant that shortly afterwards rendered him 
unconscious, I cannot say; on the other hand, I venture 
to assert with complete confidence that Isidore the 
chemist had a harder life in the Foreign Legion than 
before. Flight was out of the question. The yellow 
fort, where thev made a man of Isidore, stood alone in 
the desert, wh�se sunsets he learnt to appreciate. No 
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doubt he sometimes thought of his wife, when he was 
not simply too tired, and he would probably have 
written to her; but writing was not allowed. France was 
still fighting against the loss of her colonies, so that 
Isidore had soon seen more of the world than he would 
ever have allowed himself to dream. He forgot his 
chemist's shop, of course, as others forgot their criminal 
past. In time Isidore even lost his homesickness for 
the country that claimed in writing to be his home, 
and it was pure decency on Isidore's part when-many 
years later-he came through the garden gate one fine 
morning, bearded, lean as he now was, his sola topi 
under his arm, so that the neighbors-who had long 
ago assumed the chemist to be dead-should not be 
distressed by his somewhat unusual attire; naturally he 
also wore a belt with a revolver. It was a Sunday morn­
ing, his wife's birthday, as I've said, he loved her, even 
though he had not written her a postcard in all those 
years. He paused for an instant, looking at his unaltered 
home, his hand on the garden gate, which had not been 
oiled and creaked as it always used to. Five children, 
all bearing a certain resemblance to himself, but all 
seven years older, so that their appearance took him by 
surprise, were already shouting "Daddy" from a dis­
tance. There was no turning back. 

So Isidore rode on with the determination of a man 
who has seen hard fighting, and in the hope that his 
dear wife, if at home, would not ask for an explanation. 
He strolled across the lawn as though he were coming 
back as usual from his shop, and not from Africa and 
Indo-China. His wife sat speechless under a new sun­
shade. Isidore had never seen the expensive dressing 
gown she was wearing before either. A maid-another 
innovation-immediately fetched a second cup for the 
bearded gentleman, whom without doubt, but also 
without disapproval, she took for the new "friend of 
the family." "It's cool here," said Isidore, pulling down 
his rolled-up shirtsleeves. The children were delighted 
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at being allowed to play with the sola topi, which 
naturally led to some quarreling, and when the fresh 
coffee arrived it was a perfect idyll, Sunday morning 
with bells ringing and birthday cake. What more could 
Isidore want? Without a thought for the new maid, 
who was just laying the cutlery, Isidore grabbed his 
wife. "Isidore," she cried and was unable to pour out 
the coffee, so that the bearded guest had to do it him­
self. "What is it? "  he asked affectionately, filling her 
cup up at the same time. "Isidore," she cried, close to 
tears. He put his arms around her. "Isidore," she asked, 
"where have you been all this time?" The man, as 
though momentarily stunned, put down his cup; he 
was simply not used to being married, and stood in 
front of a rose tree with his hands in his pockets. "Why 
didn't you write me so much as a postcard? "  she asked. 
Thereupon he took his topi away from the dumb­
founded children without a word, set it with military 
precision on his own head, which is supposed to have 
left an indelible impression on the children for the 
rest of their lives-Daddy with a sola topi and revolver 
holster that were not only genuine, but showed visible 
signs of use-and when his wife said, "You know, 
Isidore, you really shouldn't have done it," it was all 
over with Isidore's cozy homecoming. He drew (once 
more, I expect, with military precision) his revolver 
from his belt and fired three shots into the still un­
touched cake decorated with sugar icing, which, as 
may readily be imagined, caused a pretty frightful 
mess. "Isidore," screamed his wife, for her dressing 
gown was spattered all over with whipped cream-if 
the innocent children had not been there as witness she 
would have thought the whole visit, which cannot 
have lasted more than ten minutes, a hallucination. 
Surrounded by her five children like a Niobe, she 
watched Isidore the irresponsible walk coolly our 
through the garden gate, the impossible topi on his 
head. 
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After this shock the poor woman could never look 
at a birthday cake Without thinking of Isidore, a 
pitiable state of affairs. Her friends advised her con­
fidentially to get a divorce, but the brave woman still 
hoped. Her husband's guilt was obvious. But she still 
hor.ed he would relent, lived entirely for the five 
children she had by Isidore, and like a Penelope put 
off for another year the young lawyer who paid her a 
visit and urged her, not without reasons of hts own, to 
divorce her husband. And sure enough a year later­
again on her birthday-Isidore returned, sat down 
after the usual greeting, rolled down his sleeves and 
once more let the children play with his topi; but this 
time their delight at having a daddy lasted less than 
three mmutes. "Isidore," said his wife, "where have 
you been this time?" He stood up, without shooting, 
thank goodness, and without taking his topi away from 
the innocent children, rolled up his sleeves again and 
went out through the garden gate never to return. His 
poor wife wept as she signed the divorce petition, but 
1t had to be, especially as Isidore did not put in an 
appearance within the legally specified period; his 
chemist's shop was sold; the second marriage proceeded 
without ostentation and after the legally specified 
period had elapsed was also sanctioned by the registry 
office; in short, everything followed an orderly pattern, 
as was so important for the growing children. There 
was never any ·answer to the question of where Daddy 
had got to. Not even a. picture postcard. Mummy 
didn't want the children to ask where he was; she 
ought never to have asked Daddy herself • . . 

They have no money for whisky, but plenty for tele­
grams to Mexico to confirm from the Swiss Embassy 
that there is not only a Mexican dum� called Orizaba, 
but in very truth a whole lot of flounshing haciendas, 
some of thr.m really occupied by ex-ministers, some of 
Chem larger than the canton of Zurich and some of 
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them smal1er. On the other hand, however, (my able 
counsel informs me) the Embassy cannot confirm that 
a Swiss citizen was ever employed on a Mexican 
hacienda. 

"Well," I said, "now you know." 
"What?" 
"That I'm not 1 Swiss citizen, Herr Doktor, and 

therefore can't be your missing Herr Stiller." 
Whenever one of us thinks with razor-edged acuity. 

the other is in no way convinced; my counsel reached 
into his leather case and actually offered me a cigar he 
had specially bought for me-not the brand I wanted, 
unfortunately, but I nevertheless showed I was 
touched. 

"Word of honor-have you really been in Mexico?" 
he asked. "'Joking apart." 

It's funny how a little thing like a one-franc cigar 
immediately puts you under an obligation, making it 
quite impossible for me to rum my back on the donor 
without a word, in answer to his question . . •  Have 
I really been in Mexico! Anyone can say Yes, but not 
everyone, I thought to myself, can relate what a back­
ache a lower shrub-leaf, like the one on this cigar, gives 
the poor picker on the plantation; for these lower 
leaves are tougher than the upper ones, gray with dust, 
sandy and brittle, so that they are all too liable to break. 
But the picker is only patd for absolutely faultless 
goods. These lower leaves are used to wrap the fine 
cigars. Only the perfect article can be empfoyed • . •  

"Yes, yes," said my counsel. .. No doubt, but what 
has that to do with my question?" 

I smoked. I described my work on the Uruapan 
tobacco plantation. A hard time. On my knees from 
morning to evening. You can't pick the lower leaves 
any other way; even on your knees you have to bend 
to "find the best leaves. Once, I shall never forget it, I 
was crawling along from shrub to shrub, a Mexican 
straw hat on my head, without catching a glimpse of 
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the other pickers. I waited in vain for the overseer's 
whistle. Despite my economic position I simply 
couldn't stand the heat any longer, wages or no wages. 
The stench of sulphur was getting stronger and 
stronger. I yelled out, suddenly seized with terror. 
From the gray earth just behind me a little cloud of 
yellow smoke billowed forth. In vain I shouted to the 
other laborers, mostly Indians; they had already fled. 
My feet, too, could bear the heat no longer, and I ran, 
but where to? The air was full of smoke like a stag 
party where everyone is smoking cigars, and I could see 
fissures opening up in the earth around me, soundless 
fissures from which carne the stench of sulphur. I run 
on at random until I was panting so hard that I could 
run no further. Then I looked back at our plantation 
and saw it rise and arch itself and become a small hill. 
A thrilling spectacle, but heat and smoke drove me on. 
I cried out the news in the village. The women gath­
ered together their children and sobbed; the men 
decided to send a telegram to the owner of the planta­
tion that was turning into a volcano. After a few days 
and nights, during which the village lived in a continual 
state of alarm, it had developed into a not inconsider­
able mountain enveloped in yellow and greenish smoke. 
The village could neither work nor sleep; the sun 
shone as always, but it stank of sulphur, poisonous and 
hot, so that one would have liked to stop breathing; 
and the moon shone out of a cloudless night-sky, but 
there was thunder. The little church was filled to over­
flowing, the bells rang without pause, occcasionally 
drowned by the thunderous eruptions of the mountain. 

No answer came to the telegram, so we had to take 
steps to save ourselves. Fire glowed through the smoke 
that clouded the moon. And then carne the lava, slowly, 
but irresistibly, cooling and setting in the air, a black 
broth giving off swirling white steam; only during the 
night could you see the glow inside the stone broth 
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that came nearer and nearer, as high as a house, nearer 
and nearer-thirty yards a day. Birds flitted about in 
bewilderment because they could not find their nests, 
and forests disappeared under the red hot lava, mile by 
mile. The village was evacuated. I don't believe a single 
human life was lost. Carrying their weeping children 
in their arms or on their backs, laden with bundles 
containing little of value, they drove their distracted 
beasts in front of them, the donkeys braying and 
becoming more stubborn the more despairingly they 
were beaten. The lava flowed casually between the 
houses, filling them and swallowing them up. Being 
one of those who had no animal to save, I stood on a 
hill and watched the lava advancing: it hissed like a 
snake, turning every drop of water it came upon into 
steam, and it had a skin like certain snakes, a metallic 
gray skin, crusty over a soft, hot and mobile interior. 
Finally it reached the church; the first tower fell to 
its knees and was swallowed up with all its hurtling 
debris; the other stood fast and is still standing today, 
a tower with a little Spanish dome, the only thing left 
out of the whole village . . . 

"The village was called Paricutin. Now that is the 
name of the new volcano," I finished my story, "and if 
ever you go to Mexico, my dear Doktor, drive out to 
this Paricutin. The roads are terrible, but it's worth 
while, especially at night; glowing stones fly fifteen 
hundred feet into the air, and there is a rumbling like 
the rumbling of an avalanche, and just before it begins 
smoke always billows up from the crater like a giant 
cauliflower, but black and red, red underneath where 
it catches the light from the flames below. Not so long 
ago the eruptions succeeded one another at pretty short 
intervals-six minutes, ten minutes, three minutes, each 
eruption throwing up a cascade of glowing stones, 
most of which were extinguished before they struck 
the ground. It's a first-class firework, believe me. Espe-
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dally the lava. From the middle of a dark heap of dead 
slag, on which the moon shines without detracting 
from its blackness, the lava shoots out bright crimson, 
in spurts, like blood from a black bull. It must be very 
thin and runny, this lava, it sweeps down over the hill­
side almost as quick as lightning, gradually losing its 
brightness, until the next eruption comes glowing like 
a blast furnace, gleaming like the sun, lighting up the 
night with the deadly heat to which all life is due, with 
the molten heart of our planet. That's a sight you must 
see. I remember that our souls were filled with a jubila­
tion that could only find an outlet in dancing, in the 
wildest of all dances, an outpouring of horror and 
delight, such as the incomprehensible people who cut 
the warm heart out of the living breast might have 
understood." 

My counsel made notes. 
"Paricutin? "  he asked. "How do you spell that?" 
"As it's pronounced." 
We chatted about this, that and the other. The cigar 

was new to me, but very good of its kind. Once more 
we never got down to business (as he calls his heap 
of papers) .  

"Herr Doktor," I shouted after him down the corri­
dor, "you needn't bother to inquire about my working 
on that plantation, Herr Doktor, you can save yourself 
the trouble. Even your Swiss Embassy won't be able 
to find anything." 

"Why not?" 
"Because of the lava." 
He'll telegraph just the same. 

I'm not their Stiller. What do they want with me? I'm 
an unfortunate, insignificant, unimportant person with 
no life behind him, none at all. Why am I lying to 
them? Just so that they should leave me my emptiness, 
my insignificance, my reality; it's no good running 
away, and what they are offering me is flight, not 
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freedom, flight means acting a part. Why don't they 
stop it? 

Herr Dr. Bohnenblust (that's my counsel's name) has 
fetched the lady from Paris, who thinks she is my wife, 
from the airport and seems to be very charmed with 
her. 

"I just wanted to let you know," said my counse� 
"that the lady has landed safely. Of course she 5ends 
her love-" 

"Thank you." 
"She's now at the hotel." 
My counsel was incapable of sitting down, he could 

only rub his hands triumphantly, as though the lady 
from Paris were the big gun that was going to force 
me to surrender. 

"Herr Doktor," I said, "I have no objection to visits 
from ladies, I merely repeat the warning I gave you 
before: I'm a hot-blooded man, unrestrained, as I told 
you, especially at this time of the year." 

"So I told her." 
"Well? "  
.. The lady insists," he said, "on seeing you tete-a-tett. 

She'll be here on Monday at ten o'clock. She is con­
vinced that she knows her husband better than he 
knows himself, and there's no question of his being 
unrestrained, she says, that was always a wish-dream 
of her husband, says the lady, and she's quite sure she 
can manage him on her own." 

Then he offered me another cigar. 
"Monday at ten o'clock? " I said. "All right.'• 

Knobe� my warder, is beginning to get annoyed with 
my questions about the lady from Paris who claims to 
be married to me. 

"I told you," he grumbled, "she looks smart. And 
her scent fills the whole corridor.'' 

"What about her hair?" 
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"Red," he said, "like rose-hip jam." 
He is incapable of giving a real description, even 

when he answers my questions one by one; the more I 
hear the less I am able to visualize her. 

"Now eat your dinner," he said. "You'll see her for 
yourself. Perhaps the lady isn't your type at all, al­
though she swears she's;our wife." 

''My type," I laughe . "Did I ever tell you the story 
about the little mulatto girl?" 

"No." 
"She was my type," I said . 
.. A mulatto girl?" 
"It was on the Rio Grande," I began in a tone of 

voice that made Knobel sit down. "Suddenly-haven't 
you got any bread? " I interrupted myself, whereupon 
Knobel jumped to his feet and placed half a loaf on the 
table; I cut a thick slice and took a bite; while Knobel 
sat down again and waited till my mouth was a little 
Jess full. Then I went on. "Suddenly-we were just 
crouching round our fire, for evenings in the desert 
are bitterly cold, naturally there was no wood any­
where around, we were burning cotton waste, which 
gives out more stench than heat, discussing with the 
smugglers how they could smuggle us over the frontier 
during the night, because there was another warrant 
out for my arrest-suddenly, he carne round the red 
rocks." 

"Who?" 
Of course you can't talk with a mouth full of bread, 

not to mention the minestra I had to get down while it 
was still hot. 

"Who?" asked Knobel. "Who came round the 
rocks?" 

"A limousine," I said at last and could not restrain 
myself from taking another bite of the magnificent 
bread, "stolen of course. A splendid sight, by the way, 
like a banner of gold dust. Because of the last rays of 
the setting sun. A limousine streaking across the desert, 
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waves of sand." 

"Naturally." 
"Of course he had seen our little fire." 
"vVhat happened?" 
"Bang! "  I said. "But the fellow drove straight on, 

and of course we thought it was the American police. 
So bang! bang! and again bang! -and who do you 
think was inside?"  

"Who?" 
"Joe." 
I took a spoonful of my minestra. 
"Who's Joe?" 
"Her husband." 
"The mulatto's?" 
"Of course." 
"Well I'm blowed! "  
" A  negro," I added, " a  thoroughly nice chap, but 

not when you'd abducted his wife. So in the dark, 
when you could see the dazzling whiteness of his 
teeth-cheers! "  I said, breaking off to take a drink. 

"Go one." 
"We were in love." 
"You and the mulatto?" 
"I asked her: 'Do you love me or him?' She knew 

exactly what I meant. And nodded. And bang. And not 
another sound from Joe." 

"Dead?" he asked. 
"On the spot." 
"Well I'm blowed! "  
"She kissed me," I said. "That's my type." 
Thereupon Knobel ladled me out another plateful 

of minestra; he's as attentive as a waiter serving rich 
customers. 

"I like negroes," I said, "but I can't stand married 
men, even if they're negroes. They expect you to lay 
off their wives, and that doesn't suit me. Of course we 
drove straight across the frontier-" 
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"To Mexico?" 
"Without lights. To the left, the Rio Grande. To the 

right, the full moon." 
"That was your third murder?" 
"I believe so . . .  " 
It really wasn't right for Knobel to spend so long in 

my cell; the others always got cold food. My warder 
had alr��dy picked up the pail; I don't know what he 
was wamng for. 

"Man is a beast of prey," I said in a general sort of 
way. "That's the truth, Knobel, and all the rest is 
humbug." 

But he still waited. 
"When I think how I first met Florence," I said, "-

in the burning sawmill." 
"Who's Florence?" 
"My mulatto." 
"'I see." 
"That was up north in Oregon," I said. "When I was 

fishing on the coast. I had no money for any other sort 
of food, and I hadn't yet sunk to stealing. I still 
thought I was an honest man, even when I didn't catch 
anything for days, not a thing; it's no easy matter 
fishing in the ocean, from the rocky shore, with the 
breakers splashing. It's a tricky business. You stand for 
hours on your reef, in the dry; the spray from the surf 
flies up and falls, but it never rises beyond a certain 
point, it never comes up over your reef; you feel as 
safe as a solid citizen, and suddenly a wave comes along 
that is higher than the rest, God knows why, fifteen 
feet higher; if you don't spot it in time, that wave, as 
it foams over the reef full of seals, then you're 
drowned, honest man or no, smashed against the rocks, 
a drifting corpse that is never identified . . . 

WJ'here was a cloudless moon as I stood there, deaf­
ened by the breakers, when suddenly I saw smoke bil­
lowing up over the shore behind me, so much smoke 
that it looked like an eclipse of the sun. That can only 
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be the big sawmill, I thought at once, in this lonely 
neighborhood. You must imagine what it was like: not 
a single house within a radius of twenty miles, nothing 
but rocks and sheep and a wire-rope with which they 
lowered the logs from the wild forest, and when I 
looked up at the hill the sky was full of flying sparks; 
I've never seen such a fire and you should have heard 
it crackle; and not a trace of a fire engine, naturally, 
only the women standing round sobbing and biting 
their fingers, and praying to God to stop blowing with 
his wind; no water to put it out with and it was Sun­
day, so the men were off somewhere playing bowls, 
and here there was a flapping and slapping in the air 
like crimson banners-a glorious sight-flames flickered 
out of every window, there was nothing to be done; 
outside lay a whole ocean full of wind, and as it blew 
into the huge stack of dry timber the heat was so 
terrific it was unbearable at a hundred paces; and right 
in the middle stood a tank full of petrol." 

"Well I'm blowed!" 
"I asked her if she was crazy. The tank might go up 

at any moment. But just the same she rushed into her 
hut-" 

"Who?" 
"Right in the middle of all the clouds of smoke," I 

said. "The mulatto girl." 
"\V' eli I'm blowed." 
"And I-ran after her." 
"Naturally." 
"What do you mean, naturally?" I said. "It was 

absolutely crazy, but I suddenly thought, perhaps she 
wants to save a child-1 shall never forget how I stood 
there in the hut, a few roof shingles were already on 
fire, an old negro was running up and down on the 
roof like a monkey trying to put out the burning 
shingles with a ridiculous garden hose, one at a time, 
for his jet of water wasn't enough for any more, it 
was a joke, and inside the smoke was so thick I thought 
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I should suffocate. 'Hallo,' I yelled, 'hallo.' And there 
she stood, motionless and weeping, her hands on her 
hips, helpless, a young mulatto, a lovely creature, my 
dear Knobel, as beautiful as an animal, eighteen years 
old, a lovely creature-! Everything else was sheer 
rubbish, not worth saving, nothing but crockery and 
mattresses. I was so furious I just grabbed hold of her 
and shook her." 

"Why?" asked Knobel. 
"She wanted me to save the refrigerator. 'Like 

hell,' I shouted. And outside the old negro was still 
squirting with his thin garden hose so that drops fell 
on us. 'What do you want then?'  she asked. 'You,' I 
yelled. And when I took hold of her she laughed so that 
all her white teeth showed. 'I've got a husband,' she 
said. 'Come on,' I told her. 'Have you a car?'  she 
asked. There are plenty of cars about, I thought, and 
as she put her arms round me so that I could carry her 
better, the. roof began to crack and set the sparks 
dancing. I carried her out like a casualty, dumped her 
in the first car I came on standing in the street, and off 
we went. It was a Plymouth. The owner, probably a 
commercial traveler, never noticed as I drove past him, 
everyone was staring at the petrol tank that was going 
to explode at any moment." 

"So you were off and away, Mr. White." 
It's wonderful how delighted Knobel is by other 

people's successes; he positively beams. 
"Four hours later," I went on, "we were sitting in a 

quiet bay which is already inside California, fishing, 
where not a soul could see us. 'By the way, what's 
your name?' I asked her. 'Florence,' she said, and her 
eyes were like deadly nightshade berries, her skin like 
coffee. 'Joe will kill you,' she said, 'if he catches us.' 
I just laughed. 'We've got a car,' I said, and showed 
her how to open shellfish to get bait for fishing." 

In the end Knobel was called from outside and had 
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to leave me. With his bunch of keys in his hand he 
asked me: "Did you catch anything?" 

"And how!" I said, showing him the size with out­
stretched arms. "This big." 

My public prosecutor, at the moment the only person 
to whom I can disclose my real wretchedness almost 
undisguised, has said goodbye; he is going to Pontresina 
for ten days' holiday with his wife (who again sends 
her regards) .  We wish one another "All the best." 

Her hair is red, very red in fact, in keeping with the 
new fashion, not like rose-hip jam, however, but like 
dry minium powder. Very curious. And with it a 
very fine complexion-alabaster with freckles. Also 
very curious, but beautiful. And her eyes? I should say 
they are glittering, somehow watery, even when she 
is not crying, bluish-green like the edges of colorless 
window-glass, and at the same time, of course, full of 
soul and therefore opaque. Unfortunately her eye­
brows have been plucked to a thin line, which gives 
her face a graceful hardness, but also a slightly mask­
like appearance, as though perpetually miming surprise. 
Her nose looks very aristocratic, especially from the 
side; there is a great deal of involuntary expression in 
her nostrils. Her lips are rather thin for my taste, not 
without sensuality, but they must first be roused; and 
her figure (in a black tailor-made costume) has some­
thing spare and also boyish about it; it's easy to see 
she's a dancer; perhaps it would be more accurate to 
say there is something of the ephebe about her, which 
is unexpectedly attractive in a woman of her age. She 
smokes a great deal. Her very slender hand, when she 
stubs out the half-smoked cigarette, is by no means 
lacking in strength and a considerable measure of 
forcefulness, although she seems to see herself as com­
pletely fragile. She speaks very softly, to prevent her 



I'M N o T  S T I L L E R  

interlocutor from shouting. She banks on being pro­
tected. I believe this little ruse, too, is unconsciOus. 
And she smells intoxicating, just as Knobel said; it must 
be a very high-class make, one immediately thinks of 
Paris, of the perfumeries in the Place V endome. 

"How are you? " she inquired. 
Her habit of always answering one question with 

another is something you find in many women, in fact 
in all women, and I'm quite familiar with it. This 
made it all the more necessary for me to guard against 
the insidious feeling of having met her before. 

"Don't you recognize me? " she asked. 
Her fixed idea that I am her missing husband was by 

no means assumed; it came out in even her most trivial 
remarks. 

"Don't you smoke any more?" she asked. 
Later-because you can't keep a conversation going 

indefinitely with nothing but questions, especially 
when they are not even genuine questions, since she 
would only accept one answer and simply ignored all 
others as being prevarication-! told her the little tale 
of Isidore, adapting it to the case of my beautiful 
visitor by omitting the five children and making free 
use of a dream I had recently: when Isidore turned up 
at home he did not fire at the birthday cake, but merely 
showed his two hands covered with scars o o o A 
crazy dream. 

"Oh," sighed my lady, "you're still the same, one 
can't get a word of sense out of you, nothing but freaks 
of fancy." 

First it was comical, then annoying, but somehow 
also touching. This lady from Paris sitting on my bed 
in her black costume, smoking one cigarette after 
another, was anything but a stupid person, and I could 
imagine spending a delightful afternoon with her, more 
than an afternoon in fact. Above all, her rather tired 
and for some reason bitter laugh was enchanting, mak-
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ing one curious about the experience that lay behind 
it, time and again I couldn't help looking at her lips 
and being conscious of my own. But it seemed she 
couldn't get away from her fixed idea that she knew 
me. She simply refused to believe I could be anyone 
else than her missing Stiller. She kept on talking about 
her marriage, which, I gathered, had not been all that 
a marriage should be. Several times I indicated my 
regret. When I finally got a chance to speak-she 
didn't talk incessantly, far from it, she interspersed her 
conversation with frequent pauses during which she 
puffed hastily at her cigarette, long minutes of bitter 
silence it would have required more courage to inter­
rupt than a spate of words-when I finally got a 
chance to speak, I said: 

"I suppose you've been told, Madame, that you are 
talking to a murderer? " 

She ignored my remark as though it were a joke that 
had fallen flat. 

"I'm a murderer," I repeated at the next opportunity, 
"even if the Swiss police can't establish the fact. I 
murdered my wife." 

It was no use. 
"You're funny," she said. "You're really funny, I 

must say. At a time like this, when we haven't seen one 
another for half a lifetime, you start with your freaks 
of fancy again, your childish freaks of fancy." 

Again and again, I admit, her gravity made me mo­
mentarily uncertain, not uncertain about the fact that 
I had murdered my wife, but uncertain whether I 
should succeed in freeing this unhappy lady from her 
fixed idea. What did she want of me? I also tried 
gravity as a means of convincing her that there had 
never been a marriage between us, remaining grave 
even when she jumped up from my bed, walked up 
and down shaking her red hair, stood in front of my 
barred window smoking, her slender hands in the 
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�canty pockets of her tight-fitting tailor-made, not 
saying a word but staring out at the autumnal chestnut 
tree, so that I could not see her face. 

"Madame," I said, taking one of her cigarettes, "you 
flew down here to forgive your lost husband; you have 
waited years for this grave, indeed solemn, hour, and I 
can understand that it's a blow for you to find that I'm 
not the man you have waited for with all your desire 
to forgive everything. I'm not the man, Madame." 

Her only answer was to puff out smoke. 
"I think," I said, now smoking myself, "that is 

obvious, there is no need to discuss it." 
"What's obvious? " 
"That I'm not your lost husband." 
"Why not?" she asked without looking at me. 
At least I could see the back of her shapely head. 
"Madame," I said with undiminished gravity, "I'm 

deeply moved to hear you speak of your unhappy 
marriage, but, if you will forgive my saying so, the 
more I listen to you the less I understand what you 
want of me, in fact I don't understand at all. What can 
a lady like you, who, thank God, have so brilliantly 
recovered from the effects of your unhappy marriage, 
want with me-a man who murdered his wife. To be 
quite frank, I don't understand what it is you want to 
forgive me?" 

Silence. 
"You live in Paris? "  I asked. 
Then the figure turned. Her face, partially unmasked 

by quiet dismay and more beautiful than before, mak­
ing one think that contact must be possible, contact in 
the realm of truth-her face had for a short space of 
time a look that made me want to kiss her on the brow, 
and perhaps I ought to have done so, regardless of 
whether she misinterpreted it or not; for a short space 
of time, then her face seemed to close again and back 
she came with her fixed idea: 

"Anatol, what's the matter with you?" 
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Again I told her: 
"My name is White." 
She simply turned the tables, acting as though I were 

the one with the fixed idea. She threw her lighted 
cigarette out of the barred window (which is strictly 
forbidden, like so much here) and stood in front of 
me without taking hold of me of course, but knowing 
quite well that I should take hold of her and suddenly 
overcome by remorse beg her forgiveness. And in fact 
for a few moments we were quite defenseless, we 
smiled, although it wasn't funny at all. I might have 
looked like a gnome, a minotaur, anything you like, 
and it would have made no difference whatever; she 
was simply incapable of perceiving any other being 
than her vanished Stiller. 

"I didn't think," she said, "you would ever go bald 
on top. But it quite suits you." 

I was simply struck dumb. I was helpless. If I had 
taken hold of this lady and strangled her she would 
have gone on believing I was her lost husband. 

"Why didn't you ever write?" 
I said nothing. 
"I didn't even know whether you were still alive-" 
I said nothing. 
"Where have you been all these years?" 
I said nothing. 
"You say nothing-" 
I said nothing. 
"Fancy disappearing like that," she said. "Going off 

and never writing me a line. And just at that time. I 
might have died." 

Once I said: 
"That's enough." 
I don't know what else she talked about, she went 

on until I took hold of her, and even then she was 
unshakeable in her fixed idea, taking every reaction of 
mine, whether I laughed or trembled, as a confirma­
tion. She didn't stop forgiving me, though I grabbed 
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hold of her, shook her till her hair-combs fell in 
showers all round and flung her on the hard bed, where 
she lay with a torn blouse, crumpled costume, tousled 
hair and an expression of bewildered innocence, unable 
to rise because I was kneeling on the bed gripping her 
two hot hands in my left fist so that she shut her lovely 
eyes in pain. Her loose hair was gloriously silky and as 
light as gossamer. She was breathing heavily as though 
she had been running, her chest heaving and her 
mouth open. Her front teeth were splendid, not with­
out fillings, but otherwise gleaming like mother of 
pearl. And since I had gripped her delicate lower jaw 
with my other hand, she was incapable of speaking. I 
looked at her as though she were an object, suddenly 
quite sober, as though she were just any unknown 
woman. If Knobel, my warder, hadn't come with the 
ash-tray-

It's no good running away. I know that and keep 
repeating it to myself every day. It's no good running 
away. I ran away to avoid committing murder, and 
now I've learnt that my very attempt to run away was 
the murder. There is only one thing to do: to take this 
knowledge upon myself, even if no one shares with me 
this knowledge that I have murdered a life. 

Freaks of fancy! I'm supposed to tell my life story, and 
when I try to make myself understood they say, 
"Freaks of fancy." (At least I know now where my 
counsel picked up this expression together with the 
patronizing smile that goes with it.) He listens as long 
as I talk about my house in Oakland, about negroes 
and other facts; but as soon as I come to the real story, 
as soon as I try to tell him things that cannot be veri­
fied by a photograph-for example, what happens after 
you put a bullet m your temple-my counsel cleans 
his finger-nails and waits for a chance to interrupt me 
with some trifle. 



'"You had a house in Oakland?" 
"Yes," I said briefly, "why?" 
"Where's Oakland? "  
"Opposite San Francisco." 
HAh," said my counsel, "really?" 
It was thirteen feet wide and forty-two feet long 

(my counsel makes a note, that's the sort of thing he 
wants to know) and to be quite exact it was really 
more of a shingle hut. It once housed the laborers of a 
farm, but the farm was swallowed up by the town and 
only the now tumble-down hut remained, along with 
a giant tree, a eucalyptus-! shall never forget the 
silvery rustle of its leaves. Round about there was 
nothing but roofs, a sky filled with leaning telephone 
poles carrying the washing of my negro neighbors. To 
be precise again, there were Chinese living on my 
right. And the little overgrown garden must not be 
forgotten. On Sundays you heard the negroes singing 
in their wooden church. Otherwise there was silence, a 
great deal of silence, occasionally broken by the hoarse 
wail of sirens from the harbor and the rattle of chains 
that makes the blood curdle. Incidentally, I wasn't the 
owner of this little shingle-hut, only the tenant. I had 
absolutely no money at the time. The rent consisted 
in my having to feed the cat. I can't stand cats. But the 
eat's food stood ready in green tins, and in compensa­
tion I had a kitchen with a cooker and a refrigerator, 
and even a radio. In the hot nights the silence was often 
almost unbearable; I was glad to have the radio. 

"And you lived there all on your own?" 
"No," I said, "with the cat." 
He had even got beyond making a note of the cat 

• . .  Yet this cat, I now believe, was the first warn­
ing. Her owners called her Little Gray and had always 
fed her in the kitchen, a custom I was not inclined to 
continue, because of the smell apart from anything 
else. I opened the daily tin and tipped the revolting 
stuff on to a plate in the garden, an arrangement which 
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on her side, spoilt as she was, the cat was not inclined 
to accept. She jumped up on to the sill of my open 
window and glowered at me with her green eyes, 
spitting. How could I read under such circumstances? 
I flung her out into the Californian night, a bundle with 
kicking paws, and shut all the windows. She crouched 
outside the pane and spat, she spat for hours at a time, 
for weeks on end, whenever I looked at her. I never 
failed to give her the tinned food, that was my duty, 
the only one I had at that time. And she never failed to 
slip into the house again through some open window 
(I couldn't spend the whole summer behind closed win­
dows ) ,  unexpectedly rubbing herself against my legs 
just when I was feeling happy. It became a real strug­
gle, a ridiculous struggle to see who could hold out 
longest, a horrible struggle; night after night I lay 
awake because she was howling round my hut, de­
nouncing me to the whole neighborhood as a cruel 
man. I let het in and shoved her into the refrigerator, 
but still I couldn't sleep. When I took pity on her, she 
had stopped spitting; I warmed her some milk, which 
she vomited. She looked at me as though threatening 
to die. She was quite capable of ruining everything for 
me, the little shingle-hut, the garden-. She was there 
even when she wasn't there; she brought me to the 
point of going to look for her when it was time to shut 
up for the night. I asked the negroes sitting on the 
curb whether they had seen Little Gray, and they 
shrugged their round shoulders. She stayed away 
eleven days and nights. One hot evening, just when 
Helen had come to see me, she jumped on to the win­
dow sill. "My goodness," cried Helen; the cat was 
sitting there with a gaping wound in her face dripping 
with blood, and looking at me as though I had 
wounded her. For a week I fed her in the kitchen: she 
had brought it off. At least almost, for one night after 
midnight, when I had been dreaming about her, I went 
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downstairs, took her out from among the warm pillows 
she had snuggled into, and carried her out into the 
garden-but not without first making sure her wound 
was healed. Everything began all over again ; once more 
she crouched outside the window and spat. I should 
never get the beter of this animal-

My counsel smiled. 
"But apart from the cat, I mean, you lived alone." 
"No," I said, "with Helen." 
"Who is Helen?" 
"A woman," I said, angered by his knack of always 

entangling me in side-issues, and by his Eversharp, 
with which he immediately made a note of the name. 

"Don't hold anything back," he said, and after I had 
served him up a pretty hot story of love and passion, 
he assured me: "Of course, I shall treat all this in strict 
confidence-anyhow, I shan't say a word about it to 
Frau Stiller." 

I hope he talks! 

Have been reading the Bible. 
(The ghastly dream of the confrontation with Frau 

Julika Stiller-Tschudy: I am looking from outside 
through a window at a youngish man, probably the 
missing man, walking between the cafe tables and 
raising his outspread hands in order to display the 
bright red patches, hawking his stigmata, so to speak, 
which no one buys from him; embarrassment; I my­
self am standing outside, as I said, with the lady from 
Paris, whose face I don't know and who is explaining 
rather scornfully that the stigma-hawker is her hus­
band, she also shows me her hands-also bearing two 
bright red scars. It is obvious, this much I can guess, 
that the point is to show who is the cross and who the 
crucified, though none of this is put into words; the 
people at the cafe tables are reading illustrated pa­
pers . . .  ) 
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My warder wanted to know who Helen was. He had 
just heard the name in the public prosecutor's office. 
My warder already knew she was the wife of a U.S. 
sergeant, and also that the sergeant in question came 
home on leave one morning and surprised us together 
in the house . . .  Too tired to make up another mur· 
der story, I merely added: 

"He was a charming fellow." 
"Her husband�" 
"He wanted his wife to go and see a psychoanalyst, 

and she wanted him to do the same." 
"What happened next? " 
"That was all." 
My warder was disappointed, but I realize more and 

more that this has its advantages; it's precisely the dis­
appointing stories, which have no proper ending and 
therefore no proper meaning, that sound true to life. 

Otherwise there's nothing new. 

P.S. I don't know what they hope to gain from these 
on-the-spot investigations. They've evidently aban­
doned, or at least postponed, their plan of taking me 
to her lost husband's studio, because of my assurance 
that I should smash to pieces everything belonging 
to the fellow who had caused me so much trouble. 
Now, I hear, they want to go with me to Davos. What 
for? 

You can put anything into words, except your own 
life. It is this impossibility that condemns us to re­
main as our companions see and mirror us, those who 
claim to know me, those who call themselves my 
friends and never allow me to change, and discredit 
every miracle (which I cannot put into words, the in­
expressible, which I cannot prove)-simply so that 
they can say: 

"I know you." 
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My counsel was beside himself, as  was bound to hap­
pen sooner or later; he did not lose his self-control, 
but self-control had made him white in the face. 
Without saying good morning, he looked into my 
sleepy eyes, silent, his brief-case on his knees, waiting 
till he felt I had sufficiently recovered my senses and 
was sufficiently curious to know the reason for his in­
dignation. 

"You're lying," he said. 
Probably he expected me to blush; he still hasn't 

grasped the situation. 
"How can I believe anything you say? " he com­

plained. "Every word you utter begins to seem dubi­
ous to me, extremely dubious, now that this album 
has come into my possession. Look," he said. "just 
look at these photographs for yourself." 

Admittedly they were photographs, and I won't 
deny that there was a certain outward likeness be­
tween the missing Stiller and myself; nevertheless, I 
see myself very differently. 

"Why do you lie? " he kept asking me. "How can I 
defend you, if you don't even tell me the whole and 
complete truth? "  

He can't understand. 
"Where did you get this album from?" I asked. 
No reply. 
••And you dare to tell me you have never lived in 

this country, that you couldn't even imagine living in 
our town!" 

"Not without whisky," I said. 
"Just look at this," he said. 
Sometimes I try to help him. 
"Herr Doktor," I said, "it all depends what you 

mean by living. A real life, a life that leaves a deposit 
in the shape of something alive, not merely a photo­
graph album yellow with age-God knows, it need 
not be magnificent, it need not be historic and unfor-



I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

gettable-you know what I mean, Herr Doktor, a real 
life may be the life of a very simple mother, or the life 
of a great thinker, someone whose life leaves a deposit 
that is preserved in world history-but it doesn't have 
to be, I mean, it doesn't depend on our importance. 
It's difficult to say what makes a life a real life. I call it 
reality, but what does that mean? You could also say 
it depends on a person being identical with himself. 
That's what I mean, Herr Doktor, a person has lived 
and his life has formed a deposit, however wretched 
it may be-it may be no more than a crime, it's bitter 
when all our life amounts to is a crime, a murder for 
example, that happens, and there's no need for . vul­
tures to circle overhead-you're quite right, Herr 
Doktor, those are just circumlocutions. You under­
stand what I mean? I express myself very unclearly, 
when I don't just lie for all I'm worth for the sake of 
an outlet; deposit is only a word, I know, and perhaps 
we are talking all the time about things that elude us, 
things we can't grasp. God is a deposit! He is the sum 
of real life, or at least that's how it sometimes seem� 
to me. Are words a deposit? Perhaps life, real life, is 
simply mute-and it doesn't leave photographs be­
hind, Herr Doktor, it doesn't leave anything 
dead . . .  " 

But dead things are enough for my counsel. 
"Look," he said, "just look at this photograph of 

you feeding swans. It's definitely you and in the back­
ground, you can see for yourself, is the Great Minster 
of Zurich. Just look." 

There was no denying it. In the background (not 
very clear) you could see a kind of small cathedral, a 
Great Minster, as my counsel called it. 

"It really all depends," I said once more, "what we 
mean by living-" 

"Look at this," said my counsel, continuing to turn 
the pages of the album. "Just look: Anatol in his first 
studio, Anatol on the Piz Palu, Anatol as a recruit 
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with cropped hair, Anatol outside the Louvre, Anatol 
talking to a town councilor on the occasion of a prize­
giving-" 

"So what? " I asked. 
We understand each other less and less. If it were 

not for the cigar he had brought, in spite of his an­
noyance, I shouldn't have spoken to my counsel at all 
any more, and it would have been better, I think. I 
tried in vain to explain to him that I didn't know the 
whole and complete truth myself, and on the other 
hand was not disposed to let swans or town counci­
lors prove to me who I really was, and that I should 
tear up on the spot any further albums he brought 
into my cell. It was no use. My counsel would not get 
it out of his head that I must be Stiller, simply so that 
he could defend me, and he called it silly make-believe, 
when I contradicted him and swore I was no one but 
myself. Once more it ended in our bawling one an­
other out. 

"I'm not Stiller," I shouted. 
"Who are you then?" he shouted. "Who are you?" 

P.S. His cigar makes me feel ashamed of myself. Just 
now I bit off the crisp tip, and then drew the first few 
puffs that are always so especially dry and especially 
fragrant. In a minute I was so amazed by the aroma 
that I took the cigar from my lips and looked at it 
carefully. Dannemann! My favorite brand! Really and 
truly? So he's once more-

Went to Davos yesterday. It's just as Thomas Mann 
describes it. Moreover it rained all day long. Never­
theless I had to go for a very special walk, during 
which Julika made me look at squirrels while my 
counsel kept handing me fir-cones to smell. As though 
I had denied the aromatic smell of fir-cones. Later, in 
a very special restaurant, I had to eat snails, which are 
·'1 famous delicacy but make you stink of garlic after-
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wards. All the time I could clearly observe Julika and 
my counsel exchanging glances, waiting for me to let 
slip some admission, or at least burst into tears. None 
the less I greatly, appreciated eating off a white table­
cloth again. Since conversation flagged, I told them 
about Mexico--the mountains round about, though 
very small, reminded me of Popocatepetl and the Cor­
tez Pass, and I have always found the conquest of 
Mexico one of the most fascinating stories. 

"May be," said my counsel, "but we're not here for 
you to tell us about Cortez and Montezuma." 

They wanted to show me the sanatorium where 
Julika lay during her illness; but it had since been 
burnt down, about which my counsel was heart­
broken. After the meal there was coffee, kirsch and 
cigars ad lib. I wondered what they were spending 
all this money for. The little outing cost about two 
hundred Swiss francs; my counsel and I went in the 
State prison van (meals for the driver and the police 
constable were extra), Julika by train. In better 
weather it would have been a pleasant bit of country­
side, no doubt about it. Once, down in the valley, we 
overtook the train, Julika waved. 

My greatest fear: repetition. 

Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy discovered the old scar 
over my left ear and wanted to know how I got it. 
She kept on about it. I said to her: 

"Somebody tried to shoot me." 
"No," she said pressingly, "seriously-" 
I told her a story. 

P.S. Julika, now that I have seen her more often, is 
quite different from what I thought at our first meet­
ing. Just what she is like, I should find it hard to say. 
She has moments of unexpected grace, especially 
when my counsel is not there, moments of defenseless 
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innocence, a sudden blossoming of the childhood 
years that were never lived, a face as it must have 
been the first instant it was awakened by the breath of 
the Creator. Then it is as though she were surprised 
herself-a lady in a black tailor-made costume and a 
Paris hat, generally surrounded by a veil of smoke­
surprised that no man has yet known her. I can't un­
derstand this vanished Stiller. She's a hidden maid 
waiting under the cover of mature womanhood, at 
moments so beautiful it takes your breath away. 
Didn't Stiller notice? There is nothing womanly this 
woman does not possess, at least potentially, smoth­
ered over perhaps, and her eyes alone (when she stops 
believing I'm Stiller for a moment) have a gleam of 
frank anticipation that makes you jealous of the man 
who will one day awaken her. 

Repetition. And yet I know that everything de­
pends on whether one succeeds in ceasing to wait for 
life outside repetition, and instead, of one's free will 
(in spite of compulsion) , manages to turn repetition, 
inescapable repetition, into one's life by acknowledg­
ing: That is I . . .  But again and again ( here, too, 
there is repetition) it needs only a word, a gesture 
that frightens me, a landscape that reminds me, and 
everything within me is flight, flight without hope of 
getting anywhere, simply for fear of repetition-

While we were soaping down in the showers today 
the little Jew told me we were probably seeing one an­
other for the last time, because he was shortly going to 
hang himself. I laughed and advised him not to. Then 
we marched along the corridor again one by one with 
towels round our necks. 

The latest news: 
"It won't be long now," said Knobel. "You'll get 

your whisky at last, Mr. White, perhaps this week." 
When I asked him what he meant, he didn't answer; 



6o I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

1 realized at once that he had heard something, but 
wasn't supposed to talk about it. At the enc.l, when he 
had already picked up the soup pail, he nevertheless 
added: 

"The lady seems to have taken a great liking to 
you." 

"So what? " 
"Anyhow she's gone bail for you," he said in an un­

dertone, "a tidy sum." 
"What for?" 
"Well-for you, Mr. White," he grinned and 

winked his eye. "So that you can go for walks with 
her." 

P.S. I have asked my counsel to bring me another 
notebook, because this one will soon be full. I haven't 
let him read it yet, and his earnest hope that this note­
book will enable him, so to speak, to get my life into 
his brief-case, is gradually begmning to worry me. 

Zurich could be a charming little town. It stands at the 
lower end of a delightful lake, whose hilly banks are 
not disfigured by factorie�, but by villas, and as we 
had such pleasant weather for our outing yesterday, 
a blue September sky with a thin silvery haze, I was 
really enchanted-not merely to please Frau Julika, 
whose generous bail makes it possible for me to go for 
trips like this every week, provided of course that I 
always return punctually to my prison. In this con­
nection, I am less bound by my oath, which I had to 
swear to my counsel to prevent him from coming with 
us, than by natural consideration for Julika; if I made 
off she would lose a sum I could never restore to her. 
Moreover, I'm allowed one or two glasses of whisky! 
She looks simply magnificent, this woman, I think so 
every time I see her with her fiery hair in the sun­
shine, the white Paris hat on top of it and her willowy 
figure-I'm simply enchanted. 



6 1  

Once, when I caught sight of her reflection i n  a 
shop-window again, I couldn't help turning round, 
taking her by the chin and kissing her. 

"Anatol," she said, "this is Zurich! "  
I a m  particularly enchanted b y  the position o f  their 

little town, which is embraced on both sides by tran­
quil hills and natural woods that tempt one to go for 
country walks, while in the center there glitters a lit­
tle green river that reveals the direction in which 
great oceans lie (as every watercourse does) and 
therefore always arouses a vital urge, a longing for 
the world, for seashores. It must be delightful to 
spend three weeks in Zurich, especially at this time of 
the year, if one is not in a prison. At this time of year, 
too, as you can hear in the street, there are all sorts of 
foreigners in the town. Not for nothing is Zurich's 
coat of arms blue and white; in the dazzling bright­
ness of its windswept blue ornamented with the white 
of gulls-a brightness that is said to cause even the resi­
dents a great many headaches-this Zurich really has a 
charm of its own, a cachet that is to be sought in the 
air rather than anywhere else, a radiance that is in the 
atmosphere and stands in curious contrast to the mo­
roseness that marks the faces of those who live here, 
and something positively festal, something neat and 
decorative like its coat of arms, something blue and 
white without many special characteristics. It is, one 
might perhaps say, a town whose charm lies above all 
in its countryside; in any case, one can understand the 
foreigners who get out and take snaps from the quay 
before going on to Italy, and one can also understand 
the residents who are proud when people take a lot of 
snaps. Their narrow lake, about as wide as the Mis­
sissippi, gleams like a curved scythe in the green, un­
dulating countryside. Even on workdays it is alive 
with little sailing boats. In spite of all its bustle there 
is still something of the spa about this Zurich, this 
meeting-place of businessmen. 
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Fortunately the Alps are not so close as on picture 
postcards; at a seemly distance they crown the un­
dulating foothills, a spray of white neve and bluish 
clouds. 

Perhaps Julika hasn't shown me the right parts of 
the town; looking back it strikes me that we haven't 
met a single beggar, and also no cripples. The people 
are not smartly dressed, but their clothes are made of 
good material, so that one never has to feel sorry for 
them, and the streets are clean from morning till eve­
ning. We stroll along for nearly an hour, unmolested 
by beggars, as I have said, and also undisturbed by out­
standing works of architecture, which would have in­
terrupted our conversation. The way they try to regu­
late the modern traffic is not always comprehensible 
to a foreigner, though the Swiss police take the great­
est trouble and look very grave, and above all it would 
seem that they are more concerned about justice than 
about the traffic; at every crossing you feel you are 
undergoing some kind of moral training. The closer 
you come to the lake, where the foreigners create 
their own atmosphere, which they take to be the at­
mosphere of Zurich, the less you make yourself con­
spicuous if you are gay and laugh in the street; even 
Julika, I notice, becomes freer in this part of the town, 
and I can imagine what she is like in Paris. Her mama 
was Hungarian, but Zurich is her native town, and 
Julika is angry out of all proportion when the town 
council of Zurich makes a faux pas, when it fails to 
welcome Charlie Chaplin, for example. She talks about 
nothing else for half an hour. 

An Indian couple, probably attending a congress, 
look most attractive. There are a lot of congresses 
here, there is altogether something international about 
the place with its large, dusty coaches crowded with 
German leather shorts, and every waitress speaks 
American. A touch of universality forms part of the 



essence of this little town, which, as I have said, is 
very pleasant for the foreigner; it is provincial with­
out being dull. It is provincial with concerts by Fun­
wangler, guest performances by Jean-Louis Barrault, 
exhibitions from Rembrandt to Picasso, dramatic art 
by German emigres, and Thomas Mann's new home, 
but also with all sorts of great men of its own who 
achieve things in the world outside, until their fame 
also gradually flatters their own country, which is in­
capable of bestowing fame itself precisely because it 
is provincial, in other words outside history. But what 
do I care about all that? For the foreigner it is a pleas­
ure to stroll about this little town, especially when he 
has money, and, as I said, it might have been a delight­
ful afternoon-if Julika had not slipped back into her 
fixed idea that I am her lost husband. 

Once she came to a stop. 
"Look," she said, pointing to a bronze figure that 

was no better for having been bought by the munici­
pality, a type of sculpture which, to be quite honest, 
does not appeal to me at all; and when I started to 
walk on Julika took me by the sleeve and pointed to 
the plinth, on which was engraved in rather large let­
ters, the name A. Stiller. (Fortunately, I made no com­
ment, for as soon as I express any opinion about the 
work of their missing Stiller, they take it for self­
criticism and as a further indication that I am Stiller.) 
. . .  Another time when Julika felt the irritating need 
to tug me by the sleeve, I at least saw no sculptures, 
thank goodness, but swans, a flotilla of natural swans, 
their white plumage glistening in the sunlight and 
with down floating on the green water around them. 
And in the background, from the position in which 
Julika placed me, I could see the so-called Great 
Minster. I understood; just like in the photograph al­
bum! What she was trying to prove, I don't know. 
Finally I stopped dead in the middle of the street (in-
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side the pedestrian crossing) ; it was no use her tug­
ging at my sleeve, exasperated as though by a stub­
born mule, when I asked: 

"Where can we get whisky in this neighbor­
hood?"  

"We can't stop here." 
The motor-scooters were already whizzing past us 

to left and right, a taxi hooted at me, then a lorry and 
trailer thundered by and Julika's face was as white as 
chalk, although the lights were now with us again. 
An unknown pedestrian, to whom I had done no harm, 
shouted expressions of moral indignation at me, as 
though, in a country that daily boasts of its liberty, 
there were a law against risking one's own life . . .  
Later, in a garden restaurant under gaily colored um­
brellas, I asked Julika: 

"How do you live in Paris, dear? " 
I called her "dear," not because of the bail, God 

knows, but from a tender impulse, involuntarily. There 
is always something wonderful about this first touch 
of intimacy, something like a magic wand over the 
whole world, which suddenly seems to be floating, 
something very quiet which nevertheless drowns 
every other sound. Involuntarily, but then as though 
dazed by unexpected happiness, so that I was scarcely 
aware of anything but our little point of contact, 1 
laid my hand on her shoulder. For a blissful minute, 
until the new "dear" has become a habit and, as it 
were, devoid of resonance, you feel that all men are 
your brothers, including the waiter who brings you 
the whisky; you have the feeling that there is no more 
need for disguise in this world, a feeling of peaceful 
elation. You laugh about your prison. In cases where 
this "dear" is a mature and no doubt enterprising 
woman I feel a natural urge, which in my state of 
elation, is not a very serious or pressing need, but 
rather a playful curiosity, to know what other men 
there �re in the life of my "dear." No man ever ap-



pears in her stories of Paris and of the ballet school, 
which is presumably not a convent, no Fran<;ois, no 
Andre, no J acques, nothing. A Paris of Amazons­
what can that mean? Finally I asked her in a round­
about way: 

"Are you very happy in Paris? "  
"Happy? " she said. "What does happy mean? " 
It's very curious: for some reason or other Frau 

Julika StJ:lcr-Tschudy can't bear me to think of her as 
well and happy. She immediately gets back to Davos 
and the no doubt very terrible time she spent in that 
lonely veranda with the olive-green art nouveau win­
dows, where Stiller, her missing husband, simply aban­
doned her. I listened to it all over again. Without 
doubting the frightfulness of the past, I saw her flour­
ishing present with her strange face lit from below by 
the reflection from the tablecloth, like a face before 
the footlights. I longed for her. I waited for her to 
come out of her past, which she wanted to forgive and 
in  order to forgive had to describe in  detail, into the 
present of our short afternoon. 

"My dear Julika," I said, "you keep on telling me 
how terribly your Stiller behaved. Who's disputing it? 
He made you ill, you say, mortally ill, he deserted you, 
you might have died; and yet, as I can see, you're 
looking only for him-do you grudge him his good 
fortune that you didn't die after all, that you're sitting 
here looking radiant? " 

This was no joke, as I could see for myself. Without 
looking at me, Julika took from her white Paris 
handbag a letter yellowed with age, which was ob­
viously intended to refute what I had said. It was a 
brief note Stiller had sent her while she was in the 
sanatorium at Davos, I was to read it, really j ust a 
crumpled scrap of paper, the leaf from a scribbling 
pad, ruled in squares, the message scrawled hastily in 
pencil and looking somehow objectionable, repellent. 

"Well? " I asked rather awkwardly. 
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She hastily struck a match, so hastily that it snapped 
several times. This little text, the last she received 
from her missing Stiller, did not seem to her to require 
any commentary. She smoked. 

"Julika," I said, giving her back the small sheet of 
.crumpled paper, "I love you." 

She laughed tonelessly, dully, unbelievingly. 
"I love you," I repeated and tried to say something 

that did not have to do with her or my past, but with 
our meeting, my feelings at this hour, my hopes for 
the future; but she didn't hear me. Even when she 
was silent she didn't hear me, she was only adopting 
the pose of an attentive listener. Her mind was in 
Davos, you could see that, and while I was speaking 
she even began to cry. I also found it sad that two 
people could sit face to face and yet fail to perceive 
one another. "Julika? " I called her by name, and 
at last she turned her lovely face to me. But instead of 
sef.ing me, she saw Stiller. I took hold of her slender 
hand to wake her up. She made an effort to listen to 
me. She smiled whenever I protested my love, and pos­
sibly she was listening to me, but without hearing what 
I was trying to say. She only heard what Stiller, if he 
had been sitting in my chair, would probably have 
said. It was painful to feel this. Really it was no use 
going on talking. I looked at her hand lying close 
beside me, after I had involuntarily released it, and 
could not help thinking of the terrible dream with the 
scars. Julika told me to go on. What was the use? I, 
too, suddenly felt absolutely hopeless. Every conversa­
tion between this woman and myself, it seemed, was 
finished before it began, and any action it might occur 
to me to take was interpreted in advance, alienated 
from my present being, because it would in any 
case appear as an appropriate or inappropriate, an ex­
pected or unexpected action on the part of the missing 
Stiller, never as my action. Never as my action • • •  



When I beckoned to the waiter, she immediately said 
with tender solicitude: 

"You shouldn't drink so much." 
At these words, to be frank, I winced and had to 

control myself. What was this lady thinking of? First, 
I had no intention of ordering another drink. And what 
if I had? She seemed to think she could treat me in 
the same way as her vanished Stiller, and for a moment 
I felt like drinking another whisky out of pure spite. 
I didn't do so. For spite is the opposite of real inde­
pendence. I smiled. I felt sorry for her. I realized that 
her whole behavior did not relate to me, but to a 
phantom, and once confused with her phantom (for 
the man she was looking for probably never existed) 
one was simply defenseless; she could not perceive me. 
What a pity! I thought. 

Unfortunately the waiter was a long time coming. 
"I didn't intend to order anything," I said with 

rather tired rebelliousness-and Julika laughed, so that 
I added almost with irritation, "You're wrong, my 
love, I really didn't mean to order anything, I meant to 
pay-but unfortunately I have no money." 

In the meantime, however, as though she never ex­
pected anything else, Julika had already slipped her 
red morocco-leather purse under my elbow, so that I 
could pay (as she must often have done with Stiller) . 
What could I do? I paid. Then I gave her back the red 
morocco purse, pulled myself together and said: 

"Let's go." 
On the stroke of six I was back in prison. 

P.S. That's the trouble-! have no words for reality. 
I've been lying on my bed without sleeping, hearing 
the clock strike one hour after another, trying to de­
cide what to do. Shall I give in? I've only to tell a lie, 
a single word, a so-called admission, and I shall be 
"free"; in my case that means, condemned to play a 
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part that has nothing to do with me. On the other 
hand, how can anyone -prove who he really is? I 
can't. Do I know myself who I am? That is the ter­
rifying discovery I have made while under arrest: I 
have no words for my reality. 

The little Jew, with whom I had allied myself for pur­
poses of back-soaping, was not at the showers today. 
\Vhen I remarked that I didn't grudge him his free­
dom, they merely raised their eyebrows. He was an 
intelligent man, and the rumor that he has committed 
suicide keeps occupying my mind. Of course, we are a 
group of ten, and if we hadn't soaped one another's 
backs I should probably never have noticed he had 
gone. It's not that I miss him, either. (I  always found 
the back-soaping somehow embarrassing. ) What is on 
my mind is the fact that it is always the intelligent 
people who can't wait for death, and when I think of 
his eyes that were not only intelligent but also full of 
the knowledge of mysteries, it seems incredible that 
this man did not know what was waiting for him. 
Now I even imagine that he was the only one to 
whom I could have communicated my experience­
the otherwise almost incommunicable meeting with 
my angel. 

Once more I have the familiar feeling of having to fly, 
of standing on a window sill (in a burr.ing house? ) 
with no possibility of escape unless I am suddenly able 
to fly. At the same time I know for sure that it is no 
use flinging myself into the street, suicide is an il­
lusion. This means that I must fly in the confidence 
that the void itself will bear me up, that is to say a 
leap without wings, a leap into nothingness, into an 
unlived life, into guilt by omission, into emptiness as 
the only reality which belongs to me, which can 
bear me up . • •  



@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@ 

2nd Notebook 

Mv counsel has read the notes I have made so far. He 
wasn't even angry, but merely shook his head. He 
couldn't defend me with that, he said, and didn't even 
put it in his brief-case. 

Nevertheless, I continue to keep the records. 
(With his much appreciated cigar in my mouth.) 

The relationship between the beautiful Julika and 
the missing Stiller began with Tchaikovsky's Nut­
cracker Suite (to the young dancer's mortification, 
Stiller, who was still very young and felt obliged some­
how to impress the lovely Julika, described this music 
as soap-bubble magic, impotent virtuosity, illuminated 
lemonade, sentimental rubbish for the elderly and so 
on), and to judge by Julika's most recent intimations a 
Nutcracker Suite hung over all the years of their mar­
riage. Julika was in the ballet at the time. On an old 
photograph, which she showed me casually the day 
before yesterday, she appears as a page or a prince, 
blissfully happy in a costume that suits her down w 
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the ground; one could gaze for hours at the ephebe­
like charm she displays in this photograph. At that 
time, unlike today, her large, exceptionally beautiful 
and apparently frank eyes contained a strange shy­
ness, something like a veil of secret fear, either fear 
.of her own sex, from which her delightful disguise 
could protect her only part of the time, or fear of the 
man who might be waiting somewhere behind the 
scenes for the removal of her silvery disguise. Julika 
was then twenty-three. Any reasonably experienced 
man-which Stiller obviously was not-would imme­
diately have recognized in this fascinating little per­
son a case of extreme frigidity, or at least have guessed 
it at the first contact, and adjusted his expectations ac­
cordingly. At this time a great future was predicted 
for Julika in the ballet. How many men, reputable 
citizens of Zurich, people of importance, Julika could 
have married on the spot, if this strange and hence 
fascinating girl had not put art (ballet) above every­
thing, so that she regarded every activity outside art 
as an unwelcome distraction. 

Dancing was her life. She kept the gentlemen at a 
distance with a giggling laugh, which discoura�ed 
many of them and made all serious conversation Im­
possible; and whether they would believe it or not, the 
lovely Julika lived like a nun at this period, though 
surrounded by rumors that made her out a vamp; 
but at this, too, Julika only giggled. 

Why didn't people let her be as she was? She 
never left the theater without a bouquet of fresh 
flowers nor without a slight but genuine fear that 
her closest admirer, the donor of these flowers, a stu­
dent perhaps or a gentleman with a shiny car, was 
waiting outside. J.ulika was afraid of cars. For­
tunately, they generally didn't recognize Julika as she 
swept past with her beautiful red hair hidden un­
der a school-girlish woolen cap, a very ordinary look­
ing girl once she no longer stood in the glare of the 



spotlight. Like a marine creature whose glorious 
colors are only visible under water, Julika's elfin 
beauty showed only when she was dancing; after­
wards she was tired. Understandably: when she 
danced she gave her last ounce of energy. She had a 
right to be tired, and Julika told every waiting admirer 
she was tired. But Stiller always believed that Julika 
was only tired for him. What did he get out of it 
when he persuaded Julika to take a glass of wine or, 
since Julika did not drink wine, a cup of tea? Stiller 
talked a great deal on these occasions, it seems, like 
someone who feels it is entirely up to him to keep the 
conversation going; Julika was tired and said nothing. 
At that time Stiller talked a great deal about Spain; 
he had just come back from the Spanish Civil War and 
had already been condemned by the Swiss military 
court. Julika did not feel sorry for him because of his 
impending imprisonment, which he referred to with 
rather ostentatious pride, but for some other reason 
which she did not understand herself. She had only 
to smile and Stiller was afraid she was laughing at him 
and put his hands over his forehead or his mouth; and 
when she refused to walk arm in arm with him on the 
way home he was abashed and spent a long time out­
side the door of her house apologizing for his for­
wardness, which he too found objectionable. This 
made J ulika like him better than anyone else. 

Stiller was the first, or at any rate one of the few, 
who ever received a letter from Julika, a few lines in 
which she confirmed that she had been very tired and 
intimated that they might see one another again. She 
knew how much this young man desired her and also 
that Stiller would on no account take her by force; he 
was lacking in some quality without which such an 
action was impossible, and this made her like him all 
the more. And she liked the fact that this man, who 
had just been in Spain on some front or other, a man 
of slim yet powerful build and a head taller than 
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Julika, did not expect the least apology on her part 
when she had kept him waiting outside the theater 
for nearly an hour, but, on the contrary, apologized 
for his own importunity and was already afraid of be­
ing a nuisance again. 

Julika liked all this very much, as I have said; at 
any rate, she always spoke very kindly of Stiller when 
she recalled these early times. It was March, and they 
were going for their first country walk, which was 
much too long for the delicate Julika, too exhausting 
and also too dirty; the ground was still very wet, al­
though the warm sun was shining, and once her left 
shoe stuck in the mire when Stiller led her across the 
middle of a field, and he had to take hold of her to 
save her from treading in the mud with her stock­
inged foot; it was then that Stiller kissed her for the 
first time. Julika is firmly convinced that she kissed 
him too. Stiller soon stopped, not wanting to be a 
nuisance to Julika, but nevertheless he was extremely 
gay during the rest of the walk, breaking off willo{v 
rods like a boy and striking his open overcoat \vith 
them as he went along. Julika felt as though he were 
a brother. And she liked that too. He didn't mind the 
fact that even in the country Julika talked about noth­
ing but the ballet, and in particular about the people 
connected with ballets, conductors, theatrical design­
ers, hairdressers, ballet-masters-that was her wo�ld. 
Other admirers had reproached her with having noth­
ing in her head but gossip. But not Stiller. He made 
a great effort to listen, occasionally pointing out a 
particularly beautiful view, which did not distract 
Julika's attention from her subject; then Stiller felt 
ashamed of knowing so little about the art of the 
ballet. 

They ate bread and bacon in a simple peasant inn of  
the sort that obviously appealed to  Stiller, and Julika 
enjoyed the sense that for the first time she had met a 
man of whom she did not feel afraid. Once again he 
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talked about his Spanish war. A few days after this 
walk he had to report somewhere, with a woolen rug 
under his arm, to serve his few months inside. 

For a long time they did not see one another. Dur­
ing this period Julika wrote several letters, in which, 
in keeping with her own shy way, she did not put 
her love for him into words; but Stiller, being a man 
of sensibility, could not fail to realize what the beauti­
ful Julika, in keeping with her own shy way, perhaps 
felt without being able to put it into words-at all 
events, Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy still appeals to 
those letters as unmistakable proof of how deeply and 
with what tender abandon she loved the missing 
Stiller. 

They married a year later. 
Looking at these two people from the outside, one 

has the impression that Julika and the vanished Stiller 
were suited to one another in an unfortunate manner. 
They ne(!ded each other because of their fear. 
Whether rightly or wrongly, the beautiful Julika har­
bored a secret fear that she was not a woman. And 
Stiller too, it seems, was at that time perpetually afraid 
of being somehow inadequate; one is struck by the 
frequency with which this man felt he had to apolo­
gize. Julika has no idea of the cause of his anxiety. In 
fact, Julika never mentions the word anxiety when 
she is talking about her wretched marriage with the 
vanished Stiller; but almost everything she says points 
to the fact that she felt she could only hold Stiller 
through his bad conscience, through his fear of fail­
ure. She obviously didn't credit herself with being 
able to satisfy a real, free man, so that he would stay 
with her. One gets the impression that Stiller, too, 
clung to her weakness; another woman, a healthy 
woman, would have demanded strength from him or  
cast him aside. Julika couldn't cast him aside-she 
lived by having a husband whom she could con tinu­
ally forgive. 
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But I want to try and record in these notebooks noth­
ing but what Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy herself told 
me or my counsel about her marriage; I am particu­
larly anxious to be fair to her, for one thing so that 
she shall stop thinking I am her husband. 

Several years before, the theater doctor had de­
tected a mild attack of tuberculosis, but really only a 
mild attack; nevertheless, he always said Julika ought 
without fail to spend the summer in the mountains. 
This was good advice, but it needed money to put 
into effect, and Stiller, her husband, at that time 
earned nothing at all with his sculpture, almost noth­
ing, anyway not enough to enable his poor wife to 
stop working. Julika never reproached him for not 
earning as much as a company director. Julika even 
went so far as not to tell him what the doctor had ad­
vised, out of consideration, to avoid making him feel 
that he earned too little. All Julika asked was that he 
should also have some consideration for her. During 
these early years their marriage is supposed to have 
been wonderful. Julika earned six hundred and twenty 
francs a month in the ballet, and when Stiller was 
lucky and sold a figure, for a public fountain or the 
like, they were well off-Julika was satisfied with very 
little. She was too much of an artist seriously to ask a 
man she loved to betray his talent in order to look 
after his wife better; if she said anything of the sort it 
was only in jest. As to how talented her vanished Stil­
ler really was opinions differed, and there were some 
people who did not consider him an artist at all. Of 
course Julika believed in him. Anyhow he worked 
unremi ttin gl y. 

Julika's success as a dancer, against which Stiller 
could set no success of his own, troubled him and 
probably contributed to the fact that he was rather 
shy and unsociable; in every gathering when people 
crowded round Julika, he was greeted as her husband. 
In view of their earnings at that time children were out 
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of the question; it would have meant a year's loss of 
work for Julika. Not that Stiller felt any overwhelm­
ing desire to be a father; it was merely that he had 
twinges of conscience about the fact that Julika had 
to go without children on his account, and he kept 
wondering whether it might not have been very 
important for Julika of all people to have a child. "Why 
Julika of all people? Stiller thought that a child might 
have fulfilled Julika as a woman in a way that he was 
unable to do. This was an idea he could not be talked 
out of, and he was always brin�ing up the subject of 
the child. What did he want ot Julika? She could see 
that somehow Stiller did not take her seriously as an 
artist, perhaps out of unconscious j ealousy over her 
success; anyway, Julika was upset by his never-ending 
references to the child. Wasn't she sufficientlv fulfilled 
already? He only stopped talking about it �hen Ju­
lika told him flatly that he was insulting her as an ar­
tist, but especially when she asked him, "Why have a 
child by a mother with T.B.?"  After this the child was 
buried for ever. Instead he was always talking about 
her tuberculosis, admonishing her at appropriate and 
inappropriate moments to go and see the doctor again. 
Poor Julika didn't even dare to cough, so much did 
his admonitions get on her nerves. What did he want 
with her now? Stiller was sweet, but obstinately con­
vinced that Julika was not living her life to the full. 
Julika was certainly no companion for endless 
walks, no comrade for nights of drinking with his 
friends; she needed looking after, God knows, but at 
that time Julika was really quite satisfied with her life. 
Why wasn't Stiller? 

When the weather changed during a rehearsal, Stil­
ler used to wait at the stage door with her warm coat, 
not forgetting her umbrella and scarf; his concern for 
her sadly precarious health was really touching, only 
his perpetual attempts to make her go to the doctor de­
pressed Julika. She felt them to be a covert repudia-
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tion of his tender solicitude, even as a sign that he 
did not love her, and this made her stubborn. She felt 
she was being sent, pushed, forced 'to the doctor 
solely to salve his conscience, to free his masculine 
egoism from the need to be considerate; she waxed 
indignant as soon as Stiller asked if she had been to 
the doctor yet. It may have been very silly of Julika, 
but it was understandable; she had always been a sen­
sitive creature. For years, therefore, she danced at the 
risk of collapsing on the stage; everyone admired 
Julika for her will-power, the producer, the whole 
ballet company, the \vhole orchestra; only Stiller did 
not. He called it idiotic. Probably for no other reason 
than the fear of not being taken seriously, he had out­
bursts of vulgar rudeness that were only silenced by 
her sobs. Everything about her was now wrong; he 
nagged at Julika for not taking some dirty plates out 
with her when she got up from the table to go into 
the kitchen, and obstinately maintained that she could 
live on half her energy if she had a little sense, if she 
would learn a little from him. What could Julika an­
swer? His pettiness only made her sad. Fancy a man 
of intellect, such as Stiller claimed to be, talking for a 
mortal hour about the fact that Julika did not take any 
of the dirty plates with her when she went into the 
kitchen to fetch something! Julika put her hands to 
her head. He could practically evolve a philosophy 
out of a thing like that, while Julika was so tired from 
rehearsals and housework she could have dropped. 

Then it seems he was charming again. But the out­
breaks of petulance became more frequent. Once, 
when poor Julika refused to cancel her evening per­
formance although she had a high fever, because she 
knew how much depended upon her part on this par­
ticular evening, Stiller did it literally over her head: 
he took the telephone from above the recumbent Ju­
lika and said that unfortunately his wife could not ap­
pear that evening, a high-handed action which the 
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dancer could not tolerate. What was Stiller thinking 
of! Snatching the telephone from her husband, she 
ordered a taxi so that she could drive to the theater in 
spite of his call. There was a row, one of the first in 
the marriage, and then the taxi arrived. Stiller shouted 
after her down the staircase: "Kill yourself if you 
want to, go on, kill yourself, but don't blame it on me 
• • .  " At moments like this she was shocked by him; 
at such moments Stiller seemed to forget whom he had 
married. Her home background was not wealthy, but 
it was cultured; her Hungarian mother had moved in 
the highest society, she was somehow an aristocrat, 
and her dead father was at least ambassador to Buda­
pest; whereas Stiller (it must be said) came from a 
lower-middle-class background, in fact he had hardly 
any background at all; he occasionally spoke of h1s 
stepfather, who was in some old age home, but never 
of his father, and his mother was the daughter of a 
railway-man. 

It is curious and horrible that such things suddenly 
assume importance between people who love one an­
other, but it is a fact. Naturally Julika never referred 
to it in words, or almost never. But she felt the differ­
ence between them, for example when Stiller shouted 
down the stairs. It must have been dreadful. He al­
ways regretted such outbursts afterwards. Stiller 
apologized and often thought of nice little ways of 
making up, either by preparing one of Julika's fa­
vorite dishes, which only he could cook, or by 
giving her a silk scarf because she had just lost the 
previous one, or by bringing her lilac, which he had 
stolen over a fence on his way to the theater to fetch 
her after the performance; everything always went 
well again, and it was really and fundamentally an ex­
tremely happy marriage-until the other woman 
cropped up. 

That was seven years ago. 
Julika suspected nothing. Julika would never have 
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considered such a possibility. As a young wife who 
loved her husband above all else, it seemed to her 
out of the question that Stiller could be capable of 
such a betrayal; it simply never occurred to her. 
Poor Julika, entirely devoted to her profession and her 
husband, only noticed it through the fact that Stiller 
began to pay no more heed to the fever she had now 
had for years on end; true, he asked her every evening, 
when she came home from the theater, how many 
curtains she had, but always with a slight hint of sar­
casm. In the same tone he would ask, "How's your 
T.B.?" Or when Julika spoke of the outrageous im­
pertinence of a critic who had completely omitted 
to mention her, Stiller, her husband, adopted an at­
titude of postively mean fair-mindedness and told Ju­
lika not to take it so much to heart, saying that per­
haps the critic's omission was just a slip, no more. In 
particular, however, Julika was upset because Stiller 
too now began to place his work above all else, and 
consequently felt it right to live for days at a time 
in his studio, and once for a whole week, until one 
morning Julika made up her mind to go and see him 
in his studio. She found him whistling as he dried 
glasses, immediately scented the previous evening's 
visit, but was ashamed to ask. What proof was there 
in a hair-slide on the floor, which Julika picked up 
without a word and placed on the table? Julika wasn't 
petty, she took no notice of the two emRtY bottles of 
Chateauneuf-du-Pape-not exactly the cheapest of 
wines-nor of a black hair on his light colored trou­
sers. Stiller laughed. But it wasn't because of the 
woman who had been with him the night before that 
Julika broke down; his hollow, consolatory laugh, the 
fundamentally sadistic tenderness with which he felt 
obliged to comfort a jealous women, were out of place, 
God knows, and so was the roughness with which he 
forbade what he called hysterical scenes about a hair­
slide; all this was very out of place. For a long time 
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poor Juilka sobbed so much she couldn't utter a word. 
"Julika?" he asked, as the suspicion dawned on him at 
last that her sobbing had nothing to do with the 
silly hair-slide. "What's the matter, Julika? Do say 
something." 

Julika had been to see the doctor. 
"Have you? " he asked. She tried to get a grip on 

herself. "Well? " he asked. Stiller sat beside her on the 
couch, still holding the glass and the drying-up cloth, 
while the despairing Julika, shaken by a fresh bout of 
sobbing, clawed at the cushion with both hands so that 
it tore. Julika had never wept like this. And Stiller, it 
seems, was simply helpless; be put down the drying­
up cloth so that he could stroke her hair with his free 
hand, as though her life could be saved by his affecta­
tion of tenderness. He seemed put out by the fact that 
Julika had been to the doctor; it disturbed his merry 
whistling. Julika tore the cushion, and Stiller merely 
asked, "What did the doctor say?" His sympathy (and 
Julika still thinks so today) was of a horrible kind­
his affectionate thoughtfulness, his friendly concern, 
and all this with last night's glass in his hand. To begin 
with, her stammered revelation, interrupted again and 
again by choking sobs, that she must go as quickly as 
possible to Davos elicited from him only a dry ques­
tion, "How long have you known? "-"For almost a 
week," she replied, imagining that Stiller would real­
ize the full horror of that week, "-for a week ! "  In­
stead he merely asked, "Why didn't you tell me be­
fore? " Stiller was behaving outrageously. "Is it true? " 
he went so far as to ask. "Is it true? . . :• At first 
Julika laughed, then she jumped up and looked at him, 
and saw the manner in which Stiller was looking at 
her: as though it might be nothing more than a feint 
on her part, a cheap exaggeration, designed to spoil 
his recollection of the night before. 

She shouted, "Go, go, get out of my sight." Stiller 
shook his head. "Go away! Get out! "-"Julika," he 
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said, "this is my studio." His calmness was a bitter 
mockery, an inhuman attitude Julika would never 
have believed possible; while Julika was telling him 
that she might die, Stiller actually smiled. He smikd. 
And poor Julika, who had borne the affliction of the 
medical report alone for nearly a week, could scarcely 
believe her eyes and ears; Stiller began to dry the pre­
vious night's glass again, as though this glass were the 
most pressing, the most fragile thing, the true object 
of his concern; and then, adopting an affectionate tone, 
he wanted to know, not the terrors Julika had suffered, 
but what the doctor had told her, exactly, without 
embellishment, word for word. "I've told you. I have 
to go to Davos immediately, straight into the sana­
torium," she said, "otherwise it will be too late." 

It seemed to take some time for Stiller to grasp the 
full significance of this announcement. What was pass­
ing through his head, he did not reveal. He merely bit 
his underlip and went as limp as an empty sack, grow­
ing somehow smaller, and looked at Julika with eyes 
that were suddenly quite helpless. Hadn't he always 
wanted Julika to have another X-ray? Now she had 
done as he wished, that was all. Why did he stare at 
her so? It was her left lung. It seems the doctor had 
only spoken to her in consoling, human terms, without 
going into medical details. He mentioned cases of 
complete recovery he had seen himself. Humanly 
speaking, the doctor had been magnificent. Not that 
he made any wild promises; he took Julika too 
seriously as a personality for that. All the same, faced 
with her utter panic, he considered it quite possible 
that the beautiful Julika might one day return to the 
ballet. No J?romises, of course. The only thing he 
could promise, as a conscientious doctor, was her 
early death if she did not go into a sanatorium right 
away. Julika was now about twenty-seven or twenty­
eight. She already knew the name of her sanatorium, 
its pretty position at the edge of a wood, as well as the 
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approximate cost o f  treatment, most o f  which would 
have to be borne by the Health Service. If Stiller, her 
husband, had ever made enquiries and told her that 
this sort of thing could be paid by the Health Service, 
Julika would gave gone into a sanatorium long ago 
and probably have been cured by now. Stiller did not 
deny his negligence. To her surprise, Julika saw that 
her innocent remark had visibly touched and dis­
tressed him; Stiller seemed on the verge of tears. Had 
Julika now got to console him too? 

She put her arms round his shoulders, which was a 
lot for Julika with her shy ways, especially ::!S there 
were all sorts of other things to be done now. Ravel's 
Waltz and Da Falla's Three-Cornered Hat, two heav­
enly ballets, would be her last premieres; the follow­
ing day, Thursday the such-and-such, Stiller was to 
take her to Davos. Julika showed him her little calen­
dar, where the date was already marked with a cross. 
What was it that didn't suit him? Stiller got up from 
the couch without really looking at her little calen­
dar, flung his dry glass into the kitchen recess, where 
it smashed in pieces, stuck a cigarette between his pale, 
thin lips, and then stood as mute as a statue in front 
of the big studio window, with both hands in his 
pockets and his back to Julika, as though it were her 
fault that she had to go to Davos. In fact, as though 
she had upset his calculations with her understand­
able despair, and that was all there was to it. 

"Why don't you say something? " she asked. 
"Sorry," he said, referring to the glass, which must 
have startled Julika; but that wasn't what concerned 
her. "What are you thinking about all the time?" 
Stiller went to the cupboard, filled two glasses with 
the last dregs and offered Julika a sort of consolation 
which she not unkindly, but firmly, declined. There 
were times when she found his way of trying to  
make amends with a friendly gesture, with gin or  
stolen lilac, intolerable. It  seemed to her that Stiller 
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fancied himself in these warm-hearted gestures, see­
ing himself at a very cheap price as a solicitous friend, 
a reliable protector, a wonderful husband-and yet in 
all these years it had never occurred to her Stiller to 
find out whether the Health Service would pay for 
the sanatorium. "No thank you," she said, "not for 
me."-"Why not? "-"Alcohol won't help." Stiller 
tilted his glass. "No," he said at last, emptying Julika's 
glass too at one gulp. "No, of course it's not your fault, 
J ulika, that you have to go into a sanatorium, there's 
no question of that, of course it's my fault."-"I never 
said that."-"lt's all my fault," he went on obstinately. 
"You've nothing to worry about, my dear, you're 
going to Davos, you poor thing, and I'm staying here 
in town, I the healthy one-my bad conscience will 
be your soft pillow." So saying he gave a nasty laugh. 
"What do you mean by that?" asked Julika. "You're 
always coming out with these proverbs." Stiller 
picked up the empty gin bottle, shook his head as 
though over himseff, but seemed quite composed, and 
hurled the gin bottle into the kitchen recess, so that 
splinters of glass spurted in all directions. This be­
havior was something Julika has not forgotten to 
this day, the expression of an unrestrained egocen­
tricity, as I fully agree, on the part of the missing man. 

Stiller is reported to have once told a group of friends 
when he was slightly drunk: "I've got a wonderful 
wife, I'm delighted every time I see her again, and 
whenever she's there I feel like a greasy, sweaty, stink­
ing fisherman with a crystal water-fairy." And this 
was shortly after his marriage . . .  One gets the im­
pression that there was something about this woman 
which the vanished Stiller, fascinated as he was by 
Julika, had simply not taken into account, had prob­
ably not even noticed, and this was her frigidity. 
Julika herself seems not to have known that such a 
thing existed, not merely as a pathological, but as a nat-



ural, phenomenon. Does she know now? Recently 
she was rather taken aback when I casually mentioned 
the scientific theory that in the whole of nature no fe­
male, except the human woman, experiences the so­
called orgasm. We didn't discuss it any further. The 
beautiful J ulika probably suffered in the most solitary 
manner, really suffered, from the fact that male sen­
suality always rather disgusted her, although that was 
naturally no reason for imagining herself a half crea­
ture, an unsuccessful female and even for thinking 
herself an artist. 

So much about this woman, especially when she 
speaks of her lost Stiller, seems to be a touchingly 
obdurate self-deception, indeed one is half-inclined to 
doubt her tuberculosis, in spite of her medical certi­
ficate and the devastating effect this illness had on her 
life. Why couldn't Julika talk to anyone? Perhaps 
there are only a few women who experience without 
deception the overwhelming intoxication of the senses 
which they expect from their encounters with men, 
which they feel bound to expect because of the fuss 
made about it in novels, written by men; on top of 
this come the vain lies that women tell each other, and 
perhaps the lovely Julika was merely rather more 
honest and at the same time shocked, so that she kept 
her thoughts to herself, dressed up as a prince or a 
page and crept into a thicket of solitary misery where 
her husband could not follow her. It is not surprising, 
therefore, that she esteemed ballet and everything to 
do with ballet, even the mediocre sort of ballet 
usually performed in municipal theaters, above every­
thing, and in any case above Stiller. A few unsuccess­
ful ventures into Lesbianism seem not to have altered 
the situation; ballet remained the only outlet for her 
sensuality. Other women spare themselves the ballet 
by becoming mothers instead, by tolerating their hus­
bands as necessary procreators and then disregard­
ing them and being happy with their children, whom 
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they prize above all else exactly as a ballet dancer prizes 
ballet; they can talk about nothing but their children, 
even when they appear to be talking about other chil­
dren, and relinquish themselves, apparently, the better 
to be able to pet themselves in their children, calling it 
mother love, self-sacrificing devotion and even child 
education. Of course, it's pure narcissism. One might 
say that in the lovely Julika this narcissism of the frigid 
at least had the advantage of causing no harm to living 
human beings, but only to art, only to Tchaikovsky 
and Rimsky-Korsakov, not to mention Ravel and 
Stravinsky; her narcissism did not take as its victim a 
child who would have been dependent on her as its 
one and only mother. 

I'm sure Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy \vould flare up 
if I told her I am generally suspicious of women in 
art; it \Vould be no use assuring her that this did not 
imply any contempt for women, nor, on the other 
hand, any contempt of art. The missing Stiller (I 
have little interest otherwise in being in agreement 
with the missing man) may unconsciously have felt 
the same thing; only it seems that he made a reproach, 
a reproach concealed in tenderness, of the fact that 
J ulika never experienced voluptuousness with him, a 
reproach against Julika and an equally silly reproach 
against himself. As though every woman were made 
to be man's consort in this sense as well ! As I have 
mentioned, it was a striking and typical char;Icteristic 
of this man that he felt obliged to apologize all the 
time; he obviously took it as a defeat for his virility 
if the beautiful ballerina, perhaps only rather more 
honest than other girls, did not melt at his kiss. Her 
coldness was alarming, maybe, but genuine. She did 
not act cold in order to provoke him; on the contrary, 
Julika was more inclined to give way in order to 
avoid all provocation; but she soon found that when 
she gave way she very quickly felt disgust, that 
solitary disgust which she had at all costs to conceal. 



She didn't want to hurt him. She didn't want to lose 
him. She preferred Stiller to any other man. Yet it 
\vent absolutely against the grain to sham the blissful 
and abandoned swoon which man in his vanity almost 
always believes however badly it is acted, the appear­
ance of utter surrender which he must see in order to 
believe in a woman's love and above all in his mas­
culinity. Oh, it was horrible! Compared with this it 
was a comfort to be on the stage, to feel thousands 
of strange eyes on her body, eyes of so many different 
kinds, the eyes of schoolboys and respectable married 
men, eyes that took in anything rather than her skill as 
a dancer; as a matter of fact this worried Julika less 
than when Stiller, her husband, laid his roughened 
sculptor's hands on her body. Her helpless excuse 
that she was tired annoyed him often enough. Stiller 
considered himself tenderness incarnate, but he could 
not understand that someone might be tired. Stiller 
took everything personally . . .  

Somehow Julika was almost relieved when the 
theater doctor first told her that her lung was slightly 
affected and she must take care of herself. The dusty 
air on the stage was not at all good for J ulika, but 
unavoidable in her profession, so she had to take all 
the more care of herself off the stage. That's what 
the doctor said. So it wasn't a caprice on the part of 
the lovely Julika, it was plain commonsense, when she 
asked for indulgence, consideration and plenty of rest. 
It was a question of her health. Julika was a delicate, 
an exceptionally delicate creature; Stiller loved her 
none the less for that. Only, as I have said, he had to 
have some understanding. 

Stiller had less and less it seems, less and less under­
standing for his wife. His egocentricity went so far 
that he even took- personally her fatigue, which was 
due to her state of health; he used to stalk out of the 
flat without a word, slamming the doors behind him­
simply because Julika had said she was tired-and 
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come horne late at night reeking of the tavern, his 
stinking breath a positive insult. Or he would say, 
"I'd like to see you one day when you're not tired! "  
and his voice was full o f  reproach, full o f  animosity. 
What could Julika do? He never said, "You're simply 
not a woman," but Julika was perfectly well aware 
that he compared her with other women. Stiller 
drove her to desperation, she had no other means of 
proving the contrary to herself, to him and to the 
world in general than by indulging in the most blatant 
flirtation, something she had never done before in her 
life. Stiller drove her to it. Stiller found the way 
Julika encouraged every passing male to pay court 
to her-preferably men from whom fate soon parted 
her-in bad taste. Julika enjoyed hearing praise of her 
beauty combined with praise of her art; anything else 
was going too far. Stiller was by no means j ealous, 
only shocked, when Julika said goodbye with kisses, 
kisses here and kisses there, for preference inside a res­
taurant or in the street outside the restaurant door. All 
he said was, "Are you sure you've kissed everyone? "  
H e  treated it as a childish game. On a�other occasion 
he was furious. It was after a dance: Julika, a graceful 
Bacchante, sat on the knees of one man after another 
and could not stop playing the "wild woman"; Stiller 
was waiting with her coat and told her, as he put it in 
his vulgar way, that it made him sick. 

They must have been very intelligent and amusing 
gentlemen who paid court to Julika, not without wit 
and charm, which on her side she matched with her 
beauty; Stiller always maintained that they were all 
more or less homosexual, and his smile when Julika 
asked how you could tell a thing like that under­
standably offended her. It was this smile as much as 
anything that drove poor Julika further and further, 
further than she had any natural urge to go, and fi­
nally into the arms of a young publicity expert re­
nowned for his virility who also had a charming little 



house near Ascona. Stiller probably never dreamed that 
Julika would dare; he knew quite well that the pu� 
licity expert, an acquaintance of his, had been in love 
with the ballerina for a long time, and something im­
pelled him to introduce them to each other. Did he 
want to put Julika to the test and find out whether 
she was a woman? Anyhow, when it came to the point, 
the good Stiller almost went out of his mind; he took 
verona!, so as to sleep for days on end, and locked him­
self in his studio. Now it was Julika who found his 
actions in bad taste. He was probably afraid that the 
right man had now come along, and without knowing 
in the least what was happening Stiller threw down his 
weapons. In his pitiable letters he saw Julika, his bal­
l�rina, already with a pram, a mama by the Lago Mag­
gtore. 

The fuss he made must have been all the more bur­
densome for Julika because the affair itself, it seems, 
was short-lived, a week at Ascona perhaps. The young 
publicity expert was very hard-working, he flew about 
all over the place, while Julika, of course, still had her 
rehearsals. Stiller asked every other day why Julika 
didn't go to Ascona; while he asked he always looked 
at her as though she owed him an answer to some 
question, but what it was Julika quite genuinely had 
no idea. What did Stiller want to know? As far as 
Julika was concerned the matter was not worth talk­
ing about, quite apart from the fact that she was a 
reserved and shy being with no urge to put things 
into words, and anyway she · thought that surely 
Stiller could see it was all over. Stiller didn't see this, 
it appears, or at any rate not for sure. In his eyes the 
publicity expert remained the great man who was able 
to make Julika happy; of this Stiller was certain from 
the first moment of terror on, blind to the fact that 
his Julika remained absolutely unchanged. He no 
doubt thought she was dissembling, concealing her 
happiness to spare his feelings, yet Julika, after all he 
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had done to her, had not the slightest desire to spare 
his feelings. For months Stiller lived as though lying 
in wait; once he went so far as to search her handbag 
for some clue, a letter, a ticket to Ascona, an entry 
in her diary. But the only entries in her diary referred 
to rehearsals, the hairdresser, the dentist. It is easy to 
imagine what a burden it must have been to J ulika 
th::tt Stiller was still preoccupied by this business, if 
only in his thoughts; in particular what a burden it 
must have been that-without reproach, it is true­
but with the look of a man who is being persecuted, 
Stiller was forever waiting for something, for a re­
deeming word. What was Julika to say to him? 
Once, when Stiller asked her openly what the public­
ity expert had meant to her, she said to him: "You 
brought me to despair, Stiller, let's say no more about 
it, I've come back, but you mustn't drive me to de­
spair . . .  " In any case, Julilca was not conscious of 
any fault that Stiller was not guilty of many times 
over, and so it was really up to him to see that she, 
who had come back to him, was happy with him. 

For a few months everything went splendidly. 
Stiller, who had evidently heard by some round­

about route that the flying publicity expert long ago 
had another girl friend, waited for Julika outside the 
theater, cooked his Valencia rice and was not of­
fended when Julika, tired after the rehearsal, could 
eat little or none of it; he entered into her terrible 
row with a producer and sided with her; he took care 
of her, as the doctor had ordered, or at least tried 
to-for a few months. Then, it seems, he relapsed 
into his self-centered outlook and expected J ulika to 
give all her attention to him. Once again he left the 
flat without a word, slammed the doors and got 
drunk, for instance because Julika was too tired to 
take an interest in sculpture for hours on end. The 
next day she allowed herself the remark that his 
drinking cost a lot of money. Stiller took it ill when 
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she said nothing, and he took it ill when she spoke. 
And how could Julika be affectionate to a man who at 
bottom, as she could feel, was seething with resent­
ment? 

One day, in the very middle of breakfast, Stiller 
asked vvhy she had told them at the ballet that his new 
overcoat, an American army greatcoat, had been 
bought with her money. Julika didn't understand his 
question. "\Vhy do you tell everyone in the ballet about 
it? " he asked, trembling with rage and making a moun­
tain out of a mole hill. "What docs it matter? " she 
asked. Stiller tore the newspaper out of her hand, and 
spent half an hour explaining to her what, in his 
opinion, it mattered. His explanation was infamous. 
Julika burst into tears, and when Stiller did not stop 
she cried, "Get out, please get out." Stiller didn't go, 
although he must have seen how much his infamous 
explanation had upset her. "Then I'm going! "  said 
Julika, but Stiller didn't let her go. "I never want to 
see you again," she cried in her affliction. "That was 
a rotten thing to say, a dirty rotten thing to say ! "  In­
cidentally this seems to have been the only time, al­
most the only time, that Julika in her indigination ex­
pressed herself so forcibly. Did Stiller realize how un­
justly he had behaved towards this woman? It never 
occurred to him to apologize. And the rift remained 
open. Now that she had learnt what an infamous 
construction Stiller was ready to put on the slightest 
thing, it henceforth cost Julika an effort to say any­
thing at all. And the silence proliferated, a silence that 
was worse than quarrcling. Stiller seemed to have no 
idea how deeply he had wounded Julika; he inter­
preted her acts and omissions as best suited his self­
centered outlook, stubbornly incapable of learning. 

Then there was something else. 
At that time Julika had a dog, a fox terrier, of the 

sort that goes with childless couples. He was called 
Foxie or, in the language of this country-which, by 
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the way, is an extremely pleasant language, not ex­
actly melodious perhaps, but down-to-earth and, when 
you listen to it closely, not unmusical-Foxli. She 
loved him, naturally, otherwise they needn't have had 
him at all; that's the nice thing about dogs, you either 
love them or you needn't have them. Stiller could 
never understand how anyone could love Foxli, and 
he was scarcely able to read the message in Foxli's 
eyes. He sneered at Julika's motherly patience, when 
they arrived late wherever they went with Foxli, who 
ran sniffing from tree to tree. He referred to the dog 
sarcastically as the Sacred Beast. Everyone knew that 
Julika would arrive late and nobody took it amiss, 
Foxli was too amusing. In restaurants, thanks to the 
Leauty of his mistress, whom no reasonably cultivated 
waiter dared gainsay, Foxli was allowed to sit on an 
upholstered chair just like Stiller. That Stiller could 
never get used to this was his own affair, his own 
pig-headedness. Why should Julika, who never ate 
much anyhow, leave half her excellent filet mignon? 
In any case-though no one mentioned it-Julika paid 
most of the bill and Stiller had his wine to make up 
for it. He said nothing, but Julika often felt obliged to 
stand up for Foxli. And Foxli felt just the same. Foxli 
was on her side. The fact that they formed a majority 
may have angered Stiller; Julika and Foxli, both of 
them admired on every hand, outvoted him on every 
decisive issue. Not that Stiller ever struck her sweet 
little doggie-I should hope not! But Stiller didn't 
like him; he acted as though Foxli didn't exist. No 
sooner was he in the hall of their flat, with Foxli jump­
ing up and down in a cordial welcome, than Stiller 
busied himself with his mail, nothing but his mail, as 
though e very letter came from a Maecenas with an 
offer of money. 

Once someone said, "Oh, Julika, isn't he a sweet 
little thing," to which Stiller replied, "Yes, very sweet, 
we'll make jam of him before long." Stiller was sim· 



ply jealous of her dog; he didn't admit it, but evolved 
a fresh theory, that had nothing whatever to do with 
the real live Foxli, and kept on talking about Julika's 
(not Foxli's) psychic life, about which he understood 
absolutely nothing. 

Why, for instance, would Stiller never allow Foxli 
into his studio? And then he wondered why his wife 
did not come into his studio for months on end­
once for almost a whole year-and was disappointed 
that she took so little interest in his creative work. 
Julika just didn't know where she could tie Foxli up 
without having to worry about him-or was she to let 
Foxli run about the unfamiliar streets, just to give 
Stiller another opportunity of showing her that his 
creative work, as he always complained, was making 
no progress? Stiller really seems to have been the 
quintessence of hypersensitivity. The fact that for 
years he had been coming to her ballet rehearsals, 
where he was allowed to sketch, was only to his 
own a dvantage. But what benefit, speaking objec­
tively, could Julika derive from standing about in his 
dusty studio, where he worked for years on more or 
less the same undertaking, and perhaps catching a 
cold? 

In his egocentricity Stiller was simply closed to all 
such considerations. What did he expect of Julika? 
His mortification, however politely he kept it to him­
self, was a burden for poor Julika. The fact that she, 
the ballerina, never spoke a word during the count­
less discussions about sculpture that Stiller and his 
companions often carried on until late at night sad­
dened him; he interpreted it as lack of interest, never 
thinking that it was simply natural modesty on the 
part of Julika, who knew nothing about sculpture, 
quite apart from her whole reserved and shy attitude. 
When his companions had gone at last, he became 
rude as well. "At least you could have made us some 
gruel," he said morosely, "at least you could have 
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done that." Julika had no intention of becoming his 
servant. And from the day when the other woman 
made her appearance his capacity for understanding 
ran completely dry. Believe it or not, Stiller was in­
dignant because on her veranda it was not he, but 
Foxli, that Julika missed; and he was honestly sur­
prised because the sick and abandoned Julika did 
not write him any affectionate letters from Davos, 
none at all, in fact, except for a note asking Stiller to 
get her something in the town; Julika simply couldn't 
write ! And later, during the summer, when he him­
self stopped writing for weeks at a time, he did not 
shrink in his obtuseness from the cheap excuse that 
J ulika never wrote to him either . • • 

And so on. 
I have no wish to play the arbitrator between the 

beautiful Julika and her lost husband; but since she is 
always talking about these unhappy times, one nat­
urally tries to guess at connections, if only to pass the 
time as one might do a crossword puzzle. What else 
can I do in my cell? . . . 

A little remark of Julika's, which must lie far back 
in the past, is difficult to guess but essential to the 
completion of the crossword involving the vanished 
Stiller. She doesn't mention it. A completely innocent 
remark. A remark of no importance. And yet I can 
hear that Stiller never got over it, in fact he got over it 
less and less. The fact that Stiller felt himself to be 
a stinking fisherman with a crystal fairy must have 
had something to do with this little, this positively 
tiny remark, which Julika had long since forgotten. 
The remark was made during their first night to­
gether. Stiller was evidently not only a man of mor­
bid egocentricity and corresponding hypersensitivity, 
so that he took entirely personally a remark which 
Julika might possibly have made to any man; on top 
of this he was given to chewing things over, which 
was often simply unbearable for poor Julika. Years 
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later a bagatelle of this kind would suddenly come to 
mind again. Meanwhile Julika, as she assured me, 
had long since forgotten that little remark made dur­
ing the first night. Stiller simply couldn't get over it, 
he carried these few words like a mark of Cain be­
hind his forehead, and it was no use Julika, tenderest 
of mortals, stroking his always rather untidy hair 
back from his brow. Julika was sweet to him. And 
she had probably only expressed what many girls may 
feel, amongst other things, when first embraced by a 
man. Stiller should have understood. And he did un­
derstand. What tormented him was clearly the fact 
that this was all his beloved Julika could say to 
him after the first embrace. Years later this trifle 
from the past suddenly rose to the surface again; 
you could see from his eyes how it was burrowing 
into him, how his soul was contracting as though to a 
single point, how this little, innocent and in any case 
completely dispassionate remark was beginning to 
echo in his memory, drowning every other sound. 
And it was just when Julika tried to be particularly 
affectionate that he was startled afresh by what her 
lips had once uttered many years ago. Stiller appeared 
to himself a polluter. He acted as though Julika were 
disgusted by him, and repulsed her, as I have said, 
precisely when Julika tried to be particularly affec­
tionate; he withdrew. Stiller appears to have been a 
strong swimmer; for several years he swam across the 
lake and back every day, rain or shine, often right 
on into October; he was doing penance. J ulika called 
this athletic performance his quirk. Stiller needed it in 
order to feel well. He needed a lake full of water, it 
seems. He felt terrible when he sweated. And at so­
cial gatherings when he was sweating, or felt that he 
might begin to sweat, he completely ceased to enjoy 
himself and sat in mute embarrassment, incapable of 
even following a conversation. At times like these 
he had such fear in his eyes that Julika was touched. 
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He frequently imagined he had a rash. It was gen­
erally pure imagination. Then again he raved about a 
lady who had kissed him on his sweaty face at the top 
of the Piz Palu; this event became for him the Piz 
Palu-unforgettable, unique, magnificent. His hos­
tility towards the body related, it seems, only to his 
own. Stiller was enchanted by the children in the 
lakeside bathing-place, by the children's skin; and 
the human bodies in the ballet, for example, always 
delighted him. There was something painful about his 
enthusiasm, something of the hopeless longing of a 
cripple. Stiller was already a man in his thirties, but 
when a woman put her hand (or her glove) on his 
hand, without immediately withdrawing it again, or 
stroked the mousy hair back from his forehead not 
only to make him look tidy, but also to feel his hair, to 
feel his narrow forehead, he was as edgy as a boy, 
and on this account particularly attractive to certain 
women. He was a man with opportunities, as the say­
ing goes, but he didn't believe in his opportunities. 
And what irritated him most, no doubt, was not the 
opportunity, but the fear that he was merely being 
made a fool of; he was suspicious, lacking in confi­
dence, unwilling to believe that a woman who put her 
hand on his was free from a feeling of disgust. We 
may assume that at times, not often, but occasionally, 
after the daily shower perhaps, which made him 
only temporarily clean, this unhappy man stood in 
front of the mirror to see what it was that repelled 
Julika, his crystal fairy-and Stiller could see nothing 
that he himself did not also find repulsive. Stiller 
thought men very beautiful, he was always drawing 
them; women too. Only he himself, Stiller by name, 
had the misfortune to dwell in a male body which 
soiled his beloved; Julika, that honest person, had told 
him so innocently, so impartially and 1t had only hurt 
because it was her sole comment . . .  

In short, Stiller really did have a quirk, and poor 
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Julika, for her part an exceptionally sensitive being, 
shy by nature and given to maidenly restraint in her 
speech, defenseless against arguments that simply mis­
construed her true nature, must have had a hard time 
with her neurotic husband. Other people evidently 
thought so too, thought that Stiller misconstrued her 
true nature, and there was no lack of friends who 
warned Stiller, but received no thanks for their pains. 
Stiller couldn't tolerate their advice. "Oh," he said, 
after one such conversation, "devil take people who in­
terfere in a marriage just because they think they 
mean well, and they imagine meaning well is enough 
even if they know less than a fraction about the affair 
in which they mean well." And that disposed of 
the most friendly counsel : Stiller always knew better. 
People told him that J ulika not only loved him, but 
loved him more than he deserved, and the most Stiller 
answered was, "I'm glad you told me." But in reality 
it never occurred to him to take any of their advice 
to heart. His suspicion that Julika stirred up their 
mutual friends against him was unjust, like so much in 
his attitude towards this woman, who, I believe, 
was far too bashful to confide in a third party. People 
could see with their own eyes. And this was some­
thing Stiller couldn't stand. 

For a long time they had been acquainted with a 
very pleasant married couple; he was a veterinary 
surgeon, she a well-known children's specialist; two 
people full of culture in a vital sense, full of heart 
and intelligence, friends to whom Stiller owed a great 
deal, not only a number of excellent dinners, but 
stimulus of all kinds, introduction into Zurich so­
ciety, and once even a commission. Stiller liked them 
enormously, this children's specialist and this veteri­
nary surgeon, until the wife, who occasionally had a 
the-a-tete with Julika, once said in a tete-a-tete 
with Stiller what she really thought, namely that Frau 
J ulika was a quite wonderful person, such a fine and 
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profoundly decent being as she, the children's spe­
cialist, had never met in her life. Stiller immediately 
interrupted: "And why do you tell me that? " She an­
swered jokingly: "To be frank, Stiller, I often wonder 
what this Julika has done to deserve you for a hus­
band," and she smiled, to make it quite clear that she 
was joking. Stiller was merely chilly. "Seriously," she 
added-and really meant it in the most friendly spirit 
-"1 hope you'll realize before it's too late, before 
you're an old man, Stiller-! hope you'll realize what 
a wonderful wife you have, what a grand person she 
is. Quite seriously, Stiller, I hope so with all my heart, 
for your sake." 

Bi.It Stiller, it seems, couldn't bear seriousness either; 
they were in a restaurant at the time; Stiller beckoned 
the waiter; and while his friend, the children's spe­
cialist, went on talking about Julika, he paid, without 
contributing a word to the subject. And then his only 
reply was never to have time when this splendid 
couple, the children's specialist and the veterinary 
surgeon, invited them over-the cheapest kind of re­
ply. Julika quite rightly defended herself, and took to 
mviting the children's specialist and the veterinary sur­
geon over to them; when Stiller came home in the 
evening and heard from the passage the voices in the 
flat, he wanted to turn round and leave again. With 
great difficulty Julika managed to prevent this piece 
of rudeness; Stiller stayed to dinner, but then he "had" 
to go back to his studio. He simply made off. 

At times it really bordered on persecution mania. 
No doubt Stiller tried to be nice to her friends, but 
of course they felt that he was on the d�fensive and 
tense. And the good Stiller was surprised that a vac­
uum began to form round him. Nobody likes visit­
ing a married couple in a state of crisis, it's in the 
air, even if you know nothing about it, and the visitor 
has the feeling of being present at an armistice, he  
feels himself somehow misused, employed for a pur-
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pose; conversation becomes dangerous, jokes suddenly 
begin to fly that are somewhat too sharp, that carry a 
touch of poison, the visitor notices more than the hosts 
intend to give away; a visit to a married couple in 
crisis is as jolly as a mine-field, and if nothing blows 
up it smells all the time of hot self-control. And al­
though you can quite believe it when the hosts say it 
was the nicest evening they've spent for a long time, 
your tongue isn't exactly hanging out for the next in­
vitation; obstacles involuntarily pile up, in fact you 
hardly have a free evening; You don't break with a 
married couple in crisis, certainly not. You just see 
one another less often, and consequently you forget 
the couple when you are sending out invitations your­
self, involuntarily, unintentionally. 

That's what happens; Stiller had no reason to be sur­
prised, considering the way he behaved towards all 
well-meaning people. Fortunately, one can only say, 
Julika at least had her friends in the ballet, and above 
all the work itself. On the stage, in the flood of the 
footlights, she was set free from everything, another 
person, a happy person, happiness incarnate. Stiller 
even stopped coming to rehearsals. He took refuge in 
his work. And it did no good when her friend's hus­
band, the veterinary surgeon, came into his studio 
one morning to talk to Stiller man to man, without re­
proaching him, of course. One sentence was enough: 
"You know, Stiller, I think you're doing your wife a 
great wrong." Stiller replied: "Sure! "  in a tone of pure 
mockery. "What else did you expect? " he said. "Have 
you ever known me do anything but wrong?" The 
veterinary surgeon tried everything, but Stiller just 
left him standing, cleaned his spatula and said good­
bye without accompanying his visitor to the door. 

It was really a kind of persecution mania, the way 
he regarded anyone with whom Julika became 
friendly as his own secret enemy. \Vhat could Julika 
do? She was sorry for Stiller. He was simply making 
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himself lonely. She tried everything. She treated it as 
a joke when Stiller posed as the misunderstood hus­
band, and often, when he was brooding, as inactive 
as a paralytic, so sulky and silent you could have died 
of boredom, unsociable, joyless, indifferent, the very 
reverse of a man who could make a woman happy, 
Julika put her hand on his shoulder for a moment and 
smiled: 

"Yes, yes-you're a poor fellow! • . •  " 

Her summer at Davos, her life in the art nouveau 
veranda, where you smelt hay and saw squirrels., 
was certainly not easy. Julika went through the 
same phases that most of the new arrivals seem to pass 
through: after an initial horror, after two or three 
nights when she made up her mind to run away at 
once, after the ghastly feeling that every time she was 
wrapped up in a rug and rolled out on to the veranda 
she was being prepared for death, Julika unexpect­
edly grew accustomed to this new everyday life, even 
enjoying the fact that there was now nothmg she had 
to do, nothing at all. Rest was the only thing asked of 
her. Julika enjoyed being alive as she had not done 
for a long time. Davos wasn't so terrible at all, it was a 
valley much like other valleys, green, peaceful, a bit 
dull perhaps, a valley with steep woods and flat mead­
ows and here and there a stony rivulet, a landscape, 
nothing more. Death did not stalk about in the guise 
of a bony reaper, no, only the grass was mowed, the 
scent of hay drifted up, and of resin from the nearby 
wood, somewhere or other they were scattering ma­
nure, and in the larches in front of her veranda a 
mischievous squirrel was doing gymnastics. 

During the day, perhaps, it was like being on holi­
day. A neighbor who used to sit on the end of her 
bed every day for a quarter of an hour, one who was 
saved, who could go for walks and brought her wild 
flowers, a young man, younger than Julika, but a 
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veteran of the sanatorium, who used to give a helping 
hand to newcomers, seems to have cheered Julika up 
considerably. It was he who brought her books, dif­
ferent from any books Stiller had ever brought, a new 
world. And what a world ! Julika read Plato, the Death 
of Socrates-difficult, but the young sanatorium vet­
eran helped her without any trace of didacticism, 
cheerfully casual like those people who pick things up 
extremely quickly and never imagine we can't under� 
stand something, because our brains aren't up to it. 
He was enchanting with his narrow, always rather 
shrewd face and big eyes, but they were not in the 
least in love. For her part Julika probably told him 
about the ballet, and the young sanatorium veteran, 
who wore suits that had belonged to those who had 
died, told her a bit about all the people whom Julika 
heard coughing without ever catching sight of them, 
no life stories, just tittle-tattle, no indiscretions. Julika 
was delighted;  at the beginning she had been rather 
put off by his "frivolous" tone, until she realized that 
a sharp wit does not rule out deep feeling, but is 
merely another form of deep feeling, a cleaner, 
chaster form perhaps. 

In short, Julika enjoyed these quarters of an hour 
and missed the young sanatorium veteran profoundly 
when he failed to appear one day. What was wrong? 
Nothing at all; a visit from his family, nothing more. 
The next day he came back and gave Julika an ex­
planation of an X-ray photograph. His own? He 
didn't answer this question, showed her what is 
called a "shadow," and gradually led Julika to find a 
skeleton like this beautiful, to look at it as a drawing, 
to be enchanted by the transparency of the heart, 
which was not to be seen, and fascinated by the 
mysterious clouds between ribs and spine; if you 
looked at it long enough it was positively seething 
with forms, all of them lost in a dreamlike twilight. 
Finally, when the rascal revealed that it was she per-
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sonally, Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy, illumined by the 
X-rays, she was no longer shocked. How did he get 
hold of it? Stole it yesterday, while waiting for the 
doctor; mischievous pranks were called for in the 
sanatorium, but perhaps elsewhere too. Julika couldn't 
help thinking of Stiller. 

Naturally these visits at the end of her bed in­
terested her more than Stiller's dutifully regular let­
ters, which, as Julika felt very strongly, illumined 
nothing, just the opposite. His letters were a voluble 
concealment. \Vhat could Julika have answered? The 
letters had only one good result; the mere sight of 
them pacified the head physician and the nurse. The 
fact was, they found it odd, putting it mildly, very 
odd that Herr Stiller never visited his wife. Julika 
had to speak up in his defense. "My husband will 
come," she said frequently. "About time," said the 
head physician, "otherwise I'll send the gentleman a 
list of trains, in case he hasn't got a timetable! . . .  " 

Everyone was very fond of Frau Julika and during 
the day, especially when the weather was fine, the 
time passed almost without strain. The young sana­
torium veteran, a student from a Catholic seminary, 
was really a gift from heav,m. Julika would never have 
believed that so much culture and so much boyish­
ness could be found together. He was the most 
learned man J ulilca had ever spoken to, and often 
enough she felt like an illiterate; but on the other hand 
like a mature woman; for he was a boy, as I have said. 
Anyhow, Jnlika greatly enjoyed his conversation, his 
knowledge and his boyishness at the foot of her bed. 
If you asked him something he didn't know, he was 
delighted, just like Foxli when you threw a stone or a 
fir-cone for him to run after. A few days later he 
would come back knowing where and what you could 
read on the subject. He gave Julika a general outline 
of modern physics; it was really exciting; and all 
with a scientific exacmess such as Stiller never had, 
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even when he  came straight from a lecture, bursting 
with enthusiasm, but incapable of explaining to Julika 
so much as the structure of an atom. Here, for the 
first time, she understood everything, almost every­
thing. 

Or Julika learnt about the Mother of God and the 
sanctification of woman, things about which-as a 
Protestant-she hadn't the slightest idea, all of it ex­
pounded with a mastery of the subject and carried 
only so far as the uninformed listener could follow, at 
least in essentials. Indeed, for the very first time, al­
though her Stiller had once fought in Spain on the 
Communist side, Julika was objectively and dispas­
sionately instructed as to what the Communist idea 
really consists of, how much of it stems from Hegel, 
how much is a misunderstanding of Hegel, what is 
meant by dialectics, what part of Communism is 
thoroughly Christian and what anti-Christian. Secular­
ization, transcendence-there seemed to be absolutely 
nothing this young Jesuit with the narrow face an'd 
rather skull-like eye sockets could not think with ease 
and expound in a concise, unrepetitive, dispassionate 
manner, which was amusing, so that Julika often had 
to laugh, irrespective of whether he was talking about 
the Mother of God or the absolute speed of light, and 
his dispassionate way of expressing himself seemed 
never to force a point of view on her. Stiller was al­
ways forcing points of view on her, which he later 
refuted himself; but while his enthusiasm for them 
lasted he advanced them in such a way that Julika did 
not dare to contradict. It was quite different with this 
young Catholic. Julika felt no desire to contradict. 
She lay on her veranda and absorbed his words like 
the air from the nearby wood. 

From this daily visitor-, it seems, Julika heard the 
not unknown idea that it is a sign of non-love, that is 
to say a sin, to form a finished image of one's 
neighbor or of :my pe�·son, to say "You are thus and 
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thus, and that's all there is to it"-an idea which must 
have touched the lovely Julika very closely. Was it not 
true that Stiller, her husband, had formed an image 
of Julika? • • . 

In a word, Julika was not bored, and as long as 
she looked out into daylight, rain or shine, her illness 
caused her little suffering. 

But her nights were different. 
Julika doesn't talk about them much, but it is evi­

dent that sometimes in the morning, when the nurse 
came into the room, the light was still burning and an 
utterly exhausted Julika, bathed in cold sweat, was 
found sleeping heavily among wildly disordered bed­
clothes. Her temperature chan showed clearly enough 
how little poor Julika was obeying the pious admoni­
tion to avoid excitement at all costs. Julika denied 
everything when talking to the rather stupid nurse 
who washed her and brought her fresh bed linen, an 
electric blanket, or tea before it was due, only so 
that her first walk, which had been promised weeks 
ago, should not be again and again postponed. Dur­
ing such awful nights as these Julika may sometimes 
have seen her Stiller as he stood drying last night's 
glasses, putting the hair-slide of last night's visitor in 
his pocket so that Julia should not continue to be of­
fended by it, and reacting to the news that Julika 
was mortally ill by smashing last night's glass against 
the wall-and by nothing else . . .  

Now Stiller wrote no more letters. 
One naturally wonders whether nobody (if poor 

Julika couldn't write herself) ever told this Stiller in 
confidence what his wife, and after all she was his 
wife, whom, in spite of the other woman, he still 
loved sufficiently to want her to miss him, was going 
through up there in Davos. But that was just it, Stiller 
wasn't willing to be told anything in confidence; 
the few friends who had once tried to do so gave it up 
as a bad job, and the new friends Stiller had made 
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since knew as little about Julika's awful nights as Stil­
ler himself . . . 

Who did know? Poor Julika unbosomed herself to 
nobody. One person seems to have known about them, 
however, and that was the young sanatorium veteran. 
And this too he talked about in the same light­
hearted tone as about his Fathers of the Church, about 
the absolute speed of light (which is not doubled 
when two rays of light are speeding towards one an­
other) and about the classical law of the addition and 
subtraction of velocity, which just does not apply to 
light, or about Buddhism. He was once again sitting 
on the foot of her bed, full of knowledge, and the 
exhausted Julika was making an effort to listen to him. 
He had just read in a paper an aphorism of Professor 
Scherrer, Zurich, which delighted him, namely: Mass 
is energy in a blocked account. "Isn't that witty? "  he 
asked. "Yes," said J ulika. "It is  indeed," he then con­
tinued without any change of tone and still turning 
the pages of his newspaper, "-during the day people 
play chess and read, and during the night they cry, 
you're not the only one in the place, Julika, you mustn't 
think that. It's the same with everyone here. At the 
beginning, for the first few weeks or months, you're 
amazed how pretty it is here with the hay and the 
pinewoods and the squirrels and so on, but then 
horror comes over you just the same. You sob into 
your pillow without really knowing why, it only does 
harm, you know your fevered body will fall to pieces 
like tinder. And then, sooner or later, every one of us 
here thinks of breaking out. Especially in the night, 
when we're alone; our heads seethe with the craziest 
plans, each one becomes his own Napoleon, his own 
Hitler, neither of them got to Russia, and we don't 
even get down into the valley, Julika, four hours by 
the little train, change at Landguart, there's nothing to 
it. A few try every year, they secretly pack their 
toothbrushes, tell the nurse they've got to go to the 
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toilet and set off in the little train for the valley; they 
get so far or so far, depending on luck and the 
weather, and they have their breakdown and imagine 
they're suffocating, and come back here in the am­
bulance without a word. 

"Et apres?" he smiled. "vVe don't even feel sorry 
for them, you know, it's too stupid. I know from ex­
perience. Our comradeship is limited to acting as 
though we'd heard nothing about it. Swear to me, Ju­
lika, that you'll never get up to that silly trick?"  Julika 
swore. "No," laughed the sanatorium veteran, "not 
under the camel's-hair rug, my dear, the good Lord 
wants to see too." Julika swore on top of the rug. 
"Ecco!" he said and added, once more sunk in his 
paper: "And you'll see, Julika, that even when some­
body dies here it doesn't create much of an impres­
sion. Anyone who hopes to impress us that way is 
dying in vain. The only thing that impresses us here 
is life! Incidentally, most people die around Christ­
mas, I've noticed-out of pure sentimentality." 

(He died in late September himself.) 
In August Stiller turned up again, unannounced and 

altogether in a way that Julika felt must surprise the 
head physician even more than his long absence. The 
fact was that Stiller behaved as though his beautiful 
Julika were being kept on this art nouveau veranda 
quite wrongly, straight away demanding of the nurse 
that his wife should go for a walk with him, for an 
hour at least. The reason: Stiller wanted to talk to 
Julika. What had happened? The veranda, :where he 
guessed there were ears listening to right and left, 
didn't seem to him the place even to start. He took 
off his cap, but not his American army greatcoat, 
which he wore in summer and winter, because it was 
the only coat he had. Julika asked: 

"Well, how are you?"  
Stiller was very much on edge; he  twisted his cap in 

his hands agitatedly, as though the only person in the 
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w anted to talk confidentially to his Julika. He ignored 
her friendly enquiry after his health. When the head 
physician arrived on his usual round, he immediately 
reiterated his request that Julika should go for a walk 
with him. The head physician was somewhat taken 
aback. Should he say outright in front of the patient 
that walks were out of the question in her condition? 
Julika had been waiting months for permission to go 
for a walk. A downright No, such as Stiller himself 
deserved, was prohibited by consideration for the al­
ready despondent Julika. Really, what was the head 
physician to say? In an undertone and looking the 
other way, as though he would rather not have 
heard the request at all, he agreed to half an hour, or 
three-quarters of an hour at most, but asked Stiller 
to wait outside in the corridor, because he wanted to 
speak to him first . • . 

For the first time in months J ulika went out of the 
sanatorium, which had become something like a snail's 
shell to her, strangely perplexed at suddenly being 
without her veranda. She felt weaker than she had 
expected. Arm in arm, Stiller giving her some support, 
without actually treating her as an invalid, they 
walked slowly along the path that Julika had so often 
seen from her veranda (when she sat up in bed for 
the purpose) .  It was such a moving experience for 
poor Julika that her eyes filled with tears, tears of joy. 
To have earth under her feet, to be able to grip a 
fir-cone, to smell resin on her fingers-all this was 
such a delight for her that Stiller may have felt it; in 
any case, he did not come out with what was on his 
mind. 

"What did the head physician say to you? " 
Stiller tried to keep it to himself. 
"Go on, tell me," she bade him. 
Stiller seemed confused. 
"What did he say to me? " he remarked at last. "I'm 
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to spare you any excitement. That's all. He was very 
brief, your head physician. You shouldn't really be 
going for a walk at all, he said, your condition is much 
more serious than I seem to think." 

"So," she said. 
"Yes." 
"They never tell me anything." 
"Yes," added Stiller, to divert the conversation from 

the medical information which he probably ought not 
to have imparted to Julika, and smiled, not mali­
ciously, but oddly, sadly: "-and then of course, he 
told me you were a fine and wonderful person, frail 
and very much in need of looking after, a grand per­
son. Everybody finds it necessary to give me instruc­
tion. I must be an idiot." 

"But Stiller! " she laughed. 
"No," he said, "perhaps I really am. It's good to 

see you again. It's so easy for specters to come into 
being when people don't see one another. Anyhow, in 
my case." 

Julika repeated her question: 
"What do you do with yourself all the time down 

there?"  
"Oh-nothing special," he  murmured. 
"Have you seen Foxli at all?" 
"No." 
"Are you still working?" 
Stiller wasn't exactly talkative. 
"Yes-," he repeated, "that's about all he had to tell 

me. That you are a superior person who deserves to 
be treated with great consideration by her husband. 
And anyhow we must see that you're not excited in 
any way. It only does you harm, and your condition is 
pretty serious, Julika, he told me that three times, I 
believe." 

And so they walked along arm in arm, a thing 
Stiller and Julika seldom did, silent, as though every­
thing of importance had already been said, as though 
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cloudless August day and the celebrated air; they 
went for that classic walk with pine-cones and almost 
importunate squirrels which my counsel and Julika 
showed me recently, really a very pretty walk, partly 
through woods and partly through meadows. Down 
below in the town it was frightful, continuously sul­
try as though before a thunderstorm, but the thunder­
storm never came and it remained so hot that every­
one sweated; up here one didn't sweat. Stiller enjoyed 
it. And the meadows were fragrant. 

Meanwhile they were not getting along very fast, 
because of poor Julika. Stiller took off his brown 
U.S. army greatcoat, a really practical garment, and 
sat on a dry, soft carpet of sun-warmed pine-needles. 
It was simply glorious. Why talk? thought Julika. And 
they scarcely said a word. To talk about matters of in­
difference before the important thing had been said 
proved impossible. Finally Julika asked, "What is it 
then? You wanted to talk to me about something." 
Somewhere out of the noonday blue echoed the 
rumble of an invisible fall of stones. Insects were buz­
zing. The mountains were wrapped in silvery gray 
silence. Julika waited in vain for Stiller to speak. 
Stiller crumbled red earth between his fingers, until 
Julika-not out of pettiness, heaven knows, but sim­
ply for the sake of something to say-drew atten­
tion to his rather long nails, which this eanh had 
made diny, an absolutely innocent remark which the 
good Stiller, that masculine mimosa, once more took 
very much amiss, without saying so (it came out 
later, in a letter) . Now he merely dropped the crum­
bled earth without a word, picked up a dry twig from 
the ground and cleaned his finger nails, which Julika 
had not actually requested. At the same time, he asked 
her a strangely unexpected question, "Did you ever 
really love me? " What could Julika reply to that? But 
Stiller, cleaning one finger nail after the other, in-
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sisted on an answer to his odd question, which had 
come upon Julika out of the blue. "What's that got to 
do with your dirty finger nails" she asked more or 
less jokingly, and then saw his lips trembling with 
agitation. "Did you come here to ask me that? " This 
tone, they both found, was not happy, not promising, 
not in keeping with the splendor of the silent wood. 
Stiller seemed unable to appreciate fully what it meant 
to poor Julika to see this wood otherwise than from 
the veranda, to be outside its art nouveau windows 
at all, to be able to pluck wild flowers with her own 
hands instead of merely receiving them from her 
young Jesuit, to be wearing her almost forgotten 
coat and skirt instead of being wrapped up in camel's­
hair rugs. Half an hour had already passed. Stiller was 
smoking, not without having first asked her permis­
sion, and Julika was drawing grass stalks through her 
teeth. 

"How's your-lady?" she asked. 
"Whom do you mean? " he asked. 
"Are you still in love with her?" 
In fact Julika made it as easy as possible for him, 

but Stiller was an utter coward, not a word about the 
fact that he was seeing the lady (as it later turned 
out) almost every day. He merely looked at Julika 
and said nothing. What did he expect of her? Julika 
was lying in the warm grass, tired after the short 
walk, understandably tired, but still propped up on 
her right elbow in order to see more of the view, a 
long swaying stalk between her lips. She could feel 
Stiller scrutinizing her, her red hair, her slender nose, 
her now suntanned skin (her usual alabaster pallor 
probably suits Julika better) and her lips without lip­
stick, also her bosom, in fact her whole body, which 
was, after all, the body of a ballerina; Stiller scruti­
nized her as though he had never seen a woman be­
fore. Was he comparing her with the other one? 
Stiller gave the impression of being very much in love, 
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desperate. Why? 

Julika asked, "What's the matter? " Suddenly (Ju­
lika still can't help smiling slightly when she thinks 
of it) Stiller seized hold of her like a Tarzan, which, 
heaven knows, he wasn't, took her thin face in his 
rather hard sculptor's hands, kissed her with incom­
prehensible vehemence, to which she naturally 
couldn't immediately respond, and pressed her now 
enfeebled body to him as though he wanted to 
crush Julika. He actually hurt Julika a great deal. She 
didn't say so at once. Why did he stare at her so? For a 
while she put up with it. But what was he about? Ju­
Iika took care not to smile, but the very fact that she 
was taking care not to became evident to Stiller. 

"You? "  he shouted, "you! "  he really shouted as 
though ]ulika were lying on the opposite side of the 
valley. He tore the swaying stalk from between her 
teeth, though it was only a defense against her under­
standable embarrassment. Julika didn't even know she 
was still holding the stalk between her teeth. Why was 
he so indignant about this innocent stalk? His eyes 
actually began to glisten, to grow watery; and when 
he noticed that they were filling with tears Stiller 
buried his head in her lap, clung with both arms to Jul­
ika, who suddenly, as was to be expected, saw the 
open landscape in front of her, the sanatorium some 
distance away, the familiar little church of Davos 
village, and the little red railway that came straight 
out of the wood whistling. How could Julika help 
seeing all this? 

Stiller sobbed in her lap, sobbed as a returned pris­
oner of war might sob at the station, sobbed so that 
she could feel the heat of his face. Julika wondered 
whether they could be seen from the sanatorium. Stil­
ler had hands like claws, and Julika naturally found it 
funny, and even embarrassing, that he was clutching 
at her buttocks. Eventually, as he didn't stop sobbing, 
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she laid her hand on his neck, which was damp 
with sweat, moved her hand a little further into his 
dry hair and waited for Stiller to pull himself to­
gether. He didn't pull himself together at all. He 
didn't want to. He even tried (ridiculous though it 
sounds) to bite into her lap, to bite like a dog, but be­
cause of her thick corduroy skirt he couldn't. 
"Come," said Julika, "stop it." Julika still doesn't 
know what she should have done on the walk at 
Davos. For the last two minutes she had been watch­
ing two unknown walkers coming along the path they 
had followed, slowly to be sure, but coming closer all 
the time, and it was embarrassing, quite apart from the 
fact that Stiller's behavior seemed to her really rather 
theatrical-Mortimer or Clavigo or someone like that, 
Julika wasn't quite sure who it reminded her of­
but it was embarrassing anyhow, for now Stiller was 
lying like a corpse in her corduroy lap, heavy and mo­
tionless, without sobbing, his arms by his sides, inert 
like a gratified man. 

"You! "  said Julika kindly. "People are coming!" 
The people had come to within a hundred yards of 
them, Stiller couldn't deny it. He sat up with the 
rather sleepy face of a diver returning to the surface, 
without looking round, without even seeing for him­
self that the people were really coming nearer and 
nearer. He put both hands over his face, until the peo­
ple, two old ladies, had walked past and were behind 
them; then he lowered his hands, let them dangle over 
his knees and looked out into the valley, probably 
feeling a very tragic figure. Anyhow the only thing 
that occurred to Julika when she looked at him was to 
stroke his always rather untidy hair back from his 
forehead and to smile: 

"Yes, yes-you're a poor fellow! . . .  " 
Stiller could say nothing, he just stood up, pulled 

up his rather slovenly trousers and, after Julika had 
had to rise to her feet without his helping hand, 
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picked up his crumpled U.S. army greatcoat, gave 
Julika his arm for support and took her back to the 
sanatorium, where he promised to wait in the corridor 
until Julika had been tucked in again and rolled out 
on to her veranda. This took scarcely twenty min­
utes. But when the nurse looked in the corridor, there 
was no Herr Stiller. He had simply gone off without 
saying goodbye . . . 

This was their last meeting but one. 

Knobel, my warder, is becoming a nuisance. He waits 
like a magazine reader for the daily instalments of my 
life story, and his memory is beginning to worry me. 

"Excuse me, Mr. White, that can't be right. First 
you murdered your wife-" 

"Yes." 
••Then Director Schmitz-" 
"Yes." 
"That was in the jungle, you said, in Jamaica. And 

then came the little mulatto's husband, after which 
you fled to Mexico-what happened then?" he asked 
with the soup pail in his hand. "From Mexico you 
came here." 

"Yes." 
"But what about your other two murders? You told 

me there were five murders." 
I spooned up my soup and said: 
"Perhaps there were only three." 
"Joking apart," said Knobel and over this point, as 

it turns out, he has absolutely no sense of humor; he's 
become a nuisance . . .  I merely said: 

"There are all sorts of ways of murdering a person 
or at least his soul, and that's something no police 
in the world can spot. A word is enough for that, plain 
speaking at the nght moment. A smile is enough. I 
should like to see the person who cannot be killed by a 
smile, or by saying nothing. All these murders, of 
course, take place slowly. Haven't you ever wondered, 
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my dear Knobel, why so many people are interested 
in a real murder, a visible and demonstrable murder? 
It's quite obvious: because we generally don't see our 
daily murders. So it's a relief when there's a bang for 
once, when blood flows, or when someone dies of 
real poison, not merely of his wife's silence. That's the 
magnificent thing about bygone ages, for instance the 
Renaissance-the fact that the human character re­
vealed itself in deeds; nowadays everything takes 
place inwardly-and to tell the story of an inward 
murder, my dear Knobel, takes time, a long time." 

"How long? " he asked. 
"Hours and days." 
To this my warder replied: 
"Mister White, I've got next Sunday off." 

Despite his silence, therefore, Julika knew about Stil­
ler's summertime affair. Affair is not a very pretty 
word, perhaps, but why should Julika (when she 
thought about it) have wrapped it up in romantic 
phrases? She knew about it, then. What could she, an 
mvalid in a glass-enclosed veranda, do to prevent it? 
Nothing at all. 

Nothing but put up with it patiently, patiently, 
patiently . . •  

Now more than ever, thought poor Julika at times, 
there was nothing left for her but her art, and she 
gazed at the cover of a Swiss illustrated paper (re­
cently sent by her friends) bearing a picture of beauti­
ful Julika, the dancer, Julika all by herself. It seems 
to have heen a spectacular photograph, almost rem­
iniscent of Degas with the magical lights flitting in 
the ballerina's gauze skirt. It had been taken the 
previous winter and Julika had given up all hope that 
the photograph, which had been so much trouble to 
take, would ever appear. But now, at the end of 
August, it had been printed to coincide with the open­
ing of the new season. The picture showed Julika 



from the back view, her left leg swung up, her face 
in luminous profile; the fluid and yet definite poise of 
the arms with the hands emerging from the ends like 
buds-everything was faultless. The caption un­
derneath was rather silly, as usual, but at least not an 
outright distortion of fact, which Julika thought was 
quite an achievement for this paper. Incidentally it 
was a periodical of some importance; Julika gave a 
slight shudder when she read the number that had 
been printed. There were so many Julikas now, Ju­
lika on the newspaper kiosk, Julika in the train, 
Julika in the privacy of the home, Julika in the cafe, 
Julika in the overcoat pockets of well-dressed gentle­
men, Julika beside the soup plate, Julika everywhere, 
Julika in a tent on some beach, Julika in the halls of 
the best hotels, but above all Julika on the newspaper 
kiosk, on all the kiosks in the country, and some 
abroad as well, for a whole week: then later, Julika in 
dentists' waiting rooms, but also in the Nev.; York 
Public Library, available for the asking, and Julika 
here and there in a lonely room over the bed. Julika 
was not proud, oh no, just dumbfounded every time 
she picked up the rather cheap paper this magazine 
was printed on, but above all glad it was such a spec­
tacular photograph and that her pose was quite fault­
less from the dancing point of view. 

Julika felt very lonely. 
A hitherto unknown and bewildering longing for 

her husband, the more she felt her slender body burn­
ing like tinder, a desire that from dreams at least could 
not be banished, and added to this the perpetual 
knowledge that in these same nights Stiller was de­
ceiving her-all this compelled poor Julika to write 
letters which could never be sent, no, not under any 
circumstances. Strictly speaking, it was not of Stiller 
she dreamed, but of head physicians, baker's boys and 
men whom she had never seen. The young sana­
torium veteran treated Julika like a nun, not even 
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like a nun, but like a neuter being, even if he sat 
every day on the end of her narrow bed, so that her 
feet felt his warmth. Not even the most restrained act 
of tenderness escaped him. When Julika asked him 
to, he straightened her pillows without so much as 
touching her by mistake. On the other hand he talked 
to Julika about Eros with just the same light-hearted 
objectivity as about Communism, or Thomas Aquinas, 
or Einstein, or Bernanos, he spoke in exactly the same 
way about Eros-with an openness that is only possi­
ble when there is no possibility of translating words 
into deeds. Julika didn't know what to say. So this 
was the tone in which the young man spoke of the 
singular phenomenon of Eros, to which, to Julika's 
surprise, he attached enormous importance. Yet he 
never did more than touch her hand in greeting or 
parting. Was Julika a leper? And yet this same man, for 
all his staggering knowledge, was not above flirting 
with a person who beat mattresses in the meadow 
opposite, flirting in the most shameless fashion. Julika 
couldn't understand him. 

Altogether, there arose shortly before his death a 
painful estrangement, to which Julika does not like to 
refer. The young sanatorium veteran had gone rather 
too far with the remark that it was time Julika stopped 
seeing her own behavior towards her husband, and 
towards people in general, as only a reaction, never 
regarding herself as the initiator, in other words it 
was time she stopped wallowing in infantile innocence. 
That was too much! Moreover Julika didn't quite 
understand what he meant. He had to explain, though 
reluctantly. 

"Well," he smiled. "I have the feeling, . my dear and 
respected Julika, that you don't want to grow up, you 
don't want to be responsible for your own life, and 
that's a pity." 

"What do you mean by that? " she asked. 
"Anyone who is always seeing himself as a victim, it 



seems to me, never gets wise to himself, and that's 
not healthy. Cause and effect are never divided be­
tween two people, certainly not between a husband 
and wife even though it may sometimes look like it, 
Julika, because the wife apparently doesn't act. It j ust 
strikes me that you explain everything you do or 
don't do by something your husband has or has not 
done. That, if you will forgive my sayinrr so, is in­
fantile. Why do I say that? You know perfectly well, 
Julika, that it isn't like that and never has been in 
the history of the world, and you mustn't lead me by 
the nose simply because I'm younger than you; really 
only a boy. In the long run this way of looking at life 
is tedious for you roo, Julika." 

After this she kept teasing him, calling him "The 
Sage," and he didn't like it. He stayed away for two 
or three days, j ust because .Julika had told him not to 
meddle in matters which at his age, clever as he was, 
he simply didn't know by experience-matters con­
cerning marriage, for example, and in particnhr mar­
riage with Stiller, whom he didn't even know by 
sight-in short she told him to stick to his Fathers of 
the Church and the theory of relativity, and so (says 
Julika) no real contact developed out of this ac­
quaintance either. To be sure, the Joupg man kept 
on coming to see her, sat on the en of her bed, and 
chatted �ittily, recklessly, more and more extrav­
agantly the nearer drew his death, which he certainly 
did not expect during that mild September. 

Julika simply couldn't believe her ears when the fur­
niture was moved as quietly as possible out of the next 
room. They had thoughtfully given Julika a sleeping 
pill, which she had spat out. A whole night long they 
fumigated the room. Julika was fbbbergasted. This 
was not how she had expected death to be here, so 
casual and invisible, so silent, so indulgently sudden 
and unannounced, so unfair, so like the chance ex­
tinction of a bedside lamp just when one is reading. 
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And in fact people simply never spoke of him 
again. The nurse and the head physician just ignored 
J ulika's repeated questions, as though her young 
neighbor, the young Jesuit with the big eyes and the 
always rather shrewd face, had been guilty of some 
indecency. Everything else went on as before, the lit­
tle railway whistled in the valley, newspapers arrived. 
A few days later, while Julika was lying as usual in 
her silent veranda, somehow still waiting for his 
daily visit, she heard the dry cough of her new neigh­
bor. It was a blue September day. She shuddered. 

As far as Landquart, the station where she had to 
change, everything went off as though Julika were on 
an ordinary journey, not in flight; nobody stopped 
Julika, nobody stared at her, or at least no more than 
people always did stare at her because of her beauti­
ful hair. A short halt at Klosters, about midvvay, 
seemed to her endless, as any four-minute wait be­
fore a closed barrier is bound to seem like eternity to 
a fugitive. Julika hid behind a newspaper, but she 
was terrified every time anyone passed through 
her second-class compartment. The little train re­
mained stationary; why ever were they stopping so 
long? Julika couldn't understand why no one recog­
nized her, no one tapped her on the shoulder and said, 
"What's all this about, my dear Julika, what's all this 
about?" Uninitiated in the mysteries of the railway 
system, Julika could only suppose that this long halt 
was due to a call from the sanatorium and that they 
were searching for her, going from carriage to car­
riage looking for the unfortunate fugitive. Julika 
pulled her hanging coat down over her face, as peo­
ple do who want to sleep in a train. Someone sat op­
posite her, a gentleman; she could see by his shoes. 
Her head physician? In her mind's eye she could al­
ready see his compassionate smile, his friendly but 



inexorable, "Frau Julika, Frau Julika, we'd better drop 
this little scheme." 

At last, when the little train started to move off, 
Julika had to find out who it was that had caught 
her; she pushed her overcoat camouflage a little to one 
side, as though she urgently needed to look at the 
scenery. It was a German gentleman, who, the mo­
ment he saw Julika's red hair, politely took his cigar 
out of his mouth and inquired whether his smoke was 
inconveniencing her. Did he think Julika was a lung 
patient? "Oh, not at all, not at all," said Julika with 
rather gauche over-emphasis, "please don't mind me." 
Stupidly enough she had taken a seat in a smoker. Ju­
lika, the fugitive, couldn't even indulge in the sort of 
pleasant light conversation which the German gentle­
man, without any effort, just started quite naturally, 
no, she could already hear in imagination the point­
less, but in such conversations inevitable, inquiries: 
"Do you live in Zurich? Are you coming home from 
your holiday? Do you live at Davos?" Julika brought 
the conversation to an end by turning away towards 
the window in repugnance, as though this German 
gentleman had looked shamelessly down her bosom. 
Yet in reality he had merely referred to the rather 
mild October. Now thank God, he picked up his 
book again, but continued to smoke his still almost 
complete cigar-Marmorklippen by Ernst ]Unger, a 
book the deceased, young Jesuit had never recom­
mended to her, Mannorklippen, a word that irritated 
Julika when she heard it recently-and his smoke was 
horrible. Julika asked if she might open the window 
a little, oh no, not because of the smoke, just so that 
she could get a better view of the scenery. Julika 
leaned out of the window, her flaming hair stream­
ing in the wind, and felt short of breath, as even a 
healthy person might have done. Above all, how­
ever, she saw a dark-colored Citroen, just like the 
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head physician's, following the little train at a pretty 
breakneck speed; it was left behind owing to bends 
in the road while the little train shot through a short 
tunnel, caught it up again, drew closer and closer, 
stopped at a lowered barrier, sped on and caught up 
again. The head physician? 

Julika withdrew her flaming red hair from the 
landscape and the German gentleman had to shut the 
window at once. The dark Citroen was just overtak­
ing the little train; at Landquart, thought Julika, her 
head physician would be standing on the platform, he 
would take her bit of luggage from her and smile: 
"Frau Julika, Frau Julika, we'd better drop this little 
scheme, my Citroen is over here." 

But there was no one waiting at Landquart, not even 
a porter. The Marmorklippen gentleman, his polite­
ness unimpaired by Julika's attitude of repugnance, 
carried her luggage across the little square and asked, 
.. Do you live in Zurich?" Thereupon Julika took a 
porter after all. 

Then, on the spur of the moment, Julika went into 
a call-box-perhaps merely for the sensation of enter­
ing a call-box as any free person can do anywhere­
and tried to ring Stiller, but in vain; no one lifted the 
receiver. So it simply isn't true that Julika was plan­
ning to take him by surprise. During the whole of 
this journey, strangely enough, it never occurred to 
Julika for a second that the other woman was still 
there. She tried a second and then a third time to 
ring Stiller; likewise in vain. 

The German gentleman was now rather offended; 
he kept to the far end of the platform, where he sat 
on a bench with crossed legs reading his Marmorklip­
pen-now, at last, without a cigar. Unfortunately 
the Zurich-Paris-Calais train was a bit late, otherwise 
Julika would probably have managed to board it. 

It began (she told me) without a cough, simply 
with a growing feeling of being short of breath; she 



tried to persuade herself that this might merely be due 
to excitement, the natural excitement of a fugitive, to 
joyful anticipation, and naturai disappointment that 
Stiller was not in the studio and not in the flat. She 
breathed deeply, slowly, calmly. She had sent her 
porter to buy some magazines, in particular the Swiss 
illustrated paper, as though despite everything there 
was a fairy-tale possibility that Julika was still dancing 
on the cover, and had to sit down on her little suit­
case. Nobody noticed that Julika felt giddy. Julika 
thought she was suffocating, but just heard the chug­
ging of the approaching Zurich-Paris-Calais train, she 
even saw the board with these names on, but after 
that nothing. At this moment people were naturally 
busy with their own j ourneys, they stormed the near­
est footboards with cases in both hands and acted 
as though this were the train to life, while the platform 
was certain death. Julika remained on the plat­
form . . .  

Three hours later, after a journey in the ambulance, 
she lay in her white bed again, shivering in spite of all 
the hot water bottles, glad not to have to say a word. 
The nurse did not say a word either, she carried out 
the head physician's instructions, but you could see 
from her face that it hadn't been a dream, this j our­
ney down to Landquart, but an entirely real act of 
madness. And it was clear to the head physician why 
the unhappy woman had committed this act of mad­
ness. His displeasure was not directed against the pa­
tient, naturally, nor even against the stupid nurses 
who hadn't noticed the flight for hours; the head 
physician tried to telephone Stiller. Without success. 
Later he sent a telegram asking Herr Stiller to come at 
once to Davos. And no sooner had poor Julika re­
covered consciousness than she had to keep defend­
ing her husband. He didn't even answer the telegram. 
Julika had to give the addresses of his friends, of 
Sturzenegger for example. When it turned out Stiller 
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was on a visit to Paris, without having said a word to 
his wife, it made an odd impression in the sanatorium, 
a painful impression; people were highly indignant, 
and although they didn't talk about it to the poor pa­
tient, Julika could see it in their faces. 

Stiller in Paris! Everyone else was all the kinder to 
her, Julika, the unhappy Julika, received presents from 
all sides-flowers, sweets, even a brooch, signs of a 
heartfelt solidarity running from veranda to veranda. 
She couldn't help thinking of the young sana­
torium veteran, who had predicted a universal silence 
of contempt in a case like this; it turned out that he 
had been wrong not only with his impertinent asser­
tion that Julika had an infantile attitude to the world, 
but also over this point. On the contrary, how sweet 
everyone was! And only he himself, the young sana­
torium veteran, remained silent . . . 

Her condition was calamitous. 
And then, yes, then, came Stiller's monstrous letter 

from Paris, the note which Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy 
recently took out of her hand-bag and showed me, a 
note hastily scribbled in pencil, seven or eight lines, 
not a word of sympathy, no, the whole thing in an icy 
and heartless tone, as though Julika had only carried 
out her ill-fated flight in order to collapse at Land­
quart, and as though Julika was only ill at all in order 
to give Stiller a bad conscience, mortally ill, so that 
only injections kept her alive. The note was simply 
grotesque; for there was not a trace of bad conscience 
to be seen in these lines, merciful heaven, every word 
in the note was imbued with shameless egocentricity 
and a cynical self-righteousness. 

(Unfortunately I haven't got Stiller's letter here.) 
Injections kept Julika alive, as I have said, and 

nearly three full weeks passed before Stiller really ap­
peared on her veranda, where he talked exclusively 
about himself, about his defeat in Spain, that's to say 
about an event which had taken place ten years ago, 
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and even now not a word of comfort, not even an 
enquiry about her condition, which was calamitous, 
not a glance at her temperature chart, no, Stiller 
merely talked about himself: as though he were the 
patient, he Stiller, the healthy one ! 

Here we must go back a little. 
Stiller, as we know, took part in the Spanish Civil 

War, while still a very young man, as a volunteer in 
the International Brigade. It is  not clear what impelled 
him to this militant gesture. Probably many factors 
were combined-a rather romantic Communism, 
such as was common among bourgeois intellectuals at  
that time, also an understandable desire to see the 
world, a desire to subordinate his personal interests to 
some higher historical force, a desire for action;  per­
haps too, at least in part, it was flight from himself. 

He passed his ordeal by fire (or rather, he failed to 
pass it) outside Toledo, where the Fascists had en­
trenched themselves in the Alcazar. Young Stiller 
was set to guard a small ferry across the Taj �wing 
to the shortage of troops, entirely on his own. For 
three days nothing happened. But then, when four 
Franco Spaniards finally appeared on the opposite 
bank at the break of day, Stiller allowed them to use 
the ferry without firing, although it would have been 
easy for him, from his perfect cover, to have shot 
the four enemies dead on the ferry. He had eight 
minutes in which to do it. Instead he let them reach 
his bank waiting for the others to open fire, in other 
words, ready to be shot. To avoid giving away their 
presence, the Franco Spaniards did not shoot either, 
but disarmed young Stiller, threw his Russian gun into 
the Tajo, tied him up with his own braces and left 
him lying in the gorse, where he was found two 
days later by his own side, faint with thirst. Whe� he 
was called to account, he swore to the commissar 
that his Russian gun had failed to go off . . .  

As a matter of fact, this little story was the very 
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first thing Julika ever heard from his lips, and she 
clearly remembered the evening in his studio, the 
fateful evening after Tchaikovsky's Nutcracker Suite, 
when a rather wild band of artists and art-lovers forci­
bly carried off the beautiful Julika and, with a few 
bottles under their arms, made an equally forcible 
night attack on young Stiller in his studio. It was past 
midnight, all the taverns in the town were closed; but 
the light was still burning in the studio occupied by 
Stiller, who had just got back from Spain. So up they 
went. 

That evening Julika and Stiller saw one another for 
the first time. In the middle of the high-spirited com­
pany, which now filled his studio, Stiller was so still 
that to begin with Julika imagined his name to be a 
nickname. Then someone called on him to tell his 
"great story of Toledo." Stiller didn't want to at all. 
He wasn't shamming; he really didn't want to, and his 
embarrassment was obvious when a friend, a young 
architect named Sturzenegger, began to tell it himself. 
Now, of course, Stiller had to interfere, to fill in the 
gaps and finish the story. I don't suppose the young 
ballerina was particularly interested in this tale of 
a Russian gun that didn't go off; she paid less heed to 
the tale than to the teller, the young sculptor who 
kept working his fingers all the time he was talking, 
twisting a piece of wire this way and that, then 
threw it away, but still couldn't leave his fingers in 
peace; she felt somehow sorry for him. 

As he spoke, all the life drained out of his face. The 
story the young sculptor was telling sounded some­
how second-hand, not a recollection of his own ex­
perience, but a mere anecdote. His lengthy account 
was followed by an embarrassed and uneasy silence. 
Stiller put his glass to his lips, and no one uttered a 
word. Then a pleasant, but pale and soft and ex­
tremely unmartial-looking opera singer asked the 
naive question, "And why didn't you fire? " The 
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others wanted to  know the same thing. All respect for 
his boldness in stepping out from his hiding-place, 
all respect for the torment of lying for two days tied 
up in the blazing sun; but why indeed, the opera sing�r 
had spoken for all of them, why hadn't Stiller fired? 

The explanation advanced by Stiller also sounded 
somehow second-hand, worn by repetition: He hated 
the Fascists, otherwise he wouldn't have volunteered 
to fight in the Spanish Civil War; but that early morn­
ing on the Tajo, when Stiller first carne face to face 
with the hated foe, he saw the four Fascists as human 
beings, and he found it impossible to shoot at human 
beings, he couldn't do it. That was all . . .  

Again there was silence, again the artists and art­
lovers puffed at their pipes and shot out clouds of 
smoke into the studio. The opera singer was satisfied 
with the reply, highly satisfied; he couldn't have fired 
either, he thought. Others emptied their glasses with­
out speaking. And simply to talk about something 
else, the Nutcracker Suite for example, wasn't possible 
either. A stillness spread over the gathering, until Ws 
friend, the young architect named Sturzenegger, ex­
pressed open-hearted admiration for Stiller. He called 
lt a victory for humanity, a victory of concrete ex­
perience over ideolo�ical rigidity and so on; he found 
all sorts of words tor it. No one contradicted this 
flattering interpretation, and Stiller himself, visibly ill 
at ease, had for his part no desire whatever to delve 
deeper into this story; he was all in favor of more 
life and gaiety, m;tcorked the next bottle and made 
sure in his charming way that everybody had some­
thing to drink, including the lovely Julika in the 
corner, who on this first visit to the studio, looked 
round with her great big beautiful eyes, without 
drinking much, without saying anything; her contri­
bution, as so often, was her glorious hair with its red­
dish glow • • •  

Stiller's anecdote. it seems. was always a great sue-
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cess. Later, when she was friendly with Stiller and then 
married to him, Julika had to listen to it very often. It 
was one of the duties of a loving wife not to yawn 
and not to interrupt when her husband came out with 
his hit number again. It was a hit number, Stiller 
with his ferry on the Tajo. Only the Communists 
wrinkled their noses when the victory of humanity 
over ideology was talked about, but they kept quiet 
out of friendship for Stiller; at most they asked the 
listeners how they would feel about a victory of hu­
manity over ideology if it didn't happen to concern 
Fascists. But such conversations had nothing further 
to do with Stiller. And anyway, the Communists be­
came rarer and rarer-at least among Stiller's ac­
quaintances. 

In all other company Stiller always emerged with 
honor from his Spanish anecdote. Why did he tell it 
so often? And in any case, Julika still can't understand 
why Stiller, her missing husband, suddenly talked 
about a "Spanish defeat" on the occasion of their last 
meeting at Davos. Why defeat? Julika had no explana­
tion for this. Hadn't he demanded of Julika for years 
that she should find his behavior in Spain magnificent? 
And now it was suddenly a defeat, a thing that 
weighed in the scales as the beginning of all evil, as a 
curse, an ill omen, by which Stiller also explained 
the unhappiness of their marriage. Why? 

Their last meeting was in November. It was desolate 
enough without Stiller's visit. There was already snow 
again. Julika lay in her art nouveau veranda more 
muffled up than ever, even her arms were under the 
camel's-hair rugs and she looked like a mummy. She 
could just move her head sufficiently to look out into 
the gray mists, where she saw the spectral skeletons 
of the nearest larches, which reminded her of her X­
ray photograph, also a bare skeleton in clonds of nay 
mist. And this was now her only vifw. The sky was 



like lead, and trails of dirty mist were creeping down 
the hillsides. It was impossible even to guess where­
abouts in the sky the sun was. The familiar mountain 
peaks seemed to have dissolved like a tablet in a glass 
of water, all that remained was an opaque gray broth. 
Julika had always thought that only stupid people 
could be bored, so she couldn't be. But it had nothing 
to do with stupidity, on the contrary, perhaps this 
unspeakable tedium, when one really didn't know 
what to do with the next hour, this hellish taste of 
eternity, where one couldn't see beyond time, was the 
most genuine form of suffering of which Julika was 
ever capable • . .  

Stiller was sitting mutely on the veranda railings 
looking out into the driving snow. He was unshaven 
and pale, exhausted by a sleepless night, with a haze 
of alcohol in front of his mouth, and in addition he 
smelt of garlic from a distance. "What did you have 
to eat?" asked Julika. "Snails."-Stiller didn't make 
the slightest enquiry as to how she was. Moreover 
he hadn't come from the town, but from Pontresina; 
Stiller announced this spitefully, as though it was poor 
Julika who had compelled him for a whole summer to 
indulge in subterfuges; there was almost a malicious 
glee in his voice. Stiller had come from Pontresina: 
that is to say, he came from the other woman. 

After this almost sneering opening, he fell silent 
again, without looking at Julika, lit a cigarette and 
smoked out into the gray whirl of snow. His l ips 
were trembling. Julika didn't know why. "How was 
it in Paris?" asked J ulika. His only answer to this was 
that in Paris (as though it had been a plot on Julika's 
part) he had dreamed of her. Julika had always hated 
his habit of relating his dreams, '\vhich might mean 
anything, and naturally it wasn't his dreams in Paris 
she had asked about, but his real activities. Nevertheless 
Stiller recounted his dream-in great detail. 

"We were in company," he began, "and somehow I 



126 I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

was beside myself, I donlt know why. I wanted to say 
something but I had no voice, the louder I tried to 
speak the less sound I made, and it had to be said. It 
was enough to make one cry. But it had to be said, 
even if I perished in the attempt. I could see your 
smile and I yelled; you were smiling just as you are 
now, like someone who is entirely in the right, and 
when I yelled in spite of it you walked out, I couldn't 
stop you, and no doubt the company also thought 
one really shouldn't yell so; I was behaving in an 
impossible manner, I knew, I ought to have some 
sense, they said, and run after you to comfort you, to 
make amends. I felt how wrong I was, oh yes, and I 
went out; I looked for you in the streets and found 
you in a public park, the Jardin de Luxembourg or 
something like that, it doesn't matter where; it was 
spring and you were sitting on the green lawn smil­
ing, I tried to strangle you, yes, with both hands and 
with all the strength of my life, but in vain, and I 
knew all the time that people were looking at us, I 
strangled you into a little ball, but you were too elas­
tic-you merely laughed . . .  " 

Julika said nothing, of course. The nurse appeared 
soon afterwards to inquire whether Frau Julika was 
really not cold. Julika thanked her in the nicest way; 
you could see your breath before your mouth, but 
Julika with her hot water bottles and rugs was really 
not cold. When the nurse had gone, Stiller said: 

"Yesterday we made an end of it-Sibylle and !­
yesterday in Pontresina." 

"Who's Sibylle? " asked Julika . 
.. Now it's all over between us as well, Julika, and 

for good, you must see that!' 
Julika said nothing. 
"For good," he repeated. 
The whole thing must have had its comic side: first, 

the way Stiller blamed his Julika, who in reality was 
lying on this veranda, for having smiled in his Paris 
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dream, and secondly the tone in which he delivered 
his message made it sound as though this were the first 
love affair in human history that had come to grief, 
indeed his attitude suggested that dying in a sanato­
rium was nothing compared with yesterday's burial 
at Pontresina of his seven-month love affair; there was a 
comic side, also, to the retrospective frankness of his 
revelations concerning his love for the lady-whose 
name turned out to be Sibylle. Julika could read in his 
face how she was annoying him by blowing snow 
crystals off her camel's-hair rug while he spoke. What 
could Julika do? What he now told her was pretty 
much in agreement with what she had feared during 
the summer, so it was not now too severe a shock for 
poor Julika. Stiller on the other hand, in his desolation, 
enjoyed going into quite uncalled-for details as he 
walked up and down on her art nouveau veranda. 
simply in order to cling for as long as possible to his 
lost summer. 

"Yes," he said at last, "that's how it is." 
"What now?" 
It is not true that Julika displayed a smile of secret 

glee, or that she smiled at all. Stiller was no doubt 
dreaming again. On the other hand, no one would 
have expected poor Julika to burst into tears because 
there was no longer any "Sibylle." What did Stiller 
expect of her? She blew the snow crystals from the 
camel's-hair rug, nothing else, and she had by no means 
failed to hear the dry remark he passed before, 
namely that it was also all over now with Julika, his 
legal wife, only she didn't see the logical connec­
tion. 

But when Stiller tried to explain it, sitting on the 
railing again and for the most part staring out into the 
driving snow, as though he were talking to the ghostly 
larch trees, his vehemence did not spring from this 
time and place, it did not spring from the presence of 
his poor Julika; the observations Stiller now made with 
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brutal determination, the more brutal the better, 
sounded as though they had been conceived in soli­
tude and long bottled up inside him, now they were 
all trotted out with no living thread running through 
them, as though under the compulsion of an alien 
command which Stiller had given himself on his jour­
ney to Davos, or perhaps during his meal of snails, a 
grisly masculine command. 

Julika listened, but could not rid herself of the feel­
ing: "Whoever told you to talk such brutal non­
sense, my good Stiller, that's not {ou speaking! " He 
was behaving with the brutality o a wretched execu­
tioner who, at the instant he sees his victim with his 
own eyes, dare not soften but has to carry out his 
orders; that was why Stiller scarcely looked at Julika, 
but gazed instead out into the snowstorm and at the 
gray larches. And the more he talked the more 
clearly did Julika have the feeling: "It's not like that, 
my good Stiller, it's all quite different! " . . .  

Stiller talked and talked. "If it hadn't been for that 
defeat in Spain," he said, "if I had met you with the 
feeling of being a complete and proper man-1 should 
have left you long ago, Julika, probably after our first 
kiss, and we should both have been spared this whole 
miserable marriage. That's the bitter thing, you see; we 
might have known it wouldn't work out. And there 
was no lack of signals along the whole line, only of 
the courage to see them. Today I know that funda­
mentally I never loved you, I was in love with your 
shyness, your fragility, your muteness, which set me 
the task of interpreting and expressing you. What a 
task! I imagined you needed me. And your perpetual 
tiredness, your autumn-crocus pallor, your sickliness, 
that was just what I unconsciously needed, someone 
in need of care and protection to make me feel all big 
and strong. To have an ordinary sweetheart, you see, a 
healthy, normal girl who wants to be embraced and 
herself is able to embrace, no, that I was afraid of. I 
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was altogether full of anxiety. I made you my test. And 
that's why I couldn't leave you. My crazy idea was to 
make you blossom out, a task no one else had under­
taken. To make you blossom out! That was the re­
sponsibility I took on myself-and I made you ill, 
of course, for why should you become well with a 
husband like that; the fear that you were unhappy 
with me chained me faster than any kind of happiness 
you're ai:Jle to give." 

Once J ulika asked: 
"What do you mean, defeat in Spain?" 
No answer. 
"And did you know it! " exclaimed Stiller. "How 

well you knew it! That's quite obvious. From the 
very first evening on; you were in love with my 
secret anxiety. You liked that, my dear-a man who 
didn't just come and embrace you, but trembled, an 
anxious man, a somehow broken man, who thought he 
had to prove himself with you, a man with a bad 
conscience from the start, an idiot who always thought 
it was his fault when something went wrong. Wasn't 
it like that? I was even responsible for the weather. I 
can just see you, Julika, as you suddenly stretched 
out your hand and said, not looking at the sky but at 
me, 'Now it's raining! ' And I put up with the 
look-" 

Julika let him go on talking. 
"vVasn't it like that? " asked Stiller. "Why did you 

never go to a doctor all those years? You wouldn't be 
lying on this wretched veranda, J ulika. Why didn't 
you want to be a healthy woman? It's ridiculous but 
true, Julika, you didn't want to be healthy. You 
thought me heartless because I once found to my 
delight that you had no temperature for a change. It 
annoyed you. Think of the countless evenings when 
you disappeared into your room to lie down, just so 
we shouldn't forget to think, 'poor Julika,' and so 
you didn't have to compete with all those healthy 
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women. You were dead scared of that. I know-you 
had very strenuous rehearsals, yes, yes, and I had an 
easy time with my clay bashing, where it didn't mat­
ter whether I worked or not, living like a pasha; I 
know-your work was not to be compared with any 
other, not to be compared with the work of a chil­
dren's specialist, for instance, and it was quite unfair 
even to hope, or wish, that you should not be more 
delicate than other women. Your consumption of con­
sideration (from all sides) was shameless. And how 
everyone gave in to you, not only your idiot, every­
one, even those who were not in love with you, 
heaven knows why they apologized to you, and when 
you fell asleep in company, because your ballet was 
not being discussed, they simply thought you a brave 
woman, covered you up so you shouldn't be cold, be­
cause you couldn't even cover yourself up, a com­
pany of Good Samaritans, and we all whispered, for 
who didn't know that Julika had a strenuous re­
hearsal next morning? They were all at your beck 
and call, Julika, just like me. And when I didn't un­
derstand why you couldn't slip out and make our 
friends a bowl of gruel, it was my fault, of course, you 
have to take your wife as God gives her to you. Again 
and again I forgot how frail you were, how much in 
need of looking after! And no sooner had our friends 
gone than you pulled yourself together, exhausted as 
you were, and made Foxli some warm milk. For Foxli 
was yourself! "  

Once i n  his stride, Stiller brought out a whole 
string of complaints like this, mere trifles, each more 
petty than the last; Julika could only feel amazement. 

"You just lie there and say nothing as usual," he 
said. "I know, you think you're love and devotion 
personified, but I think you're narcissism personified. 
And arrogance personified-that above all. I've gone on 
my knees before you, Julika, I've wept before you, as 
a man does weep under certain circumstances. I've felt 



ashamed before you. I've repented before you, and 
you forgave me, certainly, rou forgave me non-stop, 
I know, without a moment s emotion, without really 
thinking for a moment that perhaps you too were de­
stroying me, and trembling. Why should you? You 
are the patient sufferer, all our friends know that, a 
noble bemg, who never shouts reproaches, no, I hnd to 
reproach myself. You never lowered yourself to such 
an act. But just think it over: Did you ever set me 
free from my guilt, when I thought I had to reproach 
myself? You forgave me. And that confirms the re­
proach, more than anything else. There is a satanic 
quality about feminine forgiveness, my dear, which is 
alien to you, of course, anything of that kind is alien 
to you; I just took it like that because I'm so hyper­
sensitive, and you can perish of hypersensitivity just 
as well as of tuberculosis . . .  I talk and talk, Julika, 
and you blow the snow off the rug! " 

Stiller went on: 
"Yes-1 sometimes ask myself why I never j umped 

up and simply boxed your ears in all those years. Seri­
ously, that was a mistake tha:t can never be made good 
now; a mistake, of that I'm convinced. How much it 
would have spared us both! For instance, your ill­
fated journey to Landquan, I believe. Of course you 
knew from the stan that you would collapse some­
where along the line, but you no longer shrink from 
paying any price to make sure of my bad conscience. 
You're mistaken! But the terrible thing is that in a 
different sense it's really my fault you're in this sana­
torium. But there you've got nothing more to forgive 
me. I often think, if I hadn't made you my test the 
idea of fettering me with your ill health would never 
have occurred to you, and we should have loved each 
other in a natural manner, I don't know, or parted in 
a natural manner. You ought to have met a man who 
had no guilty conscience and yet plenty of patience, 
free patience, anyhow a man who could only be won 
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and held by natural love. \Vho knows, my dear Ju� 
Jika, how healthy you might have been-all the 
time . . .  " 

Stiller fell silent. 
"Go on," she said. Stiller merely gaped at her. 
"So that's how you see me," said Julika. "You've 

made an image of me, that's quite clear, a ccm•plcte 
and final image, and there's an end of it. You just 
won't see me any other way, I can feel that. Aren't I 
right?" Stiller lit a cigarette. "I've also done a good 
deal of thinking lately," said Julilca, continuing to blow 
the snow crystals from her rug even though it \Vas now 
her turn to speak, "-not for nothing does it say in 
the Commandments 'Thou shalt not mal;:e unto thee 
any image' . . .  Every image is a sin. All those things 
you've been saying are exactly the opposite of love, 
you know. I don't know whether you re:1lize that. 
When you love someone you leave every possibility 
open to them, and in spite of all the memories of the 
past you are ready to be surprised, again and again 
surprised, at how different they are, how various, not 
a finished image such as you have made of your 
Julika. I can only tell you, it's not like that. You al­
ways talk yourself into believing things-Thou shalt 
not make unto thee an image of me! That's the only 
answer I can give you." 

Stiller smoked away to himself. 
"Where did you get all that from? "  was all he asked. 

It was impossible to talk to Stiller any more, it seems 
he only listened to himselL He had come from Pon­
tresina with the fixed determination to tear every­
thing to the ground. "Love?" he laughed, "let's not 
talk about love, not in our case, and not about fidelity 
either-you too would probably have left me long 
ago, Julika, you never lacked opportunities, I know, 
merely confidence in your ability to hold a real man. 
Let's be frank. Our comparative fidelity was fear of 
defeat at the hands of another partner, such as I have 
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suffered now, nothing else. Don't let's kid ourselves. 
It's all over now between us also. I think, Julika, 
we're seeing one another for the last time." 

Julika wept. 
"It's horrible," remarked Stiller very soberly, "that 

it has to be in this sanatorium. You're by no means 
past the crisis, your head physician tells me. But 
perhaps it's a good thing, Julika, that from this day on 
you should know, without any shadow of doubt, that 
your illness no longer impresses me. That may sound 
thoroughly mean to your ears. Look, the truth is that 
I was always full of secret reproach towards you, 
that's why I was so ridiculously considerate: I was 
forever trying to make amends for something, some­
thing unspoken, you understand; and now for the first 
time, it seems to me, I stand before you without be­
ing angry \vith you. The fact is, I know now that it 
isn't you who have hindered me up to the present 
from really living. Thank God, I lmow at last! The 
tears in your eyes, Julika, are a threat that no longer 
works. The fact is, we've all got to die." 

At this Julika said: 
"I'd like you to leave me alone now." 
Stiller stood a little while longer beside her bed, his 

hands in his overcoat pocket after he had thrown his 
cigarette over the railings, rather embarrassed. And 
then, as though Julika were already in her coffin, he 
merely kissed her on the brow, without waiting· for 
her arms, and quickly left the wintry veranda . . .  

Since then (says Julika) he has disappeared from 
her life. Stiller was still seen in the town during De­
cember. Only then, after a varnishing-day followed 
by a midnight carouse, did he also disappear for the 
others, imperceptibly at first, not from one day to the 
next; people only noticed gradually that he was not 
to be seen in the coffee-bar and other places where 
they used to meet him, and each one shrugged his 
shoulders when the other casually inquired after Stil-
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ler. They waited well on into January before some• 
one, worried by Stiller's permanently closed studio, 
informed the police, who began with a fruitless 
search of all the drawers and today, six, nearly seven, 
years later, know as little as they did then. 



3 rd Notebook 

YESTERDAY (among other things) paid a VlStt to a 
Swiss quartermaster's stores to look at the military 
equipment of their missing man. A long wait in a 
Nissen hut. No smoking. I sat down on a bundle 
of Swiss trousers. Couldn't I stand up? The place 
smelt of leather and camphor and of horses from the 
stables next door. Just for something to say, I asked 
the young lieutenant, who looked rather awkward 
in his shining boots and found this waiting just as 
tedious as I did: 

"Do you still have cavalry? " 
"No," he answered curtly. 
Finally they brought me a packet tied with string, 

which contained the ragged uniform of their missing 
man, and told me to undo it. Of course I should have 
refused; every act of politeness on my part, how­
ever minor, confirms them in the opinion that they 
can do what they like with me, as they could with 
Stiller. As I unpacked the mildewed and, at its best, 
rather ridiculous kitbag, all the property of Machine-
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Gunner Stiller fell on the floor, and naturally it was I 
who had to pick it up. I said: 

"What has this to do with me, gentlemen?" 
"Jump to it." 
Two Swiss quartermaster's storekeepers, both of 

them fat and pale from a lifetime in this martial at­
mosphere, tried to counterbalance their unsoldierly 
appearance by a curt and irritable tone. All without 
any form 9f address. Then they held up a field-gray 
greatcoat against the rainy light, looked at the lieu­
tenant, who examined the garment conscientiously, 
and waited for my dismay. 

"There-don't you see anything? Eh?" 
Cockroach holes, admitted, a positive Milky Way of 

cockroach holes. I felt the material and said:  
"It isn't waterproof anyway." 
They all looked at me as though I were a Commu­

nist, just because I had uttered this simple truth. I took 
hold of the raincoat worn by the young officer, who 
was standing nearby in the role of silent supervisor. 

"Here," I said, "that's the proper stuff." 
Later I had to look down the barrel of a Swiss 

rifle. They compelled me. For some strange reason I 
let them compel me. I wonder why. I looked into the 
foreign rifle as though it were a telescope, but I 
couldn't see anything, a small hole full of gray light, 
nothing else. And all the time they were waiting for 
me to sink through the concrete floor with shame. A 
little mirror was attached. 

"Can you see anything?" 
I saw rust, and as I hadn't asked how much the 

barrel of a Swiss rifle cost I wasn't in the least inter­
ested in the young officer's lecture, to which I listened 
out of politeness. I hadn't dreamed of buying a Swiss 
rifle. A revolver, yes, or a sub-machine-gun; but what 
could I do with a rifle as long as a walking-stick? 
The young lieutenant seemed somehow ill at ease, as 



though he thought I might also be an educated man; 
he kept on saying: 

"I don't have to explain that to{ou." 
Then, pu rely from a sense o duty, as though he 

himself were being put through an examination by 
the two storekeepers, he explained it just the same, 
embarrassing though he found it. Somehow I had the 
feeling he was trying to show me that he too had 
higher interests, but the only way he could do so in 
this quartermaster's hut was now and then to look out 
of the window at the pouring rain-while the two 
storekeepers, who now regarded me with ever grow­
ing hate, were not prevented by my manifest indif­
ference from laying on the table everything they 
considered necessary for waging war. To wit: two 
brushes, knife and fork, a reel with field-gray thread, 
leather soap, a very exact number of buttons, each one 
of them bearing the Swiss cross, a mess tin, a water­
bottle, of which the cork ought not to stink, shoe 
laces, a paint brush with a case, a steel helmet, a so­
called tie, a bayonet with a sheath, as well as two 
needles, which the missing Stiller had also irresponsi­
bly allowed to rust. In short, there was a whole table 
full of stuff, at which I stared in amazement, though 
keeping my hands in my trouser pockets. 

"I don't need to give you a lecture," said the young 
lieutenant. "You know that you will have to pay for 
the damage." 

"I?"  I laughed. "Why ever should I?" 
"\Vho else do you think is going to?" 
I didn't get a chance to speak. I even had to put on 

their missing man's battledress tunic. I simply didn't 
get a chance to speak; therein lay part of their power, 
and to my surprise I actually knuckled under, al­
though reluctantly. It didn't occur to them to hold the 
tunic for me, and when I couldn't find the attachment 
on the collar they just exclaimed, "Jump to it." Nor 
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did they pay any heed to my innocent remark that in 
a tunic like this a soldier would be exhausted before 
he ever caught a glimpse of the enemy. I had to turn 
round like a tailor's dummy. 

"You've grown thinner," affirmed the young lieu­
tenant, who was seeing me for the first time in his 
life. "It's baggy everywhere." 

In the meantime one of the storekeepers had stepped 
over to a rack and dragged out another tunic, which 
he threw to me: 

"Try this one?" 
"What for?" I asked. Again I received no answer, 

but only another tunic of a different size and a lecture 
from the young officer: up to the age of forty-eight 
I was a member of the Swiss militia, and I was liable 
for military service until the end of my sixtieth year; 
of course I was entitled to go abroad, but it was my 
duty first to ask the State for leave and to report my 
departure to the local command, as laid down in stand­
ing orders; furthermore, in the event of such leave 
being granted, the military equipment issued to every 
male Swiss citizen should not be left lying about in a 
loft, but handed in, so that the quartermaster's men 
could guard it from moths; and furthermore, on ar­
riving in a foreign country it was my duty to report 
immediately to the nearest Swiss legation, so that I 
should not evade the military tax, and also to report 
my departure from there and so on . . . 

"My compliments on the efficiency of your Swiss 
organization, Lieutenant," I said. "But as far as I'm 
concerned-" 

They didn't let me go on. There was only one idea in 
their three heads: Stiller must be in fighting trim. I 
couldn't escape trying on a pair of army boots as well 
-first-class goods, incidentally. And I didn't only 
have to try them on; the young lieutenant said: 

"You must feel comfortable in them too." 
There was nothing for it. 



And then right at the end, they became furious. I 
had to sign my name, to confirm receipt of a rifle and 
the new army boots. Everything must be in order, I 
quite understood that. I allowed the young lieutenant, 
who was obviously yearning for more important 
employment, to lend me his fountain pen and filled 
in the form: White, James Larkin, New Mexico, 
U.S.A. 

"White-what do you mean White?" 
I returned the fountain pen. 
"My name is White," I said in English. 
They looked at one another reproachfully. 
"Aren't you Machine-Gunner Stiller?" asked the 

young lieutenant holding my binding signature in his 
hand and half shaking his head over the two store­
keepers, who were really not to blame. They had 
simply been sent this man. Who? Why? I tried to 
elucidate, to explain. 

"There is a suspicion," I said, "that I am the miss­
ing gentleman, but this suspicion-" 

Obviously they couldn't arm a man on the strength 
of a mere suspicion. The lieutenant explained this to 
them, while I had to take the boots off again, just 
when they fitted me. 

"Why the bloody hell," swore the storekeepers, 
"didn't you tell us that at the beginning? " 

In view of their rage, which unfortunately they let 
out on the helmet and mess tin, I refrained from jus­
tifying myself. They simply hadn't given me a 
chance to speak. Their anger was understandable; 
for now I wasn't allowed to touch anything, neither 
the rifle nor the army boots, which latter I should 
have been glad to keep, and they had to repack the 
whole kitbag themselves. I merely said, "Sorry ! "  But 
the young lieutenant found it very embarrassing; he 
felt obliged to chat with me for a while. He had a lively 
interest in America. He apologized several times; it 
upset him that a thing of this sort should have hap-
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pened to an American in Switzerland, and he said good­
bye to me with a military salute. To avoid waving, I 
also put my hand to my cap, and the two prison van at­
tendants, whom the young lieutenant's civility had 
not escaped, received me as they had never done be­
fore, as polite as though there were a prospect of a 
tip; one of them even held the gray van door with the 
barred window open for me, while the other gave me 
a light, and the only thing missing was an inquiry as 
to where they could drive me. 

Wilfried Stiller, the brother, is apparently very dis­
appointed because I haven't answered his brotherly 
letter. I shall do so as soon as I have a moment to 
spare. 

My second afternoon out on bail with Julika. 
The moment I saw her again I received the vivid 

impression: This isn't she! This woman has nothing 
to do with the dreary story I have partially recorded 
during the last few days, nothing at all. There are 
two different Julikas. It isn't her story at all. And so 
on. 

"You," she asked me several times, "what's the mat­
ter with you? Why do you look at me like that all the 
time?" 

Today she was more at ease than I. My suggestion 
that we should hire a sailing boat delighted her. We 
went along arm in arm. I didn't know what to talk 
about, and was glad to be able to busy myself with 
the halyards and the rudder, while Frau Julika Stiller­
Tschudy, dressed today in a banana-yellow frock­
after some anxiety as she jumped into the rocking boat 
and some concern as to where she could stow her 
white handbag and her butterfly-like Paris hat with­
out getting them dirty or damaged-sat on the other 
seat in charming indolence, propped up by her out-



stretched anns. Julika had only to change seats when 
I put the boat about. Then she abandoned herself to 
repose again and her lustrous hair to the wind. How 
different she was! Out there on the lake, whose hilly 
shores, packed almost solid with houses and always 
very close, were lost in an autumnal haze, giving one 
a certain sense of distance, we were more or less alone 
together for the first time. Did she realize the fact? 
Anyhow, we didn't have to reckon with the warder, 
my good Knobel, appearing at any moment with the 
ash tray . . .  

Now (back in my cell)  I try in vain to see her 
laughing face; I only know very vividly that when­
ever it laughs I want to take it in both hands like a 
gift from heaven that cannot be grasped with the 
hands, but only believed, and then I have the alert, 
sober feeling: there is nothing that could not be 
melted away in this laughter. In a context which I for­
get, she said: 

"The trouble is that when I'm aU by myself and 
think about everything, alone, I can't laugh about it, 
or if I do it's such an angry and bitter laugh that later 
on I howl over the very things I laughed about." 

We seized the opportunity of a rather lengthy 
calm to whip off our clothes and jump into the green 
water, which was sparkling in the sun but already 
pretty cold, and then swam round the rudderless, 
drifting boat, kicking like children. When we were 
back in the boat, lying dripping wet and with goose 
flesh in the blessed sunshine, Julika said: 

"You're thinner." 
Thinner than who? For the sake of our idyl I did 

not take her remark as referring to the missing Stiller, 
but to the still unmentioned gentlemen in Paris, of 
whom I was less jealous than of her Stiller, funnily 
enough. Since little steamers were cruising by on all 
sides, we had to dress before we were quite dry. A 
change in the direction of the wind, as the result of 



I ' M N O T  S TI L L E R  

which I had to sail into the wind almost all the way to 
the shore, very nearly made me late back to the prison. 
J ulika had to take me there in a taxi . . • 

Now (in the evening on my bed) I can still see the 
beads of water on her arms and her alabaster brow, 
and also the antique curls of her wet hair round the 
nape of her neck. 

P.S. In the near future she is going back to Paris for a 
week, to see her ballet school; I shall miss her. 

A dream: 
I'm wearing Stiller's battledress tunic, together with 

helmet and rifle. I hear a command: "Battery, atten­
shun! Shoulder arms! By the left, quick march!"  It is 
hot and the ground is very stony and bumpy. War has 
broken out. I know quite clearly in my dream that the 
date is 3 ·9 · 1 939· But I don't feel that it is the past, any 
more than you feel it is the past when you are sitting 
in a dream at your school desk. I hear a voice behind 
me, screeching with exasperation. Someone wasn't 
marching in step. Why doesn't the man step forward? 
We stand stiffly at attention. A captain's face is white 
with rage. "You there," he shouts, pointing to me and 
I can actually hear myself calling out, "Gunner Stil­
ler." It's funny, even in the dream I don't feel myself 
to be "Gunner Stiller," but I call straight out in the 
landscape, "Gunner Stiller." The captain's lips trem­
ble. There are very special positions for people like 
me in wartime-understand? And when things started 
humming he'd deal with me (Gunner Stiller) without 
much ceremony-understand? I stand stiffly to atten­
tion, with rifle at the shoulder, and have understood 
that the Swiss captain, who has a perfect right to do so, 
hates Stiller for some reason and, thanks to the obe­
dience we have just sworn to the fatherland, can kill 
me: without much ceremony-with a command • . •  



P.S. When I mentioned this dream casually to my 
counsel, he was visibly indignant. We talked about the 
army. It wasn't enough for him that, for the sake of 
peace (peace between my counsel and me) I accepted 
it as a necessary evil. The army seems to be sacred, 
even in Switzerland, and my counsel could not tol­
erate someone dreaming badly about it. In reality, he 
asserted, no Swiss officer could ever utter such an un­
seemly, such a positively criminal threat. "I guarantee 
that," he said with the pride of a Swiss officer, a ma­
jor I think. "I guarantee that," he said several times. 

Answered Herr Wilfried Stiller, brother of the miss­
ing man-unfortunately again forgot to make a copy­
roughly as follows: "Your cordial letter to your 
missing brother moved me deeply, dear Herr Stiller, it 
reminded me of my mother, so that I too shed tears, 
and I apologize for not having replied to it sooner. 
My life is one single act of neglect. I am not annoyed 
that you do not ask me about it, on the contrary, I am 
grateful to you for this, as for your brotherly in­
vitation; it reminds me of my brother and of the fact 
that I also neglected my brother. We rarely had a 
quarrel, and never a long or important one, for we 
never had anything important to do with one another, 
it seems to me; we used to go on walking tours to­
gether, simply because we were brothers, and spend 
peaceful nights under canvas and hours round the 
camp-fire without speaking a word. Why did I also 
neglect my brother? Friends have to understand one 
another in order to be friends; brothers are brothers 
in any case, and in the last resort, you're quite right, 
it doesn't matter who I am as long as I am a real 
brother. In this sense . . . 

The latest news: the American passport, with which I 
have been half way round the world, is a forgery. 
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Didn't I tell my counsel so weeks ago? I can't com­
municate, it seems. Every word is false and true, that 
is the nature of words, and anyone who wants to be­
lieve all or nothing-

My public prosecutor (who returned from Pontre­
sina yesterday) isn't interested in Mexico, but he's 
very interested in New York, and whenever he talks 
about it he slips into a very unofficial and familiar 
tone. He said: 

"My wife was very fond of New York." 
"Really? " I said. 
"She lived on Riverside Drive." 
"Did she?" I said. 
"You know where that is?" 
"Of course," I said. 
"Near Hundred and Eighth Street." 
"Oh," I said, "that's almost next door to Columbia 

University-" 
"That's right,'' he said. 
"A very beautiful district," I said, "looking out over 

the Hudson, I know-" 
And so on. 
To begin with, it seemed as though all he was try­

ing to do during these chats was to test whether I 
really knew New York, whether I had really lived 
in New York. I passed this test long ago. Times 
Square and Fifth A venue, Rockefeller Center, Broad­
way, Central Park and the Battery, these are the sort 
of places my public prosecutor saw for himself dur­
ing his week in New York about five years ago. 

"Do you know the Rainbow Bar?" he asked. 
I nodded and let him give vent to his enthusiasm, 

for I like men who can be enthusiastic; I didn't cor­
rect him, didn't tell him that the Rainbow Bar, where 
my public prosecutor obviously spent an unforget­
table evening, is not the highest bar in Manhattan, 
that the Empire State Building is taller; I didn't in-



terrupt him. I could see that for my public prosecutor 
it was a highlight of his life; in the Rainbow Bar he 
met his wife after being separated from her for years. 
Then I asked in my turn: 

"Did you also know the Bowery?" 
"Where's that?" he asked. 
"Third Avenue." 
"No." 
The Bowery, an originally Dutch name, is a dis­

trict into which even the police no longer venture, 
fields of the lost, though right in the middle of Man­
hattan; you go round the marble corner of a palatial 
Jaw-court and after a hundred paces you are in the 
fields of the lost, of drunkards, failures, degenerates 
of all kinds, people on whom life itself has passed 
judgment. There's no need even to put them in 
prison; no one who has landed in the Bowery ever 
gets out again. In summer they lie in the gutter and 
on the pavement; you have to move like a knight on 
the chessboard in order to get along. In winter they 
crouch round the iron stoves of the doss-house, dozing, 
quarreling, snoring, telling the same stories over and 
over again or fighting, and it reeks of booze, petrol 
and unwashed feet. 

Once I saw a figure I shall never forget. It was three 
o'clock at night, as I was going home from Blacky as 
usual ; it was a short-cut for me, and there would be 
nobody in the street at this time of night, I thought, 
especially not in this frightful cold. The old-fashioned 
overhead railway rumbled past up above, its windows 
filled with warm light; in the street filthy litter was 
being whirled round by the wind and dogs were 
snuffling about. When I saw him coming I hid behind 
one of the iron pillars of the overhead railway. On his 
head he wore a black bowler like diplomats, bride­
grooms and gangsters; his face was smeared with 
blood. In addition to the hat he wore a tie, a whitish 
shirt and a black jacket, but that was all; the lower 
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half of his body was stark naked. On his thin, grayish­
purple old man's legs he had sock-suspenders and 
shoes. He was obviously drunk. He swore, fell down 
and crawled along the icy roadway; a car sped past 
with its headlights blazing, thank God without run­
ning over him. At last he found his trousers, tried to 
shin up a streetlamp and climb into his trousers, 
slifped and lay once more full length in the roadway. 
0 course I wondered whether to go to his assistance, 
but I was afraid of becoming entangled in something 
that would get me into difficulties. Meanwhile the old 
man had succeeded in sticking his left leg into his 
trousers; I wished him luck and was about to move off. 
From somewhere or other I heard voices, though I 
could see no one, voices full of scorn and hate that 
were no doubt directed at this unfortunate. I im­
mediately retired into the concealing shadow of my 
iron pillar; up above rumbled the overhead railway. 
When he tried to get his second leg into the trousers 
he slipped again, and once more stark naked he lay 
where he was, rattling in his throat. His black 
bowler rolled along in the wind. He made no move­
ment of defense when a dog sniffed at him. 

My limbs were shaking and I decided to retreat 
from pillar to pillar. People passed by on the other 
side who didn't go to his assistance either. You never 
know what you may be letting yourself in for! In the 
end the Good Samaritan has to prove he's not the 
murderer, with an alibi and so on. I couldn't do that 
to Blacky. One block further, and I could get into 
the overhead railway; in twenty minutes I could be at 
home, where I was sure Blacky was already ringing up 
to  say goodnight. I could just see him in the distance 
as a dark heap on the ground, about the only thing the 
savage wind wasn't whirling along. All of a sudden 
there was a chap standing next to me, with his hand 
on my shoulder; a stubbly beard, a bald patch, red 
fishes' eyes-not at all an unsympathetic face, in-



cidentally; he asked for a cigarette. And a light. With 
that he was satisfied, left me and walked down the 
avenue, saw the dark bundle in the roadway, stepped 
over to it, as I hadn't dared, and walked on. Up above 
the overhead railway rumbled again. Finally I also 
dared, and went back to the drunken man, who was no 
longer moving. He lay on his belly, blue with cold, 
and his colorless hair was also matted with blood. I 
saw the wound on the back of his head, I shook him, 
I raised his arm; he was dead. I was so horrified by his 
face that I ran away, and I didn't report the matter to 
the police, although it was my own father. 

"Your father? " 
My public prosecutor was smiling. He didn't be­

lieve me, it seemed, any more than he had believed 
that I murdered my wife. He asked, as though he 
hadn't heard properly: 

"Your father?"  
"My stepfather," I said. "All the same-" 
But even then, when he can't believe me, my public 

prosecutor is a great deal nicer than my counsel; he 
doesn't become indignant if our conceptions of truth 
don't always agree. 

He tapped himself a cigarette and said: 
"Of course, my wife didn't get to know districts 

like that." 
He's always talking about his wife. 
"Do you know Fire Island?" 
"Yes," I asked, "why? " 
"It's supposed to be very pretty, according to my 

wife, all the country round New York in fact." 
"Very pretty." 
"Unfortunately my wife didn't have a car of her 

own," he declared, "but she often used to drive out 
-with friends, as far as I know." 

"One has to do that," I said. 
"Did you have your own car?" 
"I?" I laughed. "No." 
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Somehow this statement seemed to please him, to 
relieve him, to cheer him up and free him from some 
idea which I couldn't quite guess. 

"No," I confirmed, "I didn't have my own car, the 
whole of that summer I drove poor old Dick's car, 
while he was ill." 

He didn't seem to like this either, and I could feel 
that he was rather interested in my week-end trips. 

Then he came out with his question: 
"\\'hom did you take out with you on these 

trips? I don't suppose you went by yourself? " 
"No." 
"May I ask-" 
"Mr. Public Prosecutor," I said, "it wasn't your 

wife." 
He smiled and looked at me. 
"Word of honor," I said. 
These are strange interrogations. 

Wilfried has answered: 
Dear Sir, 

Your letter of yesterday came as a great shock to 
me, as you may well imagine, since Herr Dr. Bohnen­
blust, who came here to fetch a photograph album of 
my brother's for his file, assured me that you were 
definitely my brother and that your release was only 
a matter of days, provided you, or as the case may be, 
my brother, had nothing to do with the Smyrnov 
affair, I told Herr Dr. Bohnenblust at once that as far 
as I knew my brother had not been politically active 
since his return from Spain, and in any case was cer­
tainly not a political agent. I apologize for the inap­
propriate letter I wrote you previously. As regards my 
visit, which you asked me to drop for the present be­
cause of possible misinterpretation, I must unfortu­
nately let you know that I have been officially re­
quested in writing by the examining magistrate to 
come for a meeting with you, but I suppose you have 



been informed of this. I am sure you will understand 
our first excitement and forgive my over-hastiness. At 
the same time I should like to thank you for your 
short, but in spite of my misunderstanding, so under­
standing letter, which it was probably not easy for 
you to write. I hope you will not think me imperti­
nent if I repeat our invitation to come and live with us 
after your release, even if you are not my brother. 

"With kindest regards both to you and to Herr Dr. 
Bohnenblust and good wishes for the solution of your 
present problems, 

Wilfried Stiller, Dip. Agric." 

Julika knows nothing about any Smyrnov affair, noth­
ing precise. It seems to have heen a political affair, 
which a few years ago raised a great deal of dust, as 
the saying goes, so much that in the end the general 
public couldn't see what had happened at all • . •  

Unfortunately it rained today. 
We passed my afternoon out on bail in her hotel. In 

any case Julika had left something in her hotel, an ex­
tremely urgent letter to Paris, and naturally I ac­
companied her. When the concierge, with a look that 
couldn't have been more equivocal, tried to make me 
wait in the vestibule, Julika said without a blush, "The 
gentleman is my husband." At this the concierge 
blushed and personally conducted me to the lift as 
though I were an honest man. I regarded it as a white 
lie, and hence with approbation. In the lift, alone with 
Julika, I expressly congratulated her on her quick­
witted rejoinder; but later, when we were in her 
room, I said nothing more about it, which was prob­
ably a mistake. Does Julika really love me? It would 
be the last straw if I started getting jealous ! The per­
son in Paris, to whom Julika writes such urgent 
and such very thick letters, is called Dmitritch, doubt­
less one of the old Franco-Russian emigres, Jean­
Louis Dmitritch. She didn't tell me: I saw it on tht-



I ' M N o T  S T I L L E R  

envelope which she put underneath her white hand� 
bag as we entered, so as not to forget it a second time, 
and which I looked at secretly, while Julika was giv­
ing her hair a thorough combing in front of the mir� 
ror, after which she powdered her face and put on 
rouge. 

Dreamed about the uniform again.· 

A walk in the prison yard, whose square reminds me 
of the cloisters of old monasteries. Is there anyone 
who doesn't wish at times that he could become a 
monk? Somewhere in Siberia or Peru, it makes no 
odds, the same sun shines on us everywhere, and 
the fact that it makes no odds is freedom; I know. 
And then again the square of the prison yard with the 
autumn branches, the cooing pigeons and particu­
larly the idle figure which I contribute, reminds me 
of the garden courtyard of the Museum of Modern 
Art, New York, which is certainly larger and deco­
rated with pieces of sculpture, but also enclosed by 
fa�ades and party-walls. Was I freer than now? I 
could go where I liked, and yet it was a ghastly period; 
it really isn't true that I yearn for those times or for 
any period in my past life. 

P.S. Julika: Either the vanished Stiller was simply mis­
taken when he compared this woman to a cold sea­
beast, or else it was his fault that Julika was not a 
woman. Or else Julika has been through some ex­
perience since Stiller vanished that has fundamentally 
changed her. What? 

P.S. Perhaps he is an agent, this Jean-Louis Dmitritch, 
or the caretaker of her dancing school, a general 
factotum of seventy-seven, and her recent letter was 
50 thick because it contained forms Julika had to sign 



-or what shall I say?-or he's a ladies' tailor, this 
Monsieur Dmitritch, or a subtenant, to whom she was 
sending the Agreement, or her doctor, her lawyer­
there are thousands of possibilities • . .  

My friend the public prosecutor is a gift from heaven. 
His smile takes the place of whisky for me. It is an 
almost imperceptible smile, which trees his interlocu­
tor from a great deal of fuss and bother, and lets him 
be. How rare such a smile is. Such a kindly smile­
very precise in its knowledge and by no means vague., 
yet not scornful-blossoms only where a person has 
once wept and admits to himself that he has wept. 

Of course Herr Dr. Bohnenblust, the defending coun­
sel provided for me by the State, is right: If I tell him 
a hundred times what a fire in a Californian redwood 
sawmill looks like, how the American negress makes 
up or how colorful New York appears during an 
evening snowstorm accompanied by lightning (it does 
happen) or how to land without papers at Brooklyn 
harbor, it doesn't prove that I've been there. We live 
in an age of reproduction. Most of what makes up 
our personal picture of the world we have never seen 
with our own eyes-or rather, we've seen it with our 
own eyes, but not on the spot: our knowledge comes 
to us from a distance, we are tele-viewers, tele-hearers, 
tele-knowers. One need never have left this little town 
to have Hitler's voice still ringing in one's ears, to have 
seen the Shah of Persia from a distance of three yards, 
and to know how the monsoon howls over the Him­
alayas or what it looks like six hundred fathoms be­
neath the sea. Anyone can know these things nowa­
days. Does it mean I have ever been to the bottom of 
the sea? Or even (like the Swiss) almost up Mount 
Everest? 

And it's just the same with the inner life of man. 
Anyone can know about it nowadays. How the devil 
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am I to prove to my counsel that I don't know my 
murderous impulses through C. G. Jung, jealousy 
through Marcel Proust, Spain through Hemingway, 
Paris through Ernst Ji.inger, Switzerland through 
Mark Twain, Mexico through Graham Greene, my 
fear of death through Bernanos, inability ever to reach 
my destination through Kafka, and all sorts of other 
things through Thomas Mann? It's true, you need 
never have read these authorities, you can absorb 
them through your friends, who also live all their ex­
periences second-hand. 

What an age! It means nothing any more to have 
seen swordfish, to have loved a mulatto girl, it could all 
have happened during a matinee performance of a 
documentary film; and as for having thoughts-good 
heavens, it's already a rarity in this age to meet a mind 
that's molded on one particular model, it's a sign of 
personality if someone sees the world with Heidegger 
and only with Heidcgger; the rest of us swim in a 
cocktail containing pretty well everything and mixed 
in the most elegant manner by Eliot; we know our 
way about everywhere and, as I have said, not even 
our accounts of the visible world mean anything; 
there's no terra incognita nowadays (except Russia) . 
So what's the point of telling all these stories? It 
doesn't mean you've been there. My counsel is right. 
And yet-

I swear: 
There was a mulatto named Florence, <1 docker's 

daughter, I saw her every day and occasionally talked 
to her over the fence, a fence made of tar barrels and 
overgrown with brambles that kept us well apart. 
There was Florence with her gazelle-like walk. I 
dreamt about her, certainly, the wildest dreams; but 
nevertheless she was there next morning in the flesh. 
There was a tapping of high-heeled shoes on the 
wooden porch, and I immediately looked out through 
the holes in the curtains of my shingle hut hoping to 



see Florence; I was generally too late. But then I 
waited until she came out again with a bucket, emp­
tied the frothy contents against my fence, and nod­
ded; for at this moment I rushed impetuously out into 
the garden. She said, "Hallo," and I said, "Hallo." 
And I daren't describe her white smile in her brown 
face. People are familiar with this smile too from docu­
mentary films, from the newspapers, and even from 
a variety show in this very town, I know, and her 
singular voice can be heard on gramophone records, 
almost her voice . . .  Then, as I "happened" to be in 
the garden, Florence would ask, "How's your cat?" 
The fact was that once, months ago, I had asked Flor­
ence after my hated cat, the agile beast which I 
once shut up in a refrigerator because of its reproach­
ful spitting; I have referred to the incident already. 
Of course Florence knew nothing about this re­
frigerator intermezzo, but she must have guessed at 
my inner conflict with this black cat (she was gray, 
her name was Little Gray, but at night outside my 
window she was black) and thought I ought to show 
her (the cat) more love. But it was Florence I loved 
and the cat was perfectly well aware of the fact. So 
was Florence, in all probability . . . When Florence 
was not at home and I could not hear her singular 
voice, I used to go round the district from bar to bar 
looking for her. Once I actually found her. 

Everyone knows how negroes dance. Her partner 
at the moment was a U. S. Army sergeant. The couple 
danced so well that a circle of spectators formed 
round them, and the enthusiasts in the circle began to 
clap their hands in an ever faster rhythm, and finally 
in a frenzy. The U. S. Army sergeant-a tall fellow 
with the slender hips of a lion, with two legs of rub­
ber, with the half open mouth of pleasure and the 
sightless eyes of ecstasy, a fellow who had the chest 
and shoulders of a Michelangelo slave-reached the 
end of his strength; Florence danced alone. Now I 
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could have taken over-if I'd been able to. Florence 
was still dancing alone when another came and spun 
her around, scarcely touching her fingers, circled 
around her, then took hold of her with the palm of his 
hand and swung her almost to the parquet floor, and 
then picked her up by the waist and lifted her so that 
her head almost struck the low ceiling; as she was 
poised in mid-air Florence made such a regal gesture 
with her arms, a gesture of such joyful triumph, that I 
felt like a cripple with my inexpressive white man's 
body; then she landed on the parquet floor as weight­
less as a bird. Now there was nothing to be heard but 
a dull jungle drumming, a soundless tremor, a kind of 
frenzied silence, while she went on dancing. A third 
partner was used up, and a fourth. Then suddenly, 
without being in the least exhausted, Florence laughed 
and stopped. As unself-consciously as a child, a very 
happy child, who has been allowed on the roundabout 
and is still beaming with pleasure, she made her way 
out between the little tables, no doubt to powder her 
nose, and saw me. "Hallo," she said, "Hallo"; she even 
added, "Nice to see you," and it almost consoled me 
for the bitter-sweetness of my confusion. For I knew 
very well that I could never content this girl. 

This filled me with all the greater longing. 
And then, one hot Sunday, I heard the long missed 

tapping of her high-heeled shoes again and dodged be­
hind the curtains. I saw her father, the docker, in a 
black suit that made him look like a cross between a 
waiter and a clergyman, walking round with a broom 
tidying up the back garden; the bushes were deco­
rated with colored ribbons, so was my tar-barrel 
fence, and Florence, dressed in an exaggerated eve­
ning dress, as gaudy as a parrot, was carrying arm­
chairs out of the house. Florence's mother, a kind of 
mother earth, came .with a gigantic cake, put it on the 
table with the white cloth, raised a black umbrella 
"lvcr it to keep it from being ruined by the sun, and 



placed flowers all round it. From behind mv curtains 
I shared her excitement. ·while the docker

· 
was only 

concerned to have clean stairs and no litter in hrs 
garden and no dry twigs and certainly not an old tin 
(he threw it over my fence) and not even a match, in 
short, while the father was exclusively attendant upon 
his broom, mother and daughter had. all four hands 
full; a great bowl of punch came out on to the table 
and under the umbrella, also glasses of every shape 
and size, and gradually the guests arrived too, families 
with children of all ages, all the women in gaudy eve­
ning dress, so that the back garden soon looked like 
an aviary, but all the men, of course, were in black 
with white shirts. One of them drove up in a Nash, 
and not a model from the year before last either; he 
also wore horn-rimmed spectacles. It was very hot. 

Once the first greetings were over, the clan did not 
seem to have much to say to one another. The U. S. 
Army sergeant was also standing about. Even the tiny 
tots with their fuzzy hair and big eyes, the boys in 
white shirts, the grrls with colored ribbons round 
their short pigtails, all behaved with model good man­
ners. The grownups sat down and crossed their legs; 
some of them were smoking cigars. Besides a few 
ladies who were no longer negresses in color, who 
were recognizable as negresses only by the modelling 
of their faces, by their teeth, by their improbably 
slender fetlocks, but above all by the animal grace of 
their movements-the hand never moves without the 
movement flowing out of the arm, the head never 
turns without the movement rising up out of the back 
and radiating out into the shoulders; whether slow or 
quick, it is always a perfect movement, unconscious 
and without fidgeting, without rigidity in some other 
part of the body, it flows or hurries or rests, it is al­
ways in harmony with itself-in short, besides girls 
like Florence, who had already rid themselves of the 
frizzy hair, this clan also contained others. Af.dcaWl 
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with gray-black skin and grayish-purple lips, with 
hands like boxing gloves, fathers to whom their de­
frizzed daughters were an embarrassment. The man 
with the new Nash no doubt set the tone; it was very 
hot, as I have said, but no one took off his black jacket, 
and this tediously conventional conduct, the standing 
around with cigars swapping small talk, the perfect 
behavior of the countless children which reminded 
me of performing animals in a circus, the stiff 
politeness between relations, the general uneventful­
ness, the restraint and a joyless effort on the part of 
every family to keep its end up, despite unequal 
abilities, in the whole clan's demonstration of refined 
comportment, this utter caricature of white middle­
class respectability without the faintest hint of Africa, 
was itself the great event for them, I believe: now 
they were really acting like white people. 

When my doorbell rang and the docker invited me 
over for some punch, I went across, naturally not 
without first also putting on a white shirt and the 
darkest jacket I had. Everyone said, "Nice to see you," 
and in more personal conversation, "How do you like 
America?" The U. S. Army sergeant with the slender 
loins of a lion and the shoulders of a Michelangelo 
slave, I learnt, was only here on leave, normally he was 
in Frankfurt, so that the Russians shouldn't come too 
close to America. I asked in return, "How do you 
like Frankfurt? " and I could see from his studied ex­
pressions of admiration that he lumped all us Euro­
peans together. Then, at last, came my glorious Flor­
ence, who gave me a glass of punch and said: 

"This is Joe, my husband-!" 
I congratulated them. 
"'And how's your cat?" 
They were married that Sunday, and Joe remained 

on leave another three full weeks, that is to say Flor­
ence was not to be seen in her father's house for 
three more weeks • • • 



In love as I was, I couldn't let these weeks slip past 
without seeing Florence at least in church. I knew 
now which church she belonged to. It was called the 
Second Olivet Baptist Church and turned out to be a 
hut that was almost indistinguishable from the rest 
of the storage sheds, except for a wooden Gothic 
front dating, I should say, from the twenties of this 
century. On the stage inside, to left and right of the 
microphone, hung two large flags, the Stars and 
Stripes and a white flag, while for the rest, apart from 
a black piano, the room was as bare as a drill hall. 
The large congregation was murmuring in a curious 
fashion, and right at the front stood a negro in a light­
colored Sunday suit, asking questions that always 
contained the word "sin." The congregation nodded, 
one or two called out, "Oh yes, my Lord, oh yes." 
The questions, begun in a casual, matter-of-fact tone, 
were repeated with slight variations, sounding more 
and more urgent with every repetition, although the 
voice grew no louder. Somewhere a young woman 
cried, "I know, my Lord, I know." Most people mur­
mured, a few gazed indifferently into the air, but the 
woman yelled out and began to shout whole sentences 
and to moan so that you felt you ought to go to her 
assistance. 

The questioner in his light-colored Sunday suit, un­
flinching in the repetition of his questions, was no 
longer a person but only the human repository of a 
voice that poured out over the congregation, his 
questions were calls, songs and finally yells that 
pierced me to the marrow, loud and agonizing. As 
though from a distance, like an echo, the murmuring 
congregation answered with lowered heads, some with 
their hands over their faces. The moaning woman had 
jumped up from her bench, a young negress with a 
ladylike hat, with white gloves which she stretched up 
towards heaven and holding a red handbag. "My 
Lord," she screamed, "my Lord," and then, unhin-
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dered by anyone, she fell on her knees, disappeared 
from my sight and whimpered as perhaps people 
whimpered in a torture chamber, sounds of extreme 
agony that were now indistinguishable from the 
sounds of voluptuous delight; her voice melted into 
sobs. 

The prayer, the general prayer, came to an end as 
the questioner, after becoming more and more press­
ing, died away into a voiceless ecstasy. Then came a 
moment of breathlessness, of exhaustion; then relaxa-· 
tion, the heads in front of me bobbed up again, a ma­
tron at the piano played a few lazy rhythms, ushers 
came round distributing gaudy fans, presented, as you 
could read on them, by a hairdresser "around the cor­
ner," and everyone fanned himself • . •  

I couldn't see Florence, but I caught sight of Joe in 
his uniform; he was leaning against the wall, his arms 
crossed, unmoved, as though looking down on these 
people from the heights of Frankfurt. It was fright­
fully hot. During this pause a jovial priest at the mi­
crophone reminded us that the Lord had also saved 
the poor children of Israel and the Lord knew very 
well how hard it was nowadays to earn a dollar, there­
fore the Lord was not angry with the reluctant, for 
the Lord had infinite patience, therefore the reluctant 
would be given another chance to put something in the 
bowl. Meanwhile the congregation was chatting gaily 
and freely, like a social gathering in which everyone 
feels at ease. When the collection had reached a point 
where the Lord could feel satisfied for today, the 
matron at the piano played an electrifying prelude, as 
though in a dance hall, softened the tone as soon as 
there was silence in the room, and accompanied the 
sermon with almost inaudible, almost soundless jazz 
that was just a low rhythm and fell almost impercepti­
bly but effectively silent when the preacher made 
solemn pronouncements: "The Lord knows we are 
poor people, but the Lord will lead us into the Prom-



ised Land, the Lord will protect us from Commu­
nism . . .  " 

All around the fans presented by the hairdresser 
as an advertisement were waving and the dust dancing 
in the rays of the sun. It smelt of gasoline, sweat and 
scent, I sat stewing in the sunlight that glared in 
through a torn blind, next to a lady in black silk, 
next to an old negro with ashen hair, an Uncle Tom, 
who restrained with trembling hand a lively grand­
child who found it difficult to get used to me, the 
stranger. In front of me sat a young workman; he 
listened to the sermon as a soldier listens to the latest 
bulletin from the front. Beyond him I looked straight 
at the back of a very pretty girl's neck smothered in 
white powder. (Oh, this yearning to be white, this 
yearning to have straight hair, this lifelong striving to 
be different from the way one is created, this great 
difficulty in accepting oneself, I knew it and saw only 
my own longing from outside, saw the absurdity of 
our yearning to be different from what we are.) • • .  

After the jrayer, as we sat down again, the side 
doors opene and from the courtyard, from which 
came the horrid stink of gasoline, there appeared the 
choir of angels, some twenty negresses in white 
dresses. Florence among them. As well as some 
twenty negroes in white shirts and black ties, each 
of them carrying a black book. Now the stage was full. 
They started off triumphally, as though we had just 
entered the Promised Land, first the piano and then 
the voices; softly to begin with, a hum like a hot 
summer field, as though we were hearing from a dis­
tance a primeval river of lamentation, dull and monot­
onous as waves, then the sound slowly swelled until 
gradually it flooded everything, a cataract of voices. 
half anger and half exultation, a mighty song that sank 
again and trickled away without really ceasing, an end­
less river of longing, as broad as the Mississippi; a 
male voice rang out above the rest like a fanfare, hard, 
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loud and lonely; then there was only the strange 
buzz, the voiceless hum as over a burning hot summer 
field, the heat in the hall, the dancing dust in the sun­
light that glared in through the torn blind, the smell 
of gasoline and sweat and scent. 

After three weeks Joe disappeared. 

Once more I heard the tap of high-heeled shoes, Flor­
ence was back, even though married, and she acmally 
called up to my window; I rushed down the steep 
stairs, miraculously without stumbling, although I 
wrenched a newel post out of the banister, and over to 
the tar barrel fence, where Florence was already 
standing on the other side of the brambles. 

"What's happened to your cat? " she asked. 
She was even holding the creature in her arms. 
"D'you know she's hurt? " she said. "Awfully hurt." 
That was the wound on the snout. 
"And you don't feel any pity for her? " she said. 

"You are cruel, you j ust don't love her." 
And with that she handed the beast over to me. 
"You should love her." 
"Why should I?" 
"Of course you should." 
That was my affair with the mulatto girl called 

Florence, and even now, I think of Florence when­
ever I hear high-heeled shoes; unfortunately the cat 
always comes to mind as well. 

Julika has postponed her trip to Paris, so that we 
shan't lose our afternoon out on bail and because it 
would be a sin, she says, not to take advantage of such 
a golden October day. 

Not another word about her former marriage. 
Somehow it worries me. 

Smyrnov was a Soviet agent passing through Switzer­
land. Personal description unknown. On the other 



hand, the Swiss Federal Police seem to know that this 
Smyrnov, known as The Boss, had the job of organiz­
ing the murder of a popular ex-Communist then 
living in Switzerland. Helpers and helpers' helpers 
were, as usual, known by code names: one was called 
"the Hungarian," another "the Swiss," and the latter 
is supposed to have negotiated with Smyrnov in Zu­
rich on r 8 . 1 . 1 946 and may possibly also have done in­
telligence work. Shortly after the date in question, the 
Zurich municipal police reported Stiller's mysterious 
disappearance. Stiller seems to be something like the 
last hope of the Federal Police. Didn't he once fight 
against Franco? And since anti-Fascism, although it 
was once a Swiss virtue, is now enough to put a per­
son under suspicion of being a Fellow Traveler-

What do I care! 

P.S. My counsel has absolutely no sense of humor re­
garding the fact that Switzerland is not only a small 
country, but is being made even smaller by world 
events. This frequently makes our discussions difficult. 
He is (understandably) opposed to the future. Any 
change frightens him. He pins his hopes upon the past; 
but at the same time he knows that it is not the past 
but the future which is coming, and that makes him 
more hostile than ever towards the future. How far 
my counsel is representative of the national outlook 
in this respect, I don't know. He always feels assailed, 
even when I have no intention of attacking him, and 
this leads to severe bouts of self-satisfaction. 

"A country's greatness," he says, "is not to be meas­
ured by its area nor by the number of its inhabitants; 
our country's greatness lies in the greatness of its 
spirit." 

This is quite true, and what irritates me into con· 
tradicting him is only the unquestioning, self-satis­
fied assumption that the Swiss do not lack spiritual 
greatness. I become argumentative, you can't do jus-
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tice to the self-righteous, I ask for manifestations of 
this spiritual greatness and bow before a storm of his­
torical personages which my counsel lets loose on me 
every tlme this subject crops up. But when I point out 
that I didn't ask for historical, but only for contem­
porary manifestations of Swiss spiritual greatness, my 
counsel becomes thoroughly personal. 

"Your hatred of Switzerland is pathological! "  
"'What d o  you mean, hatred?" 
"You're trying to pretend you're not Swiss and 

therefore not Stiller," he says. "But you won't fool 
me; your hatred of Switzerland certainly doesn't 
prove you're not Swiss. On the contrary," he shouts, 
because I laugh, "it gives you away." 

My counsel is mistaken: It's not Switzerland I hate, 
but untruthfulness. That, though it may often come 
to the same thing in the end, is fundamentally differ­
ent. It may be that as afrisoner I am particularly sen­
sitive to their slogan o freedom. What the devil do 
they make of their legendary freedom? Whenever it 
becomes in the least costly they are as submissive as 
any bootlicking German. The truth is, who can afford 
to have a wife and children, a family with dependents, 
as is right and proper, and at the same time a free 
opinion in anything but minor matters? For that you 
need money, so much money that you don't need 
commissions or clients or social goodwill. But anyone 
who has piled up so much money that he can really 
afford a free opmion is generally in agreement with 
prevailing conditions anyhow. So where is their glo­
rious freedom, which they hang up on the wall like a 
desiccated laurel wreath? Where is it in their everyday 
existence? My counsel shakes his head. 

"If you talk like that before the court," he says 
quite hopelessly, "before the assembled Press-" 

There we have it. 
"You'll only do yourself harm," he says. 



Probably the sort of freedom that people here claim 
to possess cannot exist at all; there are only degrees of 
bondage, and I willingly admit that theirs is a com­
paratively mild form of bondage. I am very grateful 
to them for this, but I am not on that account obliged 
to like their national untruthfulness. I know he gives 
another name to this untruthfulness in its most dan[!cr­
ous form-when it is bound up with a flag and

�
the 

claim to be sacred and inviolable: he calls it patriotism. 
It's stupid of me to get so excited that I take the whole 
thing seriously. You can't talk to these Swiss about 
freedom, simply because they can't bear to have free­
dom questioned, to have it regarded not as a Swiss 
monopoly, but as a problem. They are altogether 
frightened of any open question; they think just so 
far as they have the answer in their pockets all the 
time, a practical answer, an answer that is useful to 
them. Which means they don't think at all-they 
merely justify themselves. Under no circumstances 
dare they cast doubt upon themselves. Isn't this the 
very hallmark of spiritual bondage? They can imagine 
France or Great Britain perishing; but not Switzer­
land; God would never allow that, unless He turned 
Communist, for Switzerland is innocence. Incidentallv, 
I have noticed how frequently my counsel justifies 
Switzerland by pointing to the misdeeds of the Rus­
sians, but prefers to say nothing about Hitler's; I have 
observed how flattered he is as a Swiss by the terrible 
fact that elsewhere there are concentration camps. 
What is he actually trying to prove by this as regards 
his own country? Once I ventured to say: 

"You are lucky, Herr Doktor, that Hitler threat­
ened your sovereignty and hence your trade; that 
stopped you from developing towards Fascism your­
selves. But surely you don't believe that the Swiss 
bourgeoisie, alone in the world, would show no tend­
ency towards Fascism if it happened to be good for 
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trade instead of harmful? The test will come, Herr 
Doktor, make no mistake about that; I shall be inter­
ested to see what happens." 

At this he packed his brief-case. 
"As a free Swiss--," he said and seemed to be of­

fended again. "Why are you laughing? " 
Free! Free! Free! In vain I tried to make him tell 

me, free from what? And above all, free for what? 
He simply told me he was free, and I too, sitting on 
the bed and shaking my head, would be free, if only 
I had the sense to be their missing Stiller. With his 
hand on the latch, ready to step out into his freedom, 
he said in a tone of mild concern: 

"Why are you shaking your head?" 
One ought to be able to think. And one ought to be 

able to express oneself in such a way that they have 
nothing left but their truth. · I merely see that even 
their civil liberty, of which they are so proud, as 
though it were human freedom pure and simple, is 
really pretty worthless; and I can deduce that their 
whole country, as a State among States, enjoys just as 
little freedom as any small power among great pow­
ers; it is only thanks to their unimportance (the fact 
that today they lie outside history) that they can de­
lude themselves they are independent, and also thanks 
to their commercial good sense, which forces them to 
be polite to the mighty for the sake of trade, and any­
one who has no complaint to make against the mighty, 
because he lives so well on them, will always imagine 
himself free and independent. But what has all this 
to do with freedom? I see their faces: Are they free? 
And their gait, their ugly gait: Is that the gait of free 
people? And their fear, their fear of the future, their 
fear of one day being poor, their fear of life, their 
fear of dying without life insurance, and finally their 
fear that the world might change, their absolutely 
panic fear of spiritual audacity-no, they are no freer 
than I am, as I sit here on my bed knowing that the 



step into freedom (of which no ancestor can relieve 
us) is always a tremeodous step, a step with which w e  
leave behind everything that has previously seemed 
like solid ground, and a step that no one can hinder 
once I have the strength to take it. For it is the step 
into faith, everything else is not freedom, but empty 
chatter. But for this very reason, perhaps my counsel 
is right once more: Why should I say this before the 
assembled Press. Why offend people? In the last resort 
it is my own business whether I ever become free, 
free of them as well-a very lonely business. 

Again and again I observe that I can talk to my pub­
lic prosecutor, my accuser, better than to my so-called 
defending counsel. This leads to confidences that are 
not ·without danger. Today he showed me a photo­
graph of Sibylle, his wife, who always sends her good 
wishes. We spoke for a long time about marriage-of 
course, quite generally. l\1y public prosecutor consid­
ers marriage (certain experiences have manifestly 
given him cause to doubt it) quite possible, tho u��h 
difficult. Naturally he means a real, living marriage. 
Among the prerequisites he numbers: the knowledge 
on both sides that we have no claim to our partner's 
love; life-long readiness for living experience, even if 
it endangers the marriage, in other words an ever open 
door for the unexpected, not for little adventures, but 
for the risk-the moment two partners feel sure of 
each other, they have generally already lost each other. 
Further, equal rights for man and woman; renuncia­
tion of the view that sexual fidelity is enough, and 
equally of the other view that without sexual fidelity 
there is no marriage at all; the most far-reaching and 
honest, but not reckless, frankness over difficulties of 
this kind. It also seems important to him that both 
should face their environment courageously-a couple 
has already ceased to be a couple when one or both of 
the partners conspires with those around them to pur 
pressure on the other; further, the courage to be able 
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to think, without reproach, that our partner might be 
happier without us; further, the fairness never to per­
suade the partner verbally or otherwise cause him to 
believe tl1at his withdrawal from the marriage would 
kill us, and so on . . .  All this, as I have said, he put 
in general terms while I was looking at the photograph 
of his wife, a face that was not at all general, a unique 
face, lively, lovable in the highest degree, much more 
enthralling than his wo�·ds, though the latter were per­
fectly true, as he referred to his unspoken experience 
with this face. Then I returned the photograph. 

"Yes," said my public prosecutor, "what were we 
actually talking about? " 

"You were saying that your wife is expecting a 
baby." 

"Yes," he said, "we're very happy about it." 
"Let's hope all goes well." 
"Yes," he said, "let's hope so." 

Jean-Louis Dmitritch is the pianist in her dancing 
school, half Russian and very sensitive, a gentleman 
between forty and fifty, unmarried, gifted-and J ulika 
is d elighted with this jewel, she says, and calls him her 
right hand man in Paris. Perhaps I shouldn't have 
asked. Perhaps Julika now imagines I'm jealous. 

My friend and prosecutor asked me whether I knew 
Anna Karenina. Then, whether I knew Effi Briest. 
Finally whether I could not visualize a quite different 
:mitude from the one adopted by the deserted hus­
band in this masterpiece. A more generous attitude, 
he meant-and then he began to tell a story . . .  

My public prosecutor seemed very much preoccu­
pied by the fact that he himself found great difficulty 
m taking this more generous attitude, which he could 
imagine a deserted husband adopting. I listened to 
him the whole afternoon. Somewhat bewildered by 
his own frankness (he didn't really want to be frank, 



but felt increasingly compelled to be precise in order 
to dispel all sorts of misunderstandings and keep to 
the concrete example within his own experience) he 
asked from time to time, "Can you understand that?" 
It was a story like a thousand others, and therefore 
easy to understand. I could also understand his need 
to see that missing Stiller whom his wife, as I heard, 
had loved to the very limit of the (for him) bearable. 

Knobel, my warder, has been behaving rather oddly 
for some time, he's always in a hurry to leave my cell 
It didn't escape my notice. Today he said straight out: 

"Herr Stiller-" 
I j ust looked at him. 
"Heaven above," he said, turning away in shame 

like a traitor, "I was the only one who believed you-" 
Tulika h1s convinced them all. ''Herr Stiller," he said, "I can't help it being like 

that, he<!vens above, I don't blame you for having told 
me all that rubbish, but I can't help it-" 

I ate and said nothing. 



@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@ 

4th Notebook 

I CAN'T get out of my head the little story about the 
flesh-pink cloth at Genoa, which my friend and prose­
cutor told me yesterday. I see him-we'll call him 
Rolf-in the night train which he boarded blindly, not 
caring where it was going, as glad as a fugitive that 
any train was still leaving at midnight. He thought it 
might be easier to bear while moving, and then he 
wanted at all costs to avoid meeting his wife again, 
after having stood up quite well to the first shock. It 
may be, too, that he expected to gain some advantage 
from crossing the frontier. The further the better! So 
he was sitting in the night train, a gentleman without 
any luggage, alone in his second-class compartment. 
The train stopped at daybreak at Milan, in an empty 
station. An Italian railwayman tapped the wheels with 
a hammer; otherwise the whole world seemed to be 
sleeping like Sibylle, who now, having told her hus­
band, had nothing more to worry about. Puerile plans 
for revenge passed through his head; the wait in this 
station made him all the more aware of his lack of any 
goal. Suddenly a cock crowed somewhere, quickly 



followed by a second and a third; finally a whole 
goods train of fowls waiting here for the morning 
market was crowing. And then, when at last the 
wheels turned again, Rolf slept in spite of everything, 
only occasionally waking to the consciousness that 
one looks stupid with one's mouth open; yet he was 
just as alone in his compartment as ever. He did every­
thing in his power to sleep, for the longer he slept the 
greater the chance that when he woke up it would all 
turn out to have been nothing but a bad dream. 

In Genoa the sun was already shining. Rolf stood 
in front of the station arcade, so tired he would have 
liked just to sit down on the steps like the beggars, a 
gentleman with no luggage, but with a superfluous 
overcoat on his arm, rather unshaven too; he stared at 
the hooting traffic, the rattling and tinkling tramcars 
in the shady canyons of the narrow streets, the 
crowds of people, all of whom seemed to have a goal 
-so this was Genoa. He had already lit a cigarette. 
What next? He noticed that someone was slipping 
along between the arcades watching him, probably a 
moneychanger, and he strolled away. In a cheap bar, 
surrounded by porters and taxi drivers and therefore 
solicited from all sides, while a scruffy individual 
washed down the stone floor between his far too per� 
feet shoes, he drank black coffee and observed his 
total lack of any feeling. 

"Whether we get a divorce, or what we're going to 
do about it," she had said, "I don't know myself yet. 
For the moment all I want is for you to leave me in 
peace." 

Another thing his wife had said was: 
"You don't have to give me my freedom. What do 

vou mean by that? I can take freedom for myself, if 
l need it." 

It was this remark in particular, it seems, which so 
infuriated the husband that in the broad daylight of 
Genoa he talked aloud to himself and walked along 
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without really knowing where he was. It didn't mat­
ter anyway. Somewhere among warehouses, railway 
lines and tar barrels. Yes, there were even moments 
when he loudly cursed his wife beyond the Alps, 
with words that did him all the more good the more 
vuh�ar they were. He used expressions (so he says) of 
such crude, unvarnished obscenity as he had never be­
fore heard from his own 'lips. When someone unex­
pectedly addressed him he was completely taken 
aback. He hadn't the slightest wish to see the sights 
of Genoa. Never in his life had he felt so defenseless 
-as though anyone could read his jumbled thoughts. 
At this moment he was incapable of saying No to a 
boatman, and let himself in for a trip round the harbor. 
The sea turned out to be gray lead flecked with irides­
etnt patches of oil. Rolf sat on a seat covered with 
worn cushions, as tense as Rodin's Thinker and quite 
unable to take in the running commentary provided 
by the Italian oarsman sitting behind him, which was 
included in the �rice. Hot galley water spurted from 
the side of a ship. At one point they rowed over a 
sunken merchantman; its seaweed-covered iron plates 
rose threateningly up out of the filthy depths. Rivet­
ing hammers echoed in the distance. For Rolf, of 
course, it was all like a film, in color and even with 
smells, but a film-visible but unreal. From time to 
time there was a thin siren-wail, carried away by the 
wind and split up into echoes, impossible to tell where 
it came from or what it meant, since none of the 
great steamships actually put out to sea. It was hot. 
Trails of bluish stench hung over the harbor water. 
Only a large fishing vessel chugged by, and the buoys, 
whose mildewed chains faded away into the murky 
depths, rocked hideously. They rowed on past wharfs 
and jetties, everything, whether of wood or stone, 
was smothered in greasy black grime. At least time 
was passing. Here and there the belly of a dead fish 
or sailor's washing flashed white; the sound of singing 



came up out of a cabin; everything a trip round the 
harbor could offer was there, even a gray battleship 
with mantled guns and mountains of coal with white 
seagulls on top of them. In the distance the city of 
Ge1_1oa rose in tiers up the hillside, almost real 
agam . • .  

Sibylle had also said: "I'd rather you didn't ask me 
any more questions now. He's a man, that's all I'll tell 
you, and he's very different from you. I can't say any 
more. Perhaps I really love him, I don't know yet. All 
I ask now is that you should leave me in peace."' 

• . .  Rolf finished his trip round the harbor with 
the look of a man who has been hit on the head by a 
falling plank, and paid what the rogue demanded of 
him. \Vine was now his only wish, a great deal of 
wine. The story about the cloth-Qf course my public 
prosecutor told it far more graphically than I can­
began outside the restaurant, when an American sailor 
asked him the way to a certain street. How was Rolf 
to know? But the sailor trotted along beside him. His 
American sounded genuine, and therefore almost in­
comprehensible to Rolf. But this much he did grasp: 
At two o'clock, in other words pretty soon, the sailor 
had to leave port-there actually was a ship lying with 
steam up-and the parcel was a present for a wartime 
Italian comrade. Rolf had his own troubles, God 
knows, but the despondent sailor clung to him like a 
leech with his extremely confused story and the parcel 
tied with string, which, since he could not find his 
wartime Italian comrade, he now had to sell before his 
ship, which was indisputably under steam, left port; 
for there was no sense in taking this magnificent piece 
of cloth back to America with him. 

Rolf wasn't interested. To rid himself of the fellow 
and get to his wine, he beckoned to a passer-by, a 
youngish and quite ordinary-looking Genoese, who 
might perhaps know the street the sailor was looking 
for, or want the cloth. And so basta! Only the Geno-
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ese, visibly annoyed nt being delayed in his purpose­
ful walk, knew no American and the sailor no Italian. 
Rolf had to act as interpreter. Ir didn't suit him at all; 
that wasn't what he had traveled through the whole 
night to Genoa for, and naturally the suspicion that 
he had fallen for some sort of racket also crossed his 
mind. But where was the catch? His Italian was just 
as inadequate as his American, and since the ynunq 
Genocse had no more desire for cloth than Rolf and 
was very reluctant to have anything more to do with 
the matter at all, there seemed no prospect that the 
two of them would ever strike a bargain. Rolf had al­
ready started walking away twice, but he had been 
fetched back by the excited sailor, who was simply 
lost without an interpreter. After a great deal of hag­
gling (while this was going on, Rolf at k"tst forgot 
his wife) , the Genoese led them with a wink-a sign 
that one is willing to engage in an illegal transaction­
through ever narrower alleyways full of steps and 
children, through crooked chasms filled with multi­
colored washing and hullabaloo, until in the half-light 
of a passageway between two houses he was ready to 
inspect the cloth that was for sale. 

Rolf smoked a cigarette, temporarily relieved of his 
duties as interpreter; no words were exchanged at this 
stage. The Genoese, a less sympathetic character than 
the sailor because of his air of contemptuous superior­
ity, pulled two or three threads out of the parcel, 
licked them and held them up against the dim light of 
shady backyards, while the sailor kept glancing at his 
watch. It wasn't wool, he said. Anyway, not pure 
wool-half and half, perhaps. Rolf returned to his in­
terpreting, toning down the Genoese's remarks a trifle. 
All right, thirty thousand lire, that was his last word! 

When it came at last to paying, the Genoese un­
fortunately had only ten thousand lire on him, the rest 
was at home of course, while the sailor couldn't wait 
a minute longer. What now? Perhaps the interpreter 



could help out. Now they had come to the point, Rolf 
knew this in spite of all his abstraction; and despite his 
suspicions he put his hand into his not particularly 
well-filled wallet-not out of pity for the supposed 
sailor, but (so he says) merely out of a fear of seem­
ing narrow-minded. The sailor, half grateful and half 
angry at having been beaten down so far, bundled to­
gether the thirty thousand lire, of which twenty 
thousand were Rolf's, and hurried off with a curt 
farewell. It was one-thirty! Notwithstanding the ob­
jectionable way in which he had behaved towards the 
sailor, the Genoese acted like a gentleman as far as 
Rolf was concerned. He refused to take the cloth, in­
sisting that Rolf should keep it until he had the lire. 
As security-he could feel Rolf's distrust. Again they 
passed through the back streets of poverty, Rolf with 
the parcel tied with string under his arm, until the 
Genoese-too offended to speak as they were walking 
along-finally said, "Mia casa, attenda qui, vengo 
subito." 

Rolf saw a dilapidated Renaissance gateway; he had 
no idea where he was-somewere in Genoa. In the 
nearby harbor a ship's siren droned dully. Overcome 
by the noonday heat even in this shady alley with its 
damp and moldy walls, by the silence, for it was far 
from the traffic, his fatigue after the night in the train 
-and that wasn't all: twenty-four hours ago Rolf had 
still been in London taking part in an international 
conference of lawyers, and then (yesterday) the 
rather bumpy flight, the supper with his strangely 
elated wife, then the closed door of her bedroom, then 
its opening and so on-then daybreak at Milan with 
crowing cocks (all this in twenty-four hours-it was 
rather much) and now to find himself in this back 
street of mildewed poverty where slops trickled down 
the walls-and back came the knowledge that a fact 
does not cease to be a fact because you forget it for 
a time, no, it kept returning again and again, her face 
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full of happiness with another man, it wasn't a bad 
dream, but more real than this Genoa with its alleys 
and children and these tangible walls, and on top of it  
this heat that made you tear off your tie, and this par­
cel that Rolf had to carry-overcome by it all Rolf 
simply couldn't help falling into a heavy sleep, in spite 
of the danger that the Gcnoese might do the dirty on 
him . . .  

It was almost four o'clock when Rolf, my public 
prosecutor, woke up again sitting with his back to a 
wall and on his knees the damned parcel that had 
served him as a pillow. Naturally there was no trace 
of the Genoese waking him up with lire. Children 
were playing in a courtyard, mothers were shouting, 
"Ettore, Ettore," and in between, a tone higher, "Giu­
seppina, Giuseppina," and there below in the alley­
way sat a strange gentleman with gold wrist-watch 
waiting in vain for his twenty thousand lire. Rolf 
stood up. On closer inspection, the rather mossy Ren­
aissance gateway, through which the Genoese had dis­
appeared, did not lead to a house at all, but simply to 
the next street. And there stood Rolf as though only 
now grasping for the first time the fact that Sibylle 
was in another man's arms. And during the haggling 
over the cloth, he had half-consciously looked at this 
young Geneose from time to time and asked himself 
whether Sibylle could have loved hair like his, ears 
like his, lips like his, hands like his; anyone might be 
the other man. Rolf only knew, "He's very different 
from you," and this might apply to several million 
m'!n. As he stood in front of the empty Renaissance 
ga�l!\\ '1J, Rolf was really almost glad not to see the 
slick young Genoese again. But he had lost pretty 
well all his ready cash. Worse still, it was a discom­
fiture, just when he would have liked to cut a dash 
because of his wife; the blow to his pride was incom­
parably more serious than the loss of twenty thousand 
lire, irreparable. He dared not look at the parcel tied 



with string and supposed to contain gent's suiting 
cloth, which was his security. In any case he could 
only go to a cheap hotel, where the fact that this 
bundle was his sole luggage would not arouse too 
much comment. He stood in a hotel room with flow· 
ered wallpaper, bathed in sweat and at a loss what to 
do next in this city of Genoa. He threw the parcel 
into the wardrobe, picked up the jug, filled the basin 
and tried to wash without soap, without a toothbrush, 
without a comb-

He stayed in Genoa four day!!. 
Rolf (so he says himself) had never foreseen that 

his marriage, his own, might go on the rocks like so 
many other marriages around him. He saw no reason 
why it should. He loved Sibylle and lived in the belief 
that he had found his own solution to the marriage 
problem. It had long since ceased to be a marriage in 
the classical sense of monogamy. But that was how it 
was, and to make up for it Sibylle had the child, a 
boy named Hannes, who made up for a great deal 
during the first fewlears of his life. It wasn't the lift: 
Sibylle had dreame of, but it wasn't hell either-­
just a marriage like so many others, and every year 
they went for a fine trip together, to Egypt for ex· 
ample. The idea of separating had never occured to 
them, and in all the troubles they had passed through 
up to now both parties had obviously felt at bottom 
absolutely sure ot one another. A fancy-dress ball flir­
tation, of which Sibylle made a demonstration, he 
granted his dear wife with magnanimity. He had 
other worries just then: the problem was whether to 
become a public prosecutor or not, a crucial decision, 
and it occupied his mind a good deal more than the 
fact that Sibylle was going for walks with her fancy­
dress pierrot. Rolf didn't even ask his name. And 
then he had always been of the opinion that one 
shouldn't be narrow-minded about marriage; h e  evi­
dently had a very serious theory as to how much free-
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dom should be introduced into a marriage-a man's 
theory, Sibylle called it. She couldn't stand this theory, 
it seems; and yet it was based on the knowledge af­
forded by various sciences. And naturally this theory 
presupposed complete equality of the sexes. It wasn't 
simply a clever male excuse, as Sibylle frequently said 
-not merely a clever excuse. Rolf was really per­
fectly serious about it: his profession had shown him 
the misery, the hypocrisy, that springs from a view of 
marriage which has nothing to do with reality, and 
what he cared about was the idea of a viable marriage 
and avoiding the indignity of a life of self-deception. 
Rolf had a great deal to say on this subject; Sibylle 
called these talks his "lectures," but when asked for 
her opinion-and she was asked very often, because 
Rolf didn't want to entrench himself in a private doc­
trine-she merely answered with the feminine argu­
ment that life couldn't be solved with theories . . .  

It seems that the fancy-dress pierrot was still on his 
mind, even if this preoccupation was unexpressed and 
perhaps even unconscious. Rolf had suddenly decided 
to build his own house-a house of their own had 
been Sibylle's fondest wish from the beginning, and 
Rolf, a man of action, had already bought the land. 
Sibylle was strange. She knew the land, they'd been 
after it for years; now he had bought it, and Sibylle 
showed no sign of jubilation. A week later he brought 
the young architect to black coffee, a certain Stur­
zenegger, who raved about consistent modernism and 
called upon Rolf's obviously abstracted wife for an ex­
act statement of her requirements. A double bedroom 
or two single bedrooms, for example, and everything 
was now extremely urgent. In the middle of the dis­
cussion (says my public prosecutor) came a tele­
phone call, Sibylle answered it as usual, fell silent, 
said No and Yes and No, quickly hung up again, as­
serted it was a wrong number, and was very jumpy. 
Well, well, thought Rolf, the fancy-dress pierrot; and 
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the discussion of sketches proceeded. Sibylle took ref­
uge in a studied interest, and everything seemed all 
right to her, whether like this or like that, as though 
she were never going to live in the projected house at 
all. 

At the end of the black coffee (my public prosecu­
tor cannot remember how the subject cropped up) 
the young architect talked about an Eskimo who of­
fered a white stranger his wife, in order to be hospi­
table, and was so offended when the stranger did not 
make use of her that he seized his guest by the throat 
and banged his head against the wall of the igloo un­
til he was dead. Everyone laughed, of course. There­
upon the young architect came out with another 
funny story of something that had happened to a 
friend of his called Stiller during the Spanish Civil 
War. This was the first time my public prosecutor had 
ever heard Stiller's name. He remembered little of the 
story from the Spanish Civil War-only something 
about a Russian gun that failed to go off. On the other 
hand he clearly recalls that his wife, who had previ­
ously been so abstracted, showed a boundless interest 
in this Russian gun. And when the architect had gone, 
she went humming through all the rooms. Rolf im­
agined her joy was connected with the new house, 
but could not refrain from remarking, "It sounds as 
though you're in love." And as she didn't deny it, 
he added, "You like the young architect, eh? "  It was 
a j oke. "Do you think so?" she asked. "Admit it! " said 
he. "You're hurting me! "  said she. "I admit it, but let 
go of me! "  It was a joke, as I said, and Rolf had to get 
back to work; Sibylle put the three coffee cups on the 
tray, and that was that . . .  

The four days in Genoa: 
This (so my public prosecutor says) was the most 

ludicrous ordeal of his life, but not the most useless . 
He learnt a number of things about himself: First, an 
unsuspected amount o f  sentimentality, of which he 
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had previously had no inkling-he drank and drank, 
until he had to leave the restaurant because he was 
crying; then the primitive nature of his reactions-he 
stared after every reasonably clean skirt and took ref­
uge for hours at a time in thoughts of the cheapest 
sort of revenge; then the shallowness of his emotions 
-in four days and four nights (so he says) he only 
achieved a few minutes of real suffering that threw 
him to his knees in the flowery hotel bedroom, with­
out it being a pose or the effect of alcohol, and con­
sumed the last residue of reproach and the last residue 
of self-pity; but above all, his inability to love a 
woman if he was not her idol, to love her without 
claiming gratitude, consideration, admiration and so 
forth. It was an ordeal. 

Lying fully dressed on his iron bed smoking, he 
tormented himself with shamelessly precise imagin­
ings of his wife giving herself to the other man. This 
was not the ordeal, but the relaxation he allowed him­
self. The ordeal was the realization, the involuntary 
admission, that up till then he had been very much 
mistaken about the level of his emotions, about his ma­
turity. Not even his will (so he says) stood up to this 
test: he had gone off without a word, but was later 
unable to restrain himself from sending his secretary 
a sealed letter to be handed to his wife if she asked for 
news of him, a letter with his address in case of need. 
For four days no such case of need seemed to have 
arisen. He wasn't missed! Day after day, always half 
an hour after the arrival of the northern trains, he 
asked for posta restanta, in vain. In between there 
were hours of solemn dignity, certainly: he managed 
to read Churchill's memoirs in English, he sat in the 
guise of a neatly shaved man of leisure in the morning 
sunshine, drmlc his red camp::tri and learnt what went 
on behind the scenes during the Second World War­
and without looking at the clock; but at bottom he 
was only waiting to be missed and sought with every 



possible means, indeed, he wouldn't have been sur­
prised to meet the ruefully searching Sibylle some­
where in the streets of Genoa. Her "contemptuous" 
silence, which presented itself to him in the shape of 
the marble hall of an Italian main post office, made him 
turn pale every time. How often did this woma.n force 
him to the same discovery-how incapable he was of 
living according to his own theories. 

On the fourth day, at last, there was a telegram. 
With the typical collapse of the man who has been 
saved, who is at first completely overcome by the re­
laxation of tension, he sat for a while before opening 
it, wearily calm with relief, whatever his wife might 
have written. But it wasn't from his wife at all: his 
secretary merely had to know when he was coming 
back. That was enough. He laughed. It affected him 
(so he says) like a very cold shower. He stuffed the 
telegram into the wastepaper basket and resolved with­
out further reflection to take the next train. Only 
he hadn't got the twenty thousand lire with which to 
pay the hotel bill. 

What was he to do? He must see how and where 
he could sell his security, the American gent's suiting 
cloth, and as quickly as possible. The best train went 
at noon. At all costs not another night train! It was 
about ten in the morning when Rolf went out through 
the vestibule of his hotel, feeling rather embarrassed, 
because the parcel under his arm was very tattered, 
and determined despite his inhibitions to find a clothes 
shop-not too high-class of course-and try his talent 
as a salesman. It was very hot again ;  but he kept his tie 
on in order to make a better impression. He gathered 
from the half insolent, half pitymg way in which he 
was turned away from the first shop, that he would do 
better to find an even poorer district. It was already 
striking eleven o'clock when he entered the fourth 
shop, where at least he was not immediately shown the 
door, but allowed for the first time to unue his parceL 
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He was lucky, there were no customers in this shop. A 
corner of his American gents' suiting was enough: the 
owner of the shop, a pale dandy with a thin mustache, 
laughed in his face. Rolf didn't want to make a profit, 
but just to recover some of the money he had lost, so 
that he could pay his hotel bill; he was cheap, perhaps 
too cheap, to judge by the treatment he received. The 
dandy with the thin mustache went on reading his 
paper as though Rolf were no longer there. In this 
shop, for the first time, he didn't talk about a unique 
opportunity, but about his actual situation. The man 
behind the counter just turned away and yawned into 
his rustling paper, without showing the slightest inter­
est even of a purely human kind, without even showing 
any sign of a sympathy that would have cost him noth­
ing, till Rolf went away of his own accord with his 
parcel under his arm. 

He felt rather dejected even without imagining his 
wife's expression of happy superiority. In fact, to 
judge by the corner, it was a pretty lousy piece of 
cloth, rough, anything but wool, no question of half 
and half, and on top of that a pattern such as he 
(my public prosecutor) wouldn't have worn at any 
price, a loud, vulgar pattern-and pink! 

He sat down on the steps of an old church, sur­
rounded by cooing pigeons with rings of blue, green 
and violet iridescence round their necks, and con­
sidered-or tried to consider-what was to be done 
under the circumstances. Behind him stood a delight­
ful baroque facrade-Sibylle understood more about 
these things than he did. Now there was nothing to 
prevent him from taking off his tie and rolling up his 
cuffs (which were probably pretty dirty anyway) un­
der his coatsleeves. He was glad that at least his wife 
couldn't see him-the rest of mankind could stare if 
it wanted to. Up above, in the baroque facrade-the 
sun was slumng on the upper volutes and their glaring 
ochre yellow stood out against the noonday blue of 



the sky-it struck twelve. His train left in two hours. 
His gold watch also had to be put out of sight, that was 
it, before he went to the old-clothes-men in the back 
streets round the harbor, where the goods hung on 
the peeling walls-shirts, trousers, socks, hats. He was 
no longer concerned (so he says) about the lire, but 
about his bare self-confidence, which he was carrying 
around under his arm in the shape of an increasinf'"ly 
tattered parcel. Why hadn't he gone to these old­
clothes-men in the first place ! 

He felt more confident than at any other time that 
morning, positively exhilarated by the thought of 
what a story this would be to tell at parties. He 
whistled, or rather he heard himself whistling, al­
though he was well aware that he did not feel at all 
easy. It was a back alley near the port, a district where 
first law prevailed. For fear of being beaten up as a 
swindler, here where there were no police, he undid 
his parcel for the first time in a side-alley to make sure 
there was really enough of the material for a gentle­
man's suit. Yes, it was quite long enough. So Rolf 
rolled the cursed material up again, which was no 
easy matter if it was not to touch the pavement and so 
stink of urine. Then he approached an old-clothes-man 
and opened the conversation by asking the way to the 
station, offered him a cigarette, chatted good-humor­
edly and referred in a casual way to a piece of suiting 
he had bought yesterday to have made up by an Ital­
ian tailor, but you know the way it is, he'd just re­
ceived a telegram and had to leave in a hurry, then he 
cursed the customs who wouldn't let a length of 
cloth through-a long and stupid story which he 
thought crafty, positively oriental. But his own suit 
with the unmistakable traces of trouser-creases, his all 
too faultless shoes, not to mention the golden seal 
ring, which h:1d natu rally been carefully noted, were 
not calculated to >l rousc comradely trust in this neigh­
borhood. There was nothing to stop him unpac:..:ing 
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his wares in the open, however. A few women with 
babies at the breast and glances which Rolf did not 
consider impartial, followed the transaction with sus­
picious curiosity. The secondhand-clothes dealer, an 
old man with brown teeth and garlicky breath, felt 
the cloth very fully, which gave Rolf a faint hope-so 
faint that he dared not quote a price, but asked how 
much the dealer would give for it. "Niente." Rolf 
would have been satisfied with a thousand lire, a 
thousand lire for his self-confidence. In order to 
get at least that much, he said two thousand was 
his rock-bottom price. "No/' One thousand then? 
"No." Very well, how much? "Niente." The women 
with the babies grinned and walked off. Rolf rolled 
the cloth up again. For the seal ring, however, said 
the old-clothes-man, he would give thirty thousand. 
Rolf laughed. For the faultless shoes the old-clothes­
man, without having to feel them, offered seven thou­
sand lire, as though he (my public prosecutor) could 
walk home bare-foot. He was spared nothing in this 
city of Genoa! 

Finally there was only one thing left for it: to give 
the parcel away. As quickly as possible. For instance 
to a young man standing beside an advertisement pil­
lar playing a mouth-organ, obviously out of work, his 
empty cap lying on the pavement. At the last moment, 
however, when Rolf noticed his black wooden leg, he 
couldn't do it. Forward once more. A young raga­
muffin begging for cigarettes, and an old grandfather 
with a pram held together with wire didn't seem the 
right people either. To give away a piece of material 
one would under no circumstances wear oneself 
wasn't so easy, and Rolf wandered in all directions 
through a neighborhood whose poverty was anything 
but picturesque. It's always a shock to see the ragged 
condition in which the majority of all mankind lives. 
Rolf came to a halt. He felt how bourgeois was his de­
sire to be fair, to find the person who most deserved 



his gift; he made up his mind to turn down the next 
street and present the first person he met with the ma­
terial for a gent's suit. The first person he met was a 
young woman shuffling along in her slippers. Forward 
once more. The next was a whistling policeman, and 
then the street came to an end. In a small square with a 
tree they were playing football. Rolf was only in the 
way and through standing in the goalkeeper's line of 
vision the obvious cause of one side shooting into its 
own goal, as the result of which a violent quarrel 
broke out between the youthful teams. Forward once 
more. He was utterly exhausted again. His train left in 
forty minutes. But where could he get rid of his gift? 
A drunken man staggered out of a noisy tavern, but 
he was too truculent, too dangerous to be �iven it. 
Of course Rolf could simply have thrown Ius parcel 
down in the street-but that would have been capitu­
lating. Later, he circled for some time round a blind 
beggar with outstretched hand. That wouldn't do ei­
ther he thought. 

In the last resort he could pay his hotel bill by post 
later on-besides, his overcoat was still at the hotel. 
But of course it wasn't a question of whether he could 
pay his hote� bill at all. It was a question of how he 
was to rid himself of this parcel. \Vhat real reason was 
there why he shouldn't throw it away? Rolf tried. 
Nothing could be easier, he thought, than to lose a 
parcel; nevertheless, his temples were pulsing when, 
·pushed by his commonsense, he put the project into 
execution. He dropped it in the crowd in front of s 
red traffic light, squeezed across the street in the gen­
eral crush and thought he was saved-for just then the 
policeman blew his whistle, the traffic changed and 
the street behind him was temporarily blocked. To 
li.ave his hands free at last gave him a feeling of relief, 
a. new joie de vivre, as though nothing had happened to 
Sibylle either. 

Rolf lit a cigarette, without looking back to see 
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what had happened to the nightmare parcel, and he 
didn't need to, for a poorly dressed but attractive 
young woman pulled at his sleeve and handed back to 
the absent-minded gentleman the parcel which she 
had picked up. Rolf dared not deny that it was his, 
this shabby parcel with its dirty paper and cheap 
string that scarcely held the pink cloth together any 
more. Was he condemned to carry this pink cloth 
through the rest of his earthly life? Ten minutes be­
fore the train left, he was still standing helplessly 
with the parcel under his arm-five minutes before it 
left. He put off the capitulation (as he calls it) until 
the last minute. The carriage doors were already shut 
when Rolf stepped on to the footboard, and the train 
was just starting. As though the empty seats were not 
for him, not for defaulters and deserted husbands, 
Rolf stood outside in the corridor as far as Milan. 
What would Sibylle say to him? Naturally he still 
grossly overestimated her need to concern herself 
with him. After Milan he was not alone in the corri­
dor: a Swiss got into conversation with him, talkative 
as most people are when they run into a fellow-coun­
tryman abroad. Fortunately they soon reached the 
frontier. 

After the train left Chiasso he sat in the dining-car, 
staring out of the window all the time, so that no one 
passing along the train should recognize him. It never 
struck him how noticeable he was gazing out of the 
window all the time, regardless of whether the train 
was passing through a tunnel or not. With the active 
imagination that accompanies self-pity, Rolf, more 
than ever before on a journey, was gazing into the 
past, and as he looked back he could remember no hap­
piness without Sibylle, not a single significant hour 
without Sibylle. Everything else was chaff, not wonh 
a thought. Rather suddenly Sibylle had become the· 
whole meaning and content of his life, and now this: 
meaning had passed over to another man, had been. 



transferred to a fancy-dress pierrot, or a Genoese with 
jet black hair, or a young architect, or whoever it 
was, had simply been transferred. From Gi:ischenen 
on, rain splashed diagonally across the window-panes. 

The best thing, thought Rolf, would be not to let 
her notice anything: his detachment should annihilate 
her. Rolf had only to remember her shameless face 
and the detachment came of its own accord, in re­
sponse to her face that was not only happy and es­
tranged by happiness, but scornful, insolent, arrogant, 
triumphant over him, and it would have been the last 
straw if he, Rolf, with his theories, had started re­
proaching her: she would have laughed out loud and 
her contempt would have been plain to see. Detach­
ment seemed to him now the only reply, detachment 
that was free from indignation, free from accusation 
and complaint, but a detachment that would bring this 
hussy to her knees. He had made up his mind to this 
and his hometown lake was already in sight. In prepa­
ration for the future with his hussy, Rolf even began 
whistling in the restaurant-car, but he stopped, of 
course, the moment he heard himself, and called ur­
gently for the bill, as though this would get him to 
Zurich quicker. 

But suppose there wasn't any future at all? Suppose 
Sibylle no longer lived with Rolf at all, but with the 
other man? In other words, if Rolf was left alone in 
the house, alone with his detachment? He was sitting 
like this as the train entered the station, with his hand 
on the glass and still afraid that someone might pull 
him by the sleeve and hand him the tattered parcel 
containing the flesh-pink material again-

Shortly after midnight yesterday, Sibylle (my prose­
cutor's wife) gave birth to a girl weighing almost 
seven pounds. He was speechless with joy. I asked him 
to send flowers, which I would pay for later. He will 
probably forget. 
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To continue my notes: 
When Rolf came back from Genoa he got out at 

the central station without overcoat, and therefore 
conspicuous, so that Sibylle could not miss him if she 
was waiting for him at the station-though he told 
himself she could not possibly be waiting for him at 
the station: she knew nothing of his arrival, and Rolf 
didn't imagine she would come to meet every inter­
national train on the off chance. Just for safety's sake, 
because it would have been too stupid to miss one an­
other, he looked about among the waiting people. In 
Zurich it was raining. He had to look into his purse, 
standing under a penthouse, to see whether he could 
afford to beckon a taxi as usual. And then, when this 
taxi stopped outside their flat, it was worse than he 
had expected. The uncertainty as to whose home it 
was, his or hers, made him hesitate to get out. As he 
turned up the collar of his jacket ready to run through 
the rain, he looked up at their flat, and all the humilia­
tions of the journey were nothing compared with this 
moment when he saw there was no light in the win­
dow. It was late, but a long way off midnight. Perhaps 
she was already asleep. Anyhow, Rolf didn't get out, 
despite the taxi-driver's pressing inquiry as to 
whether they had come to the wrong address. Rolf 
also felt too unshaven to appear before a wife who 
now loved someone else. Had he forgotten the fact 
that Sibylle loved someone else? Now, after a chaos of 
feelings of all kinds, which, although they had tor­
mented him, had kept his mind distracted, the whole 
thing had once more acquired the bleak actuality of a 
grave; and Rolf could not face being told by their 
Italian maid that the Signora had gone away for a few 
days. For now anything was possible. Perhaps there 
was a note lying in the flat: "Probably back on Mon­
day. All the best, Sibylle. Please don't forget to pay 
the rent." Or perhaps only: "Please don't forget to 
pay the rent. Best wishes, Sibylle." 



Rolf drove back to town in the same taxi, and didn't 
even dare to ring up that evening. There is always a 
certain sensation to be derived from sleeping in a hotel 
in one's own town, and Rolf enjoyed it through all 
his gloom; but the sensation was bound up with un­
certainty and agitation-and his dreams were a tur­
moil. 

The following day, a Sunday, the rain had stopped 
and Rolf went first on a pilgrimage to the building 
site, shaved, but still without an overcoat. The build­
ing site was situated on an eminence outside the town; 
hitherto Rolf had always gone there by car. On foot 
it was quite a trek. The brickwork was not yet roofed 
over. At Rolf's last visit they had just concreted the 
upper floors, and his wife had not been to the site once. 
Now he understood her lack of interest in the house. 
With his hands in his pockets, taken aback when peo­
ple out for a Sunday morning stroll wandered across 
the building plot, and not looking at all like the owner 
of the building that was going up, Rolf stood in the 
future rooms that were already recognizable in the 
rough-the garden room with big French windows 
and the five steps to the loggia, his study looking out 
over the lake, the bedroom on the same level, every­
thing as planned, and the terrace had now also been 
paved with concrete. Building material lay every­
where-rolls of tar-board, firebricks, sacks of Portland 
cement, a tank for the oil heating, bricks for the small 
dividing walls, lengths of cast-iron piping and all sorts 
of objects whose rurpose could not be guessed at.:_ 
there were signs o activity on every hand. Neverthe­
less Rolf felt as though he were standing in :! ruin. 

Then, to his embarrassment, Sturzenegger, the archi­
tect, arrived carrying a folding rule open in his hand. 
Sturzenegger was so full of enthusiasm for his build­
ing that he couldn't stay away from it even on Sun­
day morning, and, as always happens, his enthusiasm 
made him look more handsome and charming than 
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ever. Rolf eyed him from the side. No doubt about it, 
this Sturzenegger was very different from Rolf-and 
younger. They trudged along over boards and pipes, 
ducked under the dripping plank linings of the con­
creted terrace and jumped over brown puddles. Rolf 
had to feel various kinds of sandstone to decide which 
one he wanted, and young Sturzenegger explained 
and explained relentlessly. Rolf examined especially 
his ear, his ·hair, his nose, his lips (this he couldn't 
bear) and his hands. Why not? he thought, and in 
spite of everything, decided in favor of the cheaper 
type of sandstone. Didn't this young man see that the 
house was already for sale? He didn't see it, but spoke 
enthusiastically of spatial effects and even expected 
enthusiasm from Rolf, who now suddenly remem­
bered his last evening with Sibylle: Sibylle had met 
him at the airport, the hypocrite, and the only thing 
she talked about to her homecoming husband during 
supper was the good fortune of this young Sturzeneg­
ger, some long story about a marvelous contract 
somewhere in Canada. Wasn't that a clue? Of course 
Rolf said nothing, but let the architect explain the 
serpentine piping of the ceiling-heating to him and en­
joyed (he now had an exceptional need for inner en­
joyments) the thoughts of leaving Sibylle in the dark 
long after he himself was perfectly clear about every­
thing. He wasn't clear about anything yet, but this 
young architect was under suspicion, however se­
renely he now walked around with his yellow folding 
rule. Sturzenegger was not to be dissuaded from driv­
ing his client home. When he himself chatted about 
his fantastic good fortune in getting the chance to 
build a large factory over in California, Rolf inter­
rupted: 

"My wife told me Canada." 
"No," said Sturzenegger, "California." 
There was something wrong here; but Rolf had re­

solved to wear a mask and no one should see him as he 



had seen himself at Genoa. Whether for fear of meet­
ing Sibylle alone, or to keep himself in countenance, 
he insisted on Sturzenegger coming in for an aperitif 
that Sunday morning. Sibylle was there-and so were 
Cinzano, gin and even salted almonds. His wife, this 
hussy, who immediately put on the quiet-Sunday­
morning-at-home act, and his architect, this young 
fellow with a fantastic commission in Canada, where 
Sibylle would no doubt accompany him, seemed to 
Rolf an entirely possible couple, indeed a convincing 
couple, a well-matched couple. The formal manner 
in which they spoke to one anothef did not fool him 
for a moment. And anyway, what difference did it 
make whether it was this Sturzenegger or another 
man who embraced his wife? All that mattered to 
Rolf was to see his wife with some gay and lively 
young man and not to go mad on the spot at the 
thought of Sibylle embracing this young man or an­
other like him . • • 

As I've already said, my public prosecutor told this 
story much more graphically. When I asked him what 
finally happened to the pink cloth at Genoa, his reply 
was reluctant and vague. If I understood correctly, he 
eventually threw the tattered parcel down a station 
lavatory. 

"Believe me," laughed my public prosecutor, "it 
was years before I stopped dreaming about that par­
cel." 

(I wonder why he speaks so frankly to me? ) 
"It's not right," I said, "for me to interrogate my 

public prosecutor-but if you will permit me to ask 
one more question: Didn't your good wife tell you 
who her friend was?" 

"Not till later. Very much later." 
"When?" 
"When it was all over," he said. "When he had dis­

appeared." 
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"Bit queer, wasn't it? " 
"Oh well," he smiled, "we were both of us ex­

tremely queer just then, both my wife and 1." 

Throughout a whole harrowing summer Rolf tried to 
prove th:tt, true to his theory, he granted Sibyllc com­
plete independence. The resulting risk of an equally 
complete estrangement was something that Sibylle her­
self had to face up to. It went with her proud asser­
tion: "You don't have to give me my freedom, I can 
take my freedom for myself if I need it." His theme 
song was "All right, darling, have it your own way." 
At the same time, they spent delightful evenings 
with mutual friends, who didn't show they had no­
ticed anything and perhaps really didn't notice any­
thing. Then again there were nervous outbursts over 
trifles. Nevertheless, they went to the International 
J\'lusical \Veeks at Lucerne together, just as they al­
ways had done, walking arm in arm through the 
foyer; and it wasn't hypocrisy, either towards the out­
side world or themselves-suddenly they were on 
such good terms with each other. Rolf was the hus­
band, and even if he didn't make any mean use of the 
fact, he still had certain advantages, for example that 
he could show himself arm in arm with Sibylle at any 
time. Sibylle even attached great value to the fact that 
Rolf, now a public prosecutor, strolled through the 
foyer arm in arm with her. The fancy-dress pierrot, 
on the other hand, had to contend with the handicap 
that :�ccompanies all illicit activity, and for the first 
time in Rolf's life this handicap- rested upon his op­
ponent. When he was in a particularly good mood he  
may occasionally have let fall an  ironic allusion that 
flickered like a distant beacon, warning them both, in 
case they should forget it as they went arm in arm. 
where the dangerous reef lay. 

It seems they never had any arguments. And yet it 
must have been a summer that neither of the partners 



would care to repeat. Sibylle continued to live in the 
house with Rolf: anything else would have upset their 
relatives, a catastrophe which Sibylle, although free 
from any pangs of conscience, could not contemplate. 
This was her express wish after his return from 
Genoa, an outright demand in fact-that for the time 
being everything, as she put it, should remain out­
wardly the same. Consequently there were only a few 
hours every day during which she escaped from his 
supervision, and a horrible incompleteness was un­
avoidable. The fact that she blamed this incomplete­
ness, this stifling incompleteness, which may in time 
have become more unbearable than the bitterest quar­
rel, upon no one but Rolf was too stupid to be put 
into words. But her feminine mind did blame it on 
him: there were times (so he says) when she looked 
at him as though she could no longer stand the sight 
of him. Then she would go into her room and cry be­
hind a locked door, whereupon Rolf would go down 
into the cellar and fetch himself a beer. Why didn't 
she really take her freedom, if she wanted more of 
it? Rolf was not being sarcastic at all. Why didn't the 
two of them simply go away together, his poor wife 
and the fancy-dress pierrot? Why didn't they dare? 
He couldn't understand it. It couldn't be such a grand 
passion after all, he thought, and towards autumn, 
Rolf actually felt that for his pan he had got over the 
affair. 

In September he took up his duties as public prose­
cutor. 

In October the house was finished, and the young 
architect by and large very satisfied. One or nvo 
things, said the young architect, he would do differ­
ently today-the very things, incidentally, which his 
clients, Sibylle as well as Rolf, liked best, whereas 
other things displeased them; but it was the very 
things which they did not like that were particularly 
emphasized in the photograph which was to appear 
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shortly in an architectural journal. As Sturzenegger 
had promised in that first discussion over black coffee, 
it was a house of consistent modernity. Not that Rolf 
really disliked it, but you couldn't say he liked it 
either. Rolf felt constrained in his attitude towards 
this young Sturzenegger, and almost grudged him all 
the praise bestowed on his house, Rolf's house. Once, 
in a cafe, someone came up to Rolf, introduced him­
self as the editor of the architectural journal and con­
gratulated Rolf on the courage he had shown as the 
architect's client, congratulated him in the name of 
modern architecture as a whole; and not enough that 
young Sturzenegger was praised as an architect, Rolf 
also heard the praises of this young man's human qual­
ities, his charm, his audacity, his forcefulness, his ruth­
lessness, his verve, his vitality, his sensibility, his in­
tensity in the sensual sphere, as well, and all the other 
things that may distinguish both an architect and a 
lover. At such moments Rolf had the feeling that ev­
erybody was laughing at him, felt as though he were 
a character in a Moliere comedy. Sibylle was sitting 
with him in the cafe. Vitality, sensibility, intensity in 
the sensual sphere as well-yes, she thought so too, 
and asked Rolf whether he didn't think so too, and 
Rolf, a man of wide personal and professional experi­
ence, didn't know how much perfidy to attribute to 
his wife. At certain moments he felt her to be capable 
of anything precisely when she seemed so innocent, 
as women in love always consider themselves innocent 
and one with everlasting nature, which in their sim­
plicity of spirit they then regard as God Himself . . . 

It was more or less with this feeling of being the 
town idiot that Rolf drove out one autumn morning 
for the final check-up on the building. With a few ex­
ceptions, trifles which the young architect pointed out 
himself, everything was in order. A sunblind did not 
go down, due to faulty installation, nothing more; a 
large pane of glass had cracked; the last workmen on 



the premises, decorators, had stupidly blocked one of 
the toilets with rubbish;· in addition, all the cellar keys 
were missing; a power point beside the client's bed, 
clearly shown in the plans, had been forgotten; the 
bathroom mirror had for some inexplicable reason 
been placed four inches too high; a few slabs of the 
wrong stone-granite instead of quartzite-had been 
laid outside in the garden at the last moment, likewise 
a trifle that could be rectified ; and of course the deco­
rators had not quite finished. But that was really all; 
anyhow Rolf couldn't see any other faults. Whether 
the great catalpa would flourish or die, only time could 
tell. A word of cordial gratitude on the part of the cli­
ent was now due. As it was not forthcoming and as 
Rolf, the client, simply left the locked house and 
looked round the neighborhood as though saying 
goodbye, or as though he were standing on his plot of 
land for the first time, the young architect-doubtless 
for the sake of saying something-mentioned the fact 
that the work was guaranteed, as though Rolf knew 
nothing about this. Then they sat side by side in the 
public prosecutor's car, while the latter, his thoughts 
still far away, inserted the ignition key but did not 
drive off. 

"I didn't want to talk to you," began Rolf, putting 
on his gloves, "until I was quite calm. But now I have 
got over this whole business-" Sturzenegger probably 
had no idea what he was talking about. "No," said 
Rolf, "of course you're quite right, at bottom it's all 
simply prejudice. I thought a lot about the little story 
of the Eskimo, which you told my wife and me when 
you first came to see us. Do you remember? The Es­
kimo offers his wife and kicks up a fuss when the guest 
doesn't take her, and we imagine we can't bear it 
when the guest does take her. At bottom it's all preju­
dice . . .  " 

Rolf had not propounded his theory for a long time. 
Also it met with less opposition among men. The 
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architect, this young man with vitality, sensibility, in­
tensity and so forth, was full of understanding, 
though he had no idea what this conversation was in 
aid of. Meanwhile they had driven off, but they had to 
stop and wait again at a level crossing. "I can quite 
understand your embarrassment," said Rolf. "In cases 
like this I too always avoid discussions. What's the use 
of them? Only it seems to me that since we're sitting 
here in the car together-you know, it's just that I 
don't want you to think I'm a fool." At last the train 
rumbled past. "You're in love with my wife," said 
Rolf, unshakable in his delusion and at the same time 
with admirable detachment, "I  can understand that. 
And my wife is in love with you. That's a fact, and it 
won't make any essential difference if you fly to Can­
ada next week or the week after."-"To California," 
corrected Sturzenegger. "My wife told me Canada." 
-"I'm sorry," laughed Sturzenegger, "but neverthe­
less I'm going to California. To Redwood City. I'll 
send you a card as soon as I get there, Herr Doktor, 
so that you will at last believe me."-"That's not nec­
essary," said Rolf. Someone behind was hooting. "­
That's not necessary," sdd Rolf again. "Canada or 
California, you know, that makes no difference to me, 
if my wife intends to go with you, and I suppose she 
does." The barrier had gone up again long ago, but 
Rolf, deaf to the hooting behind him, did not start up. 
The young architect had doubtless cottoned on at last 
and tried to say something, for instance: "Your good 
wife and I-" Rolf interrupted: "You might as well 
call her Sibylle."-"Certainly," said Sturzenegger, 
"from the very first visit there was a kind of sym­
pathy, on your good wife's part too, I can well be­
lieve . . .  "-"You can well believe ! "  It angered Rolf 
that his wife's lover was so cowardly, it offended him; 
on the other hand it also made him arrogant. "I'm a 
man of forty-five," said Rolf, looking at the little archi­
tect. "You're not yet thirty." To which Sturzenegger 



quite rightly replied: "\Vhat about it?" The discussion, 
which had started on· a diqnified note, seemed to be 
going off the rails, Rolf re�lized this and also noticed 
that the barrier had been raised. The cars which he 
had held up drove past on the left, and, since it was a 
narrow country road, half on the grass verge; natu­
rally the drivers looked at Rolf full of reproach and 
contempt, and one of them bored with his finger into 
his temple to show Rolf what he thought of him . . .  

One must suppose that young Srurzenegger assured 
Rolf several times that there must be a mistake : either 
Ro1f didn't hear or didn't believe him. Without speak­
ing, as one doesn't speak to a worthless ninny, he 
drove down into the town and stopped outside the 
home of the young architect, to whom all this was 
very painful. Sturzenegger sat by the open door with 
his brief case, his gloves and the rolled-up plans bun­
dled together under his left arm, so that his right hand 
was free to say goodbye: he couldn't think of the 
right remark, the joke that would carry conviction 
and yet wound no one's feelings. "Don't say now," 
said Rolf, "that you're sorry or anything like that."­
Rolf wouldn't learn. "Don't misunderstand me," he 
said. "I'm not blaming anyone. I understand perfectly 
well. I can even approve. Sibylle knows what I think 
about these things and I expect she's told you. I must 
approve. And yet-quite simply," he said throwing 
his cigarette out of the window "-I can't bear it." 
Sturzenegger seemed to pull himself together. "Have 
you ever known a man," he asked in a tone of a young 
man speaking to his senior, "who really could bear it, 
I mean, who didn't just pretend to-?" Rolf smiled: "I 
thought I was that man.' 

Soon afterwards they said goodbye. The architect 
had suggested a glass of wine together, but Rolf re­
fused, partly from an aversion to entering a dwelling 
where Sibylle perhaps had spent her hours of happi­
ness, partly from the sudden conviction that this was 
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not the right man after all. He started the engine, 
thanked Sturzenegger for his kirid invitation and asked 
him to slam the door hard. Sturzenegger hurried away 
as people do after accidentally entering a strange room 
that does not concern them, without looking back 
when Rolf opened the car door again and wished him 
a good flight to Canada. Then Rolf drove on, simply 
to avoid standing still, as aimlessly as before in Genoa 
-anything rather than return home. Anything rather 
than see Sibylle just now. Nothing had been settled, 
nothing at all. 

That was in October. 
Like every man of action who cannot deal with an 

awkward part of his inner life, Rolf did not plunge 
into introspective brooding, but into work, into use­
ful and impersonal work, of which there was natu­
rally no lack now that he was a public prosecutor. 
He dealt with everything that was in any way subject 
to his competence, he dealt with it from morning till 
late in the evening, until his last secretary was worn 
out, then he carried on alone. He dealt with things in 
the manner of an Orlando Furioso. His colleagues as­
sumed that he was wildly ambitious. His colleagues 
had no idea what impelled this self-possessed and re­
served man, well known for always keeping a cool 
head, to perform these prodigies of effort. All his life 
he had enjoyed the reputation of leading a regular and 
therefore happy existence, a reputation, incidentally, 
which he in no way fostered-not in the least, Rolf 
could show himself in front of the Doge's Palace feed­
ing pigeons with another woman without giving rise 
to any talk in his little town: there are such men, 
phenomena of good reputation, whose reputation is as 
impervious to talk as a gull's feathers are impervious 
to water, and then nobody-even in a little town like 
Zurich-has any urge to gossip, for trying to wet a 
gull's wings is a tedious occupation. And it seems 
that this phenomenon also extended to his wife: in her 



case, too, the thought simply never entered people's 
heads. So who was to guess the real reason for a new 
public prosecutor's zeal? Moreover, in all the various 
cases he had to deal with, Rolf made every effort not 
to regard all women as being tarred with the same 
brush: where other people were concerned, at least, 
he retained his power of discrimination: he could see 
that in some cases it was the man's fault. He was con­
sidered very understanding, and he did everything in 
his power to spare the prisoner at the bar humiliation. 
His successes grew agam like plums on the plum-tree, 
but they made not the slightest impression on Sibylle; 
worse still, she found exactly the same satisfaction in 
Rolf's professional success as in a toy water-wheel 
which she knew would keep little Hannes happy and 
busy for the next few days . . .  

Rolf dreamt once more about a tattered parcel con­
taining flesh-pink cloth . . .  

Then came the move into the new house, and 
Sibylle had the effrontery to go and stay with a girl 
friend at St. Gallen, this week of all weeks. Rolf re­
minded her of the imminent move; but the girl friend 
at St. Gallen could not be put off. Rolf did not believe 
in this girl friend at St. Gallen for a moment, but all 
he said was "All right, have it your own way." And 
Sibylle actually went. To be in a rage for a precise 
reason, a rage there was no need to sublimate, a real 
tearing rage, such as Rolf was in during that week, 
was a positive treat. It released him for once from his 
admirable detachment, and he went around the new 
house in a way that made the men with leather belts 
who asked from underneath their burdens where they 
were to put the carved wardrobe, or the sewing rna­
chine, or the cutlery case, or the dressing table, sur­
prised at the language of an educated gentleman. "Go 
to the lady ! "  said Rolf. "Go to the lady with the 
whole damn lot, or chuck it out of the window! "  And 
as he left: "It's a bloody scandal the bitch isn't here. 
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a bloody scandal." The honest workmen dared not 
ask any more, for fear the irritable gentleman should 
make a spectacle of himself again: they examined the 
stuff on the van, looked at one another, and anything 
that didn't obviously belong in the garden or the cellar, 
or wasn't recognizably an educated gentleman's desk, 
they silently piled up in the lady's room. At the end, 
when the chaos was complete, the honest workmen 
received a tip that embarrassed them: it verged on 
hush money. 

Rolf found himself alone in his much-praised house, 
alone with little Hannes and an Italian maid who 
didn't know where the bed linen had got to. The lady 
was badly missed. Only little Hannes was not in de­
spair, was blissfully happy in this chaos-where every­
thing commonplace suddenly became a sensation­
and asked a thousand questions. "Handle With Care," 
was written on the boxes. The place did not look like 
home at all. Rolf didn't know how he was to live here 
and found it senseless for the maid to begin opening 
the boxes, or at least premature: it was less certain 
than ever whether the marriage that would make it 
worth while opening the boxes and unrolling the car­
pets would take place at all. He simultaneously hoped 
and no longer hoped. What did independence and 
freedom in marriage really mean-quite practically, 
what did they mean-? What was left was common 
property with all sorts of goods and chattels and a 
maid to keep them clean. And what about Hannes? It 
couldn't go on like this. Should Rolf simply tell his 
wife to drop it, using threats, an either-or, and give 
her till Christmas to think it over? It was a possible 
way of bringing this impossible situation to an end, 
but not a possible way of preserving or regaining 
her love. Should he simply wait? A provisional, hap­
hazard life, perhaps she'll come, perhaps she won't, 
perhaps he'd get used to it, perhaps he'd fall in love 
himself, and since everything passes, who knows, per-



haps a divorce would be premature-a life of blind 
patience-was that the solution? 

He stumbled from decision to decision, first one 
way, then another. How often had Rolf given advice, 
and where other people were concerned, with all due 
precaution, it was always much clearer in which di­
rection effort should be exerted. In short, Rolf found 
himself at that dead point where with the greatest ef­
fort one can only tear oneself apart, but not turn the 
wheel either forwards or backwards, and yet whether 
the wheel turns forwards or backwards depends on a 
trifle, perhaps on chance; and that was the bitterest 
thing of all, the thought that everything might be de­
cided as though of its own accord by a single word, • 
good or a foolish word . . .  

During that week he not only received Sturzeneg­
ger's promised card from Redwood City, California, 
but also a very queer telephone call from Paris. A 
manifestly agitated gentleman, who introduced him­
self as Stiller, talked some muddled nonsense and 
seemed to think Rolf was bound to know where his 
wife was, a man who absolutely refused to believe 
that Rolf was not well acquainted with his name. The 
excitable individual whose voice came to him over the 
telephone was undoubtedly none other than the fancy­
dress pierrot. (So what my public prosecutor stated 
earlier on is not quite true: he did know the name of 
Sibylle's friend, even if not through Sibylle herself, 
before Stiller's disappearance. I only mention this as 
an example of the fact that even a public prosecutor, 
in an entirely voluntary statement, does not manage 
altogether to avoid contradicting himself, as they ex­
pect us to do during an interrogation.) A very queer 
telephone call indeed; for Rolf had assumed that Sib­
ylle had gone off with her fancy-dress pierrot. Had 
the tv.'o of them missed each other in Paris? He re­
jected the thought that this call was an exceedingly 
cunning attempt to put him on a false scent; but once 
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in his mind the thought would not let go of him. He 
couldn't credit Sibylle with such a plan. No ! he said 
out loud, No! And from the very back of his mind 
came the echo, \Vhy not? He tried to throw off this 
suspicion, felt ashamed of himself and with the same 
breath as he felt ashamed of his mean suspicion 
he thought himself ridiculous for feeling ashamed, a 
fool. Wasn't anything possible now? His reason re­
volted at the idea. Was it possible that he would one 
day hate Sibylle, the mother of his son and moreover 
closer to him than anyone else he could imagine? He 
was afraid of meeting her again. 

It seems that this meeting, when it did take place, 
was an unfortunate affair. One morning in his office 
-it was November-he was told his wife wanted to 
speak to him, no, not on the telephone: she was sit­
ting in the ante-chamber. Now he really was in con­
ference, and she had to wait nearly an hour. It was 
eleven o'clock; couldn't they have simply lunched to­
gether? Rolf gave word for her to come in and went 
to meet her at the door with the mute question, 
\Vhat's wrong? Sibylle was rather pale, but cheerful. 
"Ah," she said, "so this is your office? "  and went 
straight over to the window to look at the modest 
view. Rolf didn't ask, How was it at St. Gallen? nor, 
How was it in Paris? It was for Sibylle to do the talk­
ing, he felt, not for him. She acted as though nothing 
had happened and was more on edge than he had 
ever known her, chatting as though she had only come 
to see his new place of work and smoking hurriedly. 
Rolf might have rung St. Gallen; he wisely hadn't 
done so. \Vas this what she wanted to find out? Sibylle 
thanked him for seeing to the move. \Vhat else? She 
had a secret in her eyes, fear too, though she didn't 
speak of it and didn't want to speak of it. The situa­
tion seemed to Rolf farcical, unbearable-Rolf behind 
his wide desk, Sibylle sitting opposite him in the 
armchair like a client. Did she want a divorce? 
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Suddenly he said against his will, "A Herr Stiller 
phoned, obviously your lover." He was sorry he had 
used this word, and at the same time he felt indigna­
tion that on top of everything else he now ought to 
apologize; instead of doing so, he added with a free­
dom from rancor which he knew very well to be full 
of condescension, "I suppose you met in Paris after 
all, the call came on Wednesday." At this Sibylle rose 
as though after a fruitless discussion, which in fact 
had not taken place at all, slowly and without speaking. 
and went over to the window. Rolf could see by her 
shoulders that she was crying, sobbing. She could not 
endure his hand on her shoulder, nor even his gaze. 
"I'm going," she said. "Where to? "  he asked. She 
crushed out her half cigarette in his ashtray, picked 
up her handbag, took out a small cloth and powder 
with which to put her face in order, and said with the 
most shameless levity, "To Pontresina." After a deep 
breath, during which Sibylle painted her lips, Rolf 
said once more, "As you like." Then came her foolish 
question, "Do you mind?" Then his equally foolish 
reply, "Do as you please." And so he let her go . . .  

And she actually went to Pontresina. 
At the beginning of December, when she returned 

bronzed by the sun, he suggested a divorce. She left 
the necessary steps to him. Rolf didn't know what to 
make of it all when she told him young Sturzenegger 
had written to tell her he urgently needed a secretary, 
and she had decided to go with Hannes to this Red­
wood City, California. Once again Rolf said, "As you 
like." He didn't believe it. The whole thing was j ust 
a childish farce. And even when she went to the Amer­
ican consulate to have her finger-prints taken, he 
didn't believe it. Was it up to him to make the first 
gesture of reconciliation? It wasn't in his power to 
make the first move, considering that he didn't even 
know what really had happened. It seemed to him 
that no marriage could be built on blind reconcilia-
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tion. Was she waiting for him to tell her to stay? Her 
passage on the lle-de-France had already been booked, 
as Rolf knew. Perhaps Sibylle had completely de­
serted him during the past summer, but even that 
wasn't the point: without a word from her that she 
wanted to stay, it was simply impossible for him to ask 
Sibylle without becoming ridiculous in his ignorance 
and thereby rendering ridiculous the marriage that 
was perhaps still possible between them. It was truly 
not possibfe, not like that anyhow. He felt he must not 
give way to her threats. A few days befoi·e Christmas 
Sibylle actually went to Le Havre with Hannes, who 
did not yet attend school, to embark for America. 



_5"th Notebook 

THE show put on today by my defending counsel, 
that diligent man who continues to defend the 
missing Stiller, was a total failure from his point of 
view-and yet this aperitif-confrontation with the 
leading critics of the little town was most enjoyable. 
A young gentleman's request that I should not take 
personally certain biting comments written seven 
years ago was touchingly superfluous. There was also 
a lady present, a mature personality, in character a 
"guardian of the temple," yet possessed of a human 
modesty that was apparent at the first glance. My as­
surance that I was not the Stiller they took me for 
visibly relieved the little �athering of critics, and on 
top of that came the whisky. I asked the lady why 
she had refused to shake hands with me at the begin­
ning. The situation became embarrassing again, but 
only for a few moments. If she had known it was 
about Stiller, the lady would not have come to this 
coffee-house table at all. Stiller must have behaved in 
an absolutely scandalous way towards this lady. My 
counsel looked at me, and my own curiosity was also 
aroused: the lady's silence provoked all sorts of con-
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jectures. Stiller had once written this lady a letter, I 
heard, calling her a "school-marm," just because she 
had been compelled, and would always be compelled, 
in the name of the spirit, out of love of the spirit and 
a profound sense of duty towards the art of all epochs, 
to deny him a place among true artists. I took the 
hand of this gracious and spirited lady, which was 
perhaps going too far, and said, "Frau Doktor, I 
couldn't agree more." The subject of discussion was 
a piece of sculpture I had recently seen in a public 
park. True, the lady's objections were not quite the 
same as my own, they were more subtle; but we con­
versed about strict criteria of judgment, and as a re­
sult we were very soon no longer concerned with the 
missing Stiller, who could not stand up to such cri­
teria, but with the lady herself, with criticism as such, 
about which the lady knew a very great deal. I could 
understand her resolve never to write about Stiller 
again, simply to consign Stiller to oblivion: what bet­
ter could I wish in my position, when the missing 
man gets in my way at every turn? And the gentle­
men, too, were very pleasant. You only have to assure 
a critic perfectly frankly that you are not an artist, 
and immediately he'll talk to you as though you 
knew as much about art as he does. 

Julika has gone away. Unfortunately when she came 
to see me before leaving, I was just being interrogated 
by the psychiatrist, who wouldn't allow the door to be 
suddenly opened for fear my soul might escape him. 
Her little good-bye present of cigars touched me pre­
cisely because they were the wrong brand again. As 
far as she is concerned, cigars are simply cigars, and 
as they are very expensive she's sure I'll like them. I 
do like them too-because they come from Julika. 

Julika has written from Paris. The letter was addressed 
to Herr A. Stiller, cfo Remand Prison, Zurich. And it 



arrived-unfortunately. It began, "My dear Anatol." 
She had a good j ourney and in Paris the sun was 
shining. The letter was signed "Your Julika." I slowly 
tore it into a hundred pieces; but what difference 
does that make? 

Today it was perfectly clear once more that we can­
not bury the failure in our lives, and so long as I try 
I shall never get out of the failure, there is no escape. 
But the bewildering thing is, other people take it for 
granted that I have no other life to produce, and so 
they consider what I take upon myself to be my 
life. But it was never my life. And I know that only 
in so far as it was never my life can I take it upon 
myself-as my failure. This means one must be capa­
ble of passing without spite through their confusiOn 
of identities, playing a part without ever confusing 
oneself with the part; but for this I must have a fixed 
point-

My public prosecutor admitted he had forgotten the 
flowers for his wife; to make up, he suggested that I 
should visit his wife in the nursing horne and take her 
the flowers myself (at his expense).  His wife, he 
thought, would be delighted. 

Dreamed about Julika. She was sitting in a boulevard 
cafe, perhaps on the Champs-Elysees, with writing 
paper and a fountain pen, looking like a schoolgirl 
who has to write an essay. Her eyes beg me urgently 
not to believe what she writes me, for she is writing 
under constraint; her eyes beg me to set her free 
from this constraint . . •  

Went to the nursing home today. 
Sibylle (my public prosecutor's wife) is a woman 

of about thirty-five, >vith black hair and very bright, 
lively eyes, beautiful in her happiness at being a 



:2.06 I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

mother, combining youth and maturity in one person. 
Women in this condition have something like a nim­
bus round them, which tends to embarrass the man, 
the stranger. Her face is brown and when she laughs 
one sees a mouth full of enviable teeth, a very power­
ful mouth. Fortunately her baby wasn't in the room, 
to be quite honest I'm rather at a loss with babies. 
When the sister led me through the double padded 
doors, she was sitting in a blue cane chair out on the 
balcony. The lemon-yellow dressing gown (Fifth Ave­
nue, New York) suited her admirably. She sat up in 
her chair, took off her dark sunglasses, and as the 
sister had to go and fetch a largish vase, we were im­
mediately alone together. I felt somehow very comical 
with my flowers. And then she unfortunately put 
her dark glasses on again, so that I could not read her 
eyes. Her husband, my prosecutor, had kindly lent 
me twenty francs, so that I appeared before the happy 
mother with an armful of long gladioli that quivered 
as I mounted the linoleum-covered stairs and rustled 
in their tissue paper. Thank God, it was not long be­
fore the sister returned with a rather cheap and nasty, 
but capacious vase. It was no easy matter to arrange 
the stiff gladioli in a reasonable cluster. (I should have 
much preferred roses, only, in view of the fact that I 
had to touch my public prosecutor for the money, I 
found them too dear.) It was tea-time, the sister had 
no idea that I had come straight from prison and asked 
me with the greatest solicitude- whether I preferred 
rolls or toast. At last we were alone again, this time 
without any prospect of an early interruption. 

"Stiller," she said, "what's all this nonsense? "  
I took her remark t o  refer t o  the gladioli. But it 

seems that she was referring to my denial that I 
was the missing Stiller. She removed her dark glasses, 
and I saw her bright, calmly affectionate eyes. Even 
though she had just borne a child by her husband, the 
thought of having been loved by this woman was 



perplexing. Of course, I stuck to my denial. I sat 
facmg her, my left foot crossed over my right knee, 
both hands clasped round my left knee, gazing out at 
the old plane trees in the park, while Sibylle sized me 
up. 

"You've grown very silent," she remarked. "How 
is Julika?" 

She asked rather a lot of questions. 
"\Vhy did you come back?" 
It was a curious afternoon, we kept on drinking 

tea when it was already cold, and the toast and rolls 
remained untouched. My silence (what was I to say? ) 
drove her to talk. At six o'clock, on the dot, she had 
to pacify her baby. 

I can now see their missing Stiller pretty clearly. He 
seems to be very feminine. He feels he has no will 
power, and in a certain sense has too much-he em­
ploys it in willing not to be himself. His personality 
Is vague; hence his tendency to radicalism. His intel­
ligence is average, but in no way trained; he prefers 
to rely on hunches and neglects the intelligence; for 
intelligence sets one before decisions. At times he re­
proaches himself with cowardice, then he makes de­
cisions which he later cannot keep. He is a moralist, 
like almost everybody who does not accept himself. 
He often runs unnecessary risks, or puts himself in 
mortal danger, to prove that he is a fighter. He has a 

�reat deal of imagination. He suffers from the classical 
mferiority anxiety that comes from making excessive 
demands on himself, and he mistakes his fundamental 
sense of shortcoming for depth of character, or even 
for religious feeling. He is a pleasant person, he pos­
sesses charm and doesn't argue. When he can't get his 
way by charm, he withdraws into his melancholy. He 
would like to be truthful. In him, the insatiable long­
ing to be truthful is partly due to a special kind of un­
truthfulness: he is uuthful to the point of exhibition-
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ism so that he can use the consciousness of being 
particularly truthful, more truthful than other people, 
as a means of skirting round a sore point. He doesn't 
know just where this point lies, this black hole, that 
keeps cropping up again, and he is afraid even \vhen it 
doesn't appear. He lives in anticipation. He likes to 
leave everything in suspense. He is one of those 
people ·who, wherever they are, cannot help thinking 
how nice it might be somewhere else. He flees the 
here-and-now, at least inwardly. He doesn't like the 
summer, or any other state of present fulfillment; he 
likes autumn, twilight, melancholy; transience is his 
element. Women very quickly have the feeling that 
he understands them. He has few men friends. 
Among men he feels he is not a man. But in his funda­
mental fear of being inadequate he is really afraid of 
women too. He conquers more than he can hold, 
and when his partner has once sensed his limits he 
completely loses his nerve. He is not willing, not 
capable, of being loved as the person he is, and there­
for he involuntarily neglects every woman who 
truly loves him, for if he took her love really seriously, 
he would be compelled as a result to accept himself 
-and that is the last thing he wants. 

No sooner is one in this country, than one has bad 
teeth. And no sooner did I report my toothache, than 
they wanted to take me to Herr Stiller's dentist. As 
though there weren't any others here! His name, by 
the way, was quickly traced through an unpaid bill 
which my counsel carries round in his folder. They 
phoned him at once. Fortunately (and to the visible 
regret of my counsel) this dentist turned out to have 
died recently. They made an appointment with his 
successor-that is to say, with a man who has never 
seen Stiller and cannot claim that he recognizes me. 



@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@ 

6th Notebook 

THE mtssmg Stiller's studio-as described by Frau 
Sibylle, the wife of my public prosecutor-must have 
been a big, light room, a garret somewhere in the Old 
Town, a room that looked even larger than it was 
through the lack of furniture, even of useful furni­
ture o n  which Sibylle could have put her hat and 
handbag. Her estimate of thirty by forty-five feet is 
probably an exaggeration, but how clearly Sibylle re­
members this studio in other respects. You walked on 
old, creaking pinewood planks with holes where the 
knots had been trodden out; and under a sloping roof, 
against which she had more than once bumped her 
head, there must have been something like a kitchen, 
containing a sink of red terrazzo, a gas cooker and a 
cupboard filled with all sorts of odd crockery. There 
must have been a couch too, for Stiller lived in the 
studio; also a bookcase, where Sibylle, the daughter of 
a middle-class family, first saw the Comnnmist Man­
ifesto, next to it Tolstoy's Anna Karenina, something 
by the oft-mentioned Karl Marx, then Holderlin, 
Hemingway, also Gide, and Sibylle herself from 
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time to time gave Stiller a book, which contributed 
to the motley character of this library. There were no 
carpets. On the other hand, Sibylle remembers a l l  five 
bends in a long stovepipe that appears to have been 
very romantic. And best of all, one could step boldly 
out on the parapet (no doubt she had to lift her nar­
row skirt to do so) which was surrounded by a rusty 
iron balustrade and covered in moss-grown grit and 
tar that stuck to her white shoes and was also verv 
romantic-with pigeons cooing in the gutter, with 
gables all round, with dormer windows and chimneys 
and party-walls, with cats, with courtyards where peo­
ple were fiercely beating carpets, with geraniums, 
with flapping washing and sounds from the Cathedral. 
An easy chair bought in a Salvation Army jumble 
sale was by then, unfortunately, already beyond use; 
the upholstery was moldy and it was better to sit on 
the garbage pail, which for Sibylle, my prosecutor's 
wife, evidently also possessed a quite special charm. 
At all events, one has the impression that in spite of 
everything she likes to remember that studio. Inside 
there was a grandfatherly rocking-chair, on which 
you could let yourself be rocked, which inevitably 
produced a mood of exhilaration, and everything here 
possessed for Sibylle, when she came from her tidy 
household, the magic of the provisional. The rubber 
tube on the tap was always attached with nothing 
more than a piece of string, a curtain hung on draw­
ing pins, behind this stood an old trunk with heavy 
hinges that was now used as a linen press. Wherever 
you looked in this studio, you had the feeling you 
could depart at any time and start a completely dif­
ferent life-that is to say, precisely the feeling Sibylle 
needed just then. 

Her first visit took him by surprise. 
"I've only dropped in for a moment," she said and 

wouldn't have believed herself that she was going to 
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stay till f!lidnight. "I must just see where you live and 
work . . .  " 

Stiller was unshaven and rather embarrassed about 
it. He gave her a Cinzano. And while he shaved at the 
sink behind the curtain, Sibylle looked around at the 
things hanging on the walls: an African mask, a frag­
ment of a Celtic axe, a portrait of Joseph Stalin 
(which later disappeared ) ,  a famous poster by Tou­
louse-Lautrec-ancf two once brightly colored but 
now faded banderillas from Spain. "What are these? " 
she asked. "They're used in bull-fighting," he ex­
plained briefly, still busy shaving. "Oh yes," said Sib­
ylle casually, "you've been in S�ain, Sturzenegger 
told us a crazy story about you . . . ' 

She sat in the rocking-chair and laughed, "You and 
a Russian gun." His silence showed she had offended 
him, which she naturally regretted. "Sturzenegger is 
an idiot," he said from behind his curtain. "He hawks 
that silly story around everywhere."-"Isn't it true, 
then? "-"Not the way Sturzenegger tells it, anyhow," 
he answered so irritably that Sibylle asked no more 
questions about the story of the Russian gun. She was 
trying to change the subject when she said, "But you 
were in Spain-" Sibylle was annoyed at herself, any­
one would have thought she had come to pump Stiller 
about Spain . . . 

They had met at an artists' fancy-dress ball, when 
they did not know one another's names and were 
therefore free from all sorts of inhibitions; they had 
exchanged caresses, and that was scarcely three weeks 
ago, caresses which later, when they met in reality, 
seemed almost unbelievable, hardly different from se­
cret memories of a dream about which the other knew 
nothing. After Sturzenegger, his friend, had revealed 
her name, it had become inevitable that they should 
meet again, if only out of curiosity to see what the 
face each one had kissed looked like without a mask. 
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They met over an aperitif; and since they found 
that they had much more to say to one another with­
out masks, they went for a walk afterwards, and this 
in turn •vas hardly a week ago; this walk, it seems, 
also led to caresses which, now that Sibylle was in his 
studio, seemed almost unbelievable, very little different 
from her memory of the fancy-dress ball-like a se­
cret memory of a dream about which the other knew 
nothing. Hence this embarrassment, this difficulty in 
keeping up a conversation . . .  

"So this is where you work?" asked Sibylle, and 
she herself found it a stupid, really quite superfluous 
question. She wandered about among the pieces of 
sculpture, resigned with some trepidation to the pros­
pect that Stiller would show her his work. "You 
know," she said, "that I understand nothing about art? " 
-"That's good," he said from behind his curtain and 
changed the subject himself. "You'll help yourself, 
won't you? The Cinzano is there to be drunk." Sibylle 
helped herself. She was standing glass in hand in front 
of a plaster cast, when Stiller, now shaved, stepped out 
and said, "That's my wife." It was a head on a long, 
columnar neck, more of a vase than a woman, 
strange, and Sibylle was glad that she wasn't expected 
to say anything. "Isn't that terrible for your wife?" 
she asked nonetheless. "I  should find it  terrible if you 
turned me into art like that! "  As a topic of conversa­
tion his art was now exhausted, and no other subject 
suggested itself. Now they stood as though they 
were only there to taste Cinzano, both of them one 
degree more stupid than they were in reality-all be­
cause of an understandable fear that at the least con­
tact they might relapse into caresses again, without 
really getting to know one another. 

"Why are you interested in that? " asked Stiller. 
"That story about the Russian gun?"  It interested 
Sibylle no more and no less than anything else out of 
his unknown past. It was Stiller, it seems, who couldn't 



get away from Spain, from the faded colorfulness of 
the banderillas with their sharp barbs. To avoid hav­
ing to relate the story of the Russian gun, which was 
manifestly painful to him, Stiller now began describ­
ing a Spanish bullfight in great detail, putting down 
his Cinzano to free his hands. He did not take the two 
crossed bcmderillas down from the wall, however: he 
seemed to be afraid of them. "Yes, yes," said Sibyll'! 
every now and then, "I understand-" Stiller seemed 
to be fascinated by bullfighting, and enthusiasm, 
thought Sibylle, suited him admirably, better than any 
mask. "And now," explained Stiller, "now comes the 
matador." In Sibylle's eyes the bull was dead long ago. 
"Why only now? " she asked. "When the bull's 
dead? " She hadn't been paying attention, at least not 
to the bullfight, but only to his face; Stiller had to 
begin the whole description again. "Watch out! " said 
Stiller, "-I'm the bull." 

He stood in the middle of the studio, and Sibylle 
had to rise from the rocking chair to play the part of 
the torero. She laughed at their respective roles. Sib­
ylle had absolutely no desire to kill a bull. Stiller 
found this casting of roles perfectly in order. There 
was no need for Sibylle even to take her hat off, on 
the contrary, a torero cannot look too elegant. First of 
all, then, the bull comes into the arena, and Sibylle 
had to imagine the dazzling brightness of the sunlit 
sand all round, the arena is divided between life and 
death, light and shadow, and all round are stands 
filled with people, as colorful as a flowerbed and 
buzzing with voices that now fall silent as Sibylle, 
the torero, comes a little closer. Really there are sev­
eral toreros who irritate the bull with their red cloths, 
but Stiller had to be content with Sibylle. The bull, 
as black as pitch, stands in the center like a gigantic 
funnel, and the combat begins playfully, almost like a 
ballet; the waving cloths are not very red, but 
bleached by the sun and more of a pink; still, the bull 
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doesn't quite know what to do and defends himself 
only casually, jabbing his horns into the void and pull­
ing up sharp in his charge, so that the dust rises in 
clouds. Up to now it has all been teasing, a flirtation, 
and they could perfectly well stop, the black bull is 
uninjured and still capable of pulling a plough across 
some Andalusian field. 

Sibylle was horrified when he told her about the 
picadors who now come along on their broken-down 
nags and jab their spears into the bull's neck to rouse 
him into a fighting fury. Sibylle involuntarily took 
off her hat; the fountain of pulsing crimson blood that 
was now streaming and gleaming across the panting 
bull's black hide made her quite nervous. Sibylle as­
sured Stiller she could never watch a real bullfight. 
But this made no difference to Stiller, veteran of the 
Spanish \Var, and now the wounded bull attacked; 
when the broken-down nag was drawn out of the 
arena with its belly slit open by the bull's horns and a 
garland of entrails dragging behind it, Sibylle had to 
sit down. 

"Stop it! "  she cried with both hands over her face. 
I3ut now, said Stiller, comes the incomparably beauti­
ful and elegant phase with those gaily colored ban­
derillas about which Sibylle had inquired, and as Sib­
ylle remained seated on the couch, Stiller had to 
change roles and leave the bull to her imagination, so 
that he could demonstrate the use of these banderillas. 
But, as I said, Stiller did not take the darts from the 
wall, he seemed afraid of them, as though he had per­
sonally experienced the lot of the bull. He made the 
demonstration without properties-both arms raised, 
as gracefully as possible, the body stretched and on 
the very tips of the toes to gain height, the stomach 
drawn in to avoid being slit open by the sharp horns 
of the charging bull, and then-now Sibylle had to 
watch closely-then in with the two gaily colored 
darts lil<e a flash of lightning, into the neck, not just 
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into the bull, but exactly in the neck, with grace and 
precision. Sibylle found difficulty in sharing his ad­
miration; he kept saying, "That really is something! "  
and wouldn't let the matter rest until she had ac­
knowledged, at least with a nod, that grace in the face 
of mortal danger was indeed an achievement. 

"And what about the bull ?"  she asked with an un­
dertone of partiality. "What about the bull ?"  He 
knows by now that it is a matter of life and death 
and that he will never again plough an Andalusian 
field. Smothered in blood and with a quivering sheaf 
of six b.vzderillas hanging in his flesh by their barbs, 
the bull stands still, showing the first signs of ex­
haustion, and tries to rid himself of his pain by shak­
ing off his sheaf of gaily colored darts, but in vain. 
Stiller showed her the barbs on the two banderillas. 
"And you call that beautiful? " she asked. Stiller 
didn't call it "beautiful," but there was something 
about it, apparently, that fascinated him, something 
painful too, almost something personal. In contrast to 
the lady, he was emphatically impartial ; but he ex­
perienced it all very much from the hull's angle, once 
clutching at his neck as though he had felt this sheaf 
of gaily colored banderillas. 

"And then," he remarked dispassionately, "the 
last round opens." Sibylle watched it from the couch, 
incapable of lighting the cigarette she had long ago 
placed between her lips. "Thank you," she said, show­
ing her silver Dunhill lighter, "I've already got a 
light." Well then, the last round. Stiller dubbed it 
grace versus crude force, light against darkness, spirit 
against nature. The spirit appears in the guise of a sil­
very white matador, his naked sword under a red 
cloth, not to kill, oh no, but to conquer, to perform 
the figures of deadly peril, one after the other, with­
out retreating a step, elegance is all, cowardice is 
worse than death, the aim is a victory of the spirit 
over animal life, and only when he has withstood 
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these dangers, withstood them according to all the 
rules of the art, only then may he use hi� sword. Si­
lence fills the arena, with all the rage of exhaustion 
the bull perceives the red cloth again and charges; 
the silvery white matador stands firm and the sword 
plunges, the audience go wild with acclamation and 
the bull stands with outspread legs, waiting, and sud­
denly he collapses to the front or falls sideways and 
d ies. His eyes roll, his legs stretch out, the rest is an 
inert lump, a black mass. Hats spiral down into the 
arena, flowers, ladies' gloves, cigars, wicker bottles, 
oranges . . .  Then at last Sibylle used her Dunhill 
lighter, and the conversation was open again-

There was no lovemaking. 
"Your wife is a dancer? " asked Sibylle at one 

point, but she learned little about this woman whom 
Stiller had turned into a vase; in fact, to judge by his 
attitude, she was really only a beautiful, rare, dead 
vase, to which Stiller was married, an object that was 
only present when Stiller thought of it: and at the 
moment Stiller had no real wish to think of it. On the 
other hand, were Sibylle's comments on her Rolf any 
more informative? Anyhow, there was one thing she 
did not tell him: that Rolf, her husband, was spending 
the night in London and would not be back until the 
following day. Why should she bother him with that? 
She was quite bothered enough herself by the thought 
of this "freedom" . . .  

"Did Sturzenegger ever show you our plans? "  she 
asked, and this question led all of a sudden to a sen­
sible conversation, for Stiller turned out to be an ar­
dent champion of modern architecture, about which 
he knew something, enough, anyhow, to make Sibylle 
interested for the first time in her own building, to 
make her enthusiastic in fact, enthusiastic about her 
own house. It was (so she says) such a pleasant, matter­
of-fact, sensible conversation that Stiller had no diffi­
culty in saying, "You'll stay to supper, won't you?" 



Actually, of  course, it had never occurred to Sib­
ylle to stay to supper; at most she had reckoned with 
the possibility of having a meal together somewhere 
in town. "Can I help you?" she asked rather awk­
wardly, as Stiller filled a saucepan with water and, 
still talking about architecture, set it on the old­
fashioned gas stove. "Do you like rice? " he inquired 
casually, lighting the gas. Of course, Sibylle had made 
up her mind to leave around nine o'clock, or ten 
o'clock at the very latest. "Rice," she replied at last. 
"That'll be lovely." Stiller had to get the garnishings 
for a Spanish rice dish, and after the bullfight a 
Spanish dish was the only possible choice; he had to 
hurry, otherwise the shops would be shut in his face. 
After a quick glance into his purse, which was ob­
viously not always full, Stiller went out and left his 
visitor alone in the studio . . .  

During this half hour, Sibylle felt rather strange. 
What did she want? And what didn't she want? Now 
she had time to think it over. She stood at the big 
window that looked out on the Great Minster, smok­
ing and trying to remember where she had parked her 
car, Rolf's car, and couldn't remember because there 
was so much else going through her head. Ridiculous! 
Supper in a studio-what did that amount to? Sibylle 
was then twenty-eight. She had loved twice in her 
life, no more and no less, and both times it had been 
an incursion into a life, into the other person's life. 
The first man she loved, a teacher to whom she owed 
her school-leaving certificnte, divorced his wife, and 
the second mnn married her. She had no talent for 
mere philandering. Or could this be learnt? A jolly 
fancy-dress ball pierrot, such as Stiller had seemed to 
her three weeks ago, and on top of that an artist, in 
other words a man without moral scruples, an impu­
dent and experienced rascal \\'ho was yet enough of a 
gentleman to mention no names afterwards--that 
might be just the thing to give Rolf, her self-confident 
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husband, the fright he had been needing for a long 
time. Only it seemed that Stiller was anything but an 
impudent rascal. The closer she came to know him 
the shyer he was, the more sympathetic, and in 
reality, here in his studio, there was nothing much 
left of the jolly pierrot. Stiller was a witty, but se­
cretly very depressed man, a man who had invisible 
banderillas in his neck and was bleeding. Also he was 
married. Why didn't they live together, Stiller and his 
ballerina? It was all very unclear. Was it a marriage 
that had failed, or a perfect marriage? In no case was it 
simple. What would happen if Sibylle really loved 
him? And this danger existed. Then again Sibylle said 
to herself, Nonsense! and turned down the gas flame 
a little because the water with the rice was already 
boiling. How different men could be. Sibylle had 
never met a man who shopped for her and cooked, all 
without the slightest inqmry as to what he should 
buy or how he should cook. Once the telephone rang. 
Naturally she didn't lift the receiver. The ringing had 
given Sibylle a disproportionate fright. Was it his 
wife? There was no reason why Sibylle should not 
have frankly introduced herself to hts wife. Ridicu­
lous! Sibylle positively wished that his wife would 
come in now. Or was it a sweetheart, who had rung so 
shrilly, so obstinately? 

His spatula on the big table, the full ashtrays every­
where, which Sibylle would have liked to empty, all 
sorts of unfamiliar tools, the rather grubby drying­
up cloth, newspapers all over the place, a tie on the 
door, all this was very masculine, his library rather 
boyish compared with Rolf's academic bookshelves, 
and Joseph Stalin not quite so frightening as usual, but 
nevertheless alien, not her type. Sibylle was pleased 
with everything that appeared to her strange. And his 
sculptures (I believe) seemed to her even stranger 
than Joseph Stalin. Was Stiller a real artist? She ad­
mitted to herself that in an exhibition she would have 
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passed b y  such things. She forced herself not to pass 
them by, but to form an opinion that would preserve 
her from love. This wasn't difficult: she didn't love 
Picasso either, not yet. And these things were much 
the same. Sibylle couldn't remember ever having read 
his name in the Neue Zurcher Zeitung; but even if 
Stiller were not a real artist, did this preserve her from 
loving him? 

She felt a great temptation to open a drawer here 
and there, but of course she didn't do so. Instead she 
turned the pages of a sketchbook, staggered by the 
feeling that she had fallen in love with a master, to 
judge by his sketches. Why was he so long? She 
hoped nothing had happened to him. A drawer that 
was almost open anyway contained all sorts of things, 
but no clues to Stiller's innermost life; it was an at­
tractive, almost boyish muddle-shells, a dusty to­
bacco pipe, electric fuses, wire pipe-cleaners, which 
her little Hannes would have so much liked to have, 
and all sorts of coins, receipts, overdue bills, a dried 
starfish, a bunch of keys that made one think of Blue­
beard, an electric bulb, an army pay-book, rubber 
patches for repairing bicycle tires, sleeping powder, 
candles, a rifle bullet, and also an old, but perfectly 
preserved brass plate bearing the name STILLER­
TSCHUDY , • , 

When Stiller entered, carrying paper bags, Sibylle 
was just standing in front of a photograph of the 
Acropolis with storm clouds. "Have you been to 
Greece too? " she asked. "Not yet," he answered 
gaily. "But we can go there, the frontier is open again 
now." He had managed to �et his tinned crab and 
also paprika, instead of rabbtt some fowl, tomatoes, 
peas, sardines instead of some other small fish, and he 
was ready to start cooking. Sibylle was allowed to lay 
the table, rinse the glasses and warm the plates. 
Even the salad he had to make himself; Sibylle was 
only permitted to taste, express delight and wash the 
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wooden dish. When the telephone rang again, Stiller 
did not lift the receiver, and for a time his gaiety 
seemed to have vanished. When the Valencia rice 
stood on the table smelling delicious, Stiller washed 
his hands and dried them with manly composure, as 
though there were no cause for festive animation. 
They sat down to their first meal together. "How do 
you like it? " he asked, and Sibylle stood up, wiped 
her mouth and gave him the kiss he had earned by his 
masculine culinary skill. (Rolf couldn't even make 
himself a scrambled egg! ) They set to. "Your health ! "  
h e  said rather awkwardly. There followed a matter­
of-fact conversation about the great difference be­
tween tinned crab and fresh crab-

And so on. 
When ten o'clock struck from the nearby Great 

Minster, loud enough for Sibylle to hear it distinctly, 
she couldn't think of leaving, despite her resolution­
"Y ou mustn't forget," Stiller was just saying, "that I 
was frightfully young. One day you wake up and 
read in the newspaper what the world expects of you. 
The world ! In actual fact, of course, it was only writ­
ten by a well-meaning snob. But suddenly you're a 
white hope. And along come those who have already 
arrived, wanting to shake your hand and make them­
selves pleasant, simply out of fear, as though they 
were Goliaths scared of young David. It's ridiculous. 
But there you stand with your delusions of grandeur 
-until, thank God, a Spanish Civil War breaks out." 
Sibylle understood. "Irun," he went on, "that was the 
first cold douche. I shall never forget that little com­
missar. I was no white hope in his eyes. He didn't say 
anything, but the way he looked at me showed that he 
considered me a dead loss. My idea of Marxism was 
sentimental twaddle. All the same, I had a training 
school for recruits behind me, I had learnt how to 
throw hand grenades and operate a machine gun. And 
then, too, I had a friend, a Czech, who vouched for 



2 2 1  

me-" Stiller spoke very slowly, filled his glass with 
chianti and held it, without drinking. 

"Saragossa," he went on, "that was the second 
blow. I volunteered, we were cut off, and someone 
had to try and break through the enemy lines, I was 
the first to volunteer. But they didn't take me! There 
I was, a volunteer who was left standing . . . Can 
you imagine how I felt? "-"Why didn't they take 
you? "-"They hemmed and ha'd until someone else 
stepped forward, my friend the Czech, he wasn't a 
man looking for death, but a real fighter . . .  That 
was the point," remarked Stiller, "I was really only 
looking for death. Without realizing it, may be; but 
people could smell it. During air raids, I was the one 
who refused to take cover, and I thought I was being 
brave! And that's how it happened later on the Tajo  
-" Now Sibylle naturally hoped she would hear the 
true story, but in vain. Stiller kept beating about the 
bush, losing himself in side issues, then in a detailed 
topography of Toledo and finally in a political com­
mentary. 

"To cut a long story short," he said eventually, 
"there we were in this rocky little valley, and I had to 
guard prisoners. I don't suppose they trusted me to 
do anything else. Out in front they were fighting for 
the glorious Alcazar, and there I was in this hot little 
valley guarding prisoners, in small groups. Fortu­
nately I had Anya at that time-" Stiller filled his 
glass with chianti again. "Who was Anya? " she asked, 
and once more they did not come to the ferry over 
the Tajo, but this time the digression interested her a 
great deal more directly. "Anya? "  he said. "She was 
my first love. A Polish girl. She was our doctor, a med­
ical student, I mean she worked as a doctor . . .  " 
Stiller drank from the glass in his hand, holding in his 
left a cigarette that had long since gone out; sitting 
like this he told her a few things about this Polish 
girl, describing her as a person who had always irn-
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pressed him, not by her beauty, but by all sorts of 
other things-a clear mind and at the same time 
plenty of temperament, a trace of Tartar blood, a 
born fighter, and at the same time a person with a 
sense of humor, a rarity among revolutionaries, as 
Stiller explained, "the daughter of educated parents, 
the first Communist in her family, a Good Samari­
tan who seemed herself to be invulnerable, moreover 
with an exceptional gift for languages, an interpreter 
in Spanish, Russian, French, English, Italian and Ger­
man, all of which she spoke with the same accent but 
with faultless grammar and a considerable vocabulary, 
and in addition an entrancing dancer-that was 
Anya," he broke off. "She used to call me her German 
dreamer." To judge by his expression, this was still a 
bitter pill for Stiller, one which he had not yet di­
gested after ten years. "Did she love you?" asked 
Sibylle. "Not me alone," answered Stiller, and sud­
denly jumped: 

"What's happened to your coffee?"-"Forgotten! '' 
she laughed. "In your reminiscence of Anya!"  Stiller 
apologized profusely. "Never mind," she said. "I 
don't want any coffee."-"You're not drinking any 
wine either," said Stiller. "\Vhat would you like?"­
"To hear your story about the Russian gun," she re­
plied, and Stiller, who had already got up to make the 
coffee, shrugged his shoulders. "There's not much to 
tell," he said. "My Russian gun was faultless, of 
course, I only had to press the trigger . .  :• 

There followed the final digression, an imfartial 
and quite superfluous description of the tactica posi­
tion, which Sibylle couldn't follow anyhow. "-well, 
there it is," he broke off, "Sturzenegger has told you 
the rest." 

It was now eleven o'clock, Sibylle could hear the 
hour striking on the Cathedral clock, with which she 
had become quite familiar. She didn't understand why 
this story was such a burden to Stiller; she only felt 



(so she says) that this hour was to him a confession. 
a confession which not Sibylle, but Stiller himself, 
had sought. "I don't understand" said Sibylle at last; 
but Stiller immediately interrupted her, "-why I 
didn't shoot?" That wasn't what Sibylle had meant. 
He laughed, "Because I'm a -failure. Quite simply, I'm 
not a man."-"Because you didn't fire, that day on 
the Tajo?"-"lt was treachery," said Stiller with im­
patient emphasis. "There's nothing to explain. I had a 
JOb to do, I'd even volunteered for it, I had orders to 
guard the ferry, perfectly clear orders. What more do 
you want? It wasn't I that was in the balance, hut 
thousands of others, a cause. I had to fire. What was 
I in Spain for? It was treachery," he concluded. 
"They should really have put me up against the wall." 
-"I don't know about that," commented Sibylle. 
"What did Anya, your Polish girl, have to say?" 
Stiller didn't answer this question at once, but ex­
plained how he had later talked his way out of the 
difficulty by telling the commissar the lie about the 
gun not gomg off. "What did Anya have to say? " he 
now smiled, twisting a cigarette until there was almost 
no tobacco left in the wrapping, and shrugging his 
shoulders, "Nothing. She looked after me until I was 
well enough to go home. She despised me."-"1 
thought you said she loved you?"-"lt was treach­
ery," insisted Stiller. "Love makes no difference to 
that. It was a failure." Sibylle let him talk, let him re­
peat himself first in different words and then in the 
same words, until he refilled his glass and drank. 
"Have you never talked to anyone about it? " she 
asked. "Not even to your wife? " Stiller briefly shook 
his head. "Why not? " she went on to ask. "Are you 
ashamed to talk to her about it? " Stiller evaded the 
question, "Probably a woman can't understand what it 
means. I was a coward." 

The bottle was now empty, a liter bottle of chianti: 
Stiller didn't give the impression of being drunk, he 
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seemed to be used to drinking. Was his drinking also 
somehow connected with this Tajo affair? Of course 
Sibylle couldn't simply take him in her arms; Stiller 
would have felt himself misunderstood as all men do 
when their seriousness is countered by a different 
seriousness, indeed, Stiller seemed already to be aware 
that Sibylle was permitting herself thoughts of her 
own, and he reiterated with apodictic melancholy, "It 
was a failure."-"And you imagined," smiled Sibylle, 
"that you were never going to fail in your life?" She 
had to make her meaning clearer: "You're ashamed of 
being as you are. Who demanded of you that you 
should be a fighter, a warrior, someone who can 
shoot? You feel you didn't prove yourself there in 
Spain. vVho's denying it? But perhaps you were trying 
to prove yourself someone you just aren't-" Stiller 
wouldn't swallow this. "I told you already," he re­
marked, "probably a woman can't understand a thing 
like that." And Sibylle thought, perhaps better than 
you like. But she only laughed, "You men, why do 
you always try to be so grand? I don't want to hurt 
your feelings, but-" Involuntarily she took hold of 
his hands, a gesture which Stiller apparently mis­
understood-anyhow, he looked at her with covert 
contempt, it seemed to her, not in an unfriendly way, 
but Stiller didn't take her seriously: he took her for a 
person in love expecting caresses and nothing else. 
She was a burden to him, a burden. He stroked her 
hair, the misunderstood man weighed down by trag­
edy, and now Sibylle, as though frozen by his tender 
condescension, couldn't utter a word. Stiller (she 
says) fancied himself in the role of a man with a 
wound; he didn't want to get over it. He took refuge 
behind it. He didn't want to be loved. He was afraid 
of it. 

"Now you know," he said, clearing the glasses 
away, "why I didn't shoot. What's the point of this 
story? I'm not a man. I've dreamt about it for years: I 



want to shoot, but the gun doesn't go off-I don't 
need to tell you what that means, it's a typical im­
potence dream." This remark, which he made while 
standing in the kitchen recess, upset Sibylle and she 
stood up. She was sorry she had come to his studio. 
She felt a sadness, which she concealed, and at the 
same time she was sorry for Stiller. Why didn't he 
want to be loved, really loved? There was nothing 
left for her but to play the part Stiller forced upon 
her and chatter with uncomprehending, inquisitive 
gaiety, until Stiller had to leave the room for a mo­
ment. 

She hoped she would never see Stiller again. 
When he came back from the landing, accompanied 

by the inevitable swishing of water, Sibylle had al­
ready combed her hair and her lips were freshly 
rouged. She had already put her hat on, too. Stiller 
was comp.letely dumbfounded. "Are you leaving?" 
he asked. "It's almost midnight," she said, picking up 
her gloves. Stiller didn't reply. "You silly fellow," she 
exclaimed suddenly. "Why?" he asked from the sink, 
where he was washing his hands. Neither of them 
knew what to say next, and Stiller went on drying 
his hands. "Come," said Sibylle, "let's go away"­
"Where to? "-"Away from here," she said. "I've got 
the car downstairs, I hope no body's noticed, but I think 
I forgot to lock it." Stiller smiled as though over an 
ingenuous girl. The meaning of his decision could not 
be seen in his face; anyway, he opened the little win­
dow of the kitchen to let the smoke out of the studio, 
and without a word took his brown coat from the nail, 
banged the pockets as one does to see whether one has 
the front-door key; then he looked at Sibylle, uncertain 
in his turn what she really had in mind, and switched 
off the light . . .  

The next day was not easy for Sibylle, or easy in a 
perplexing way. Some country inn by night, whert 
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there were no banderillas on the waH, but instead 
probably a text from the Bible or some other saying 
embroidered in cross-stitch-"Faithful and true," or 
"Honesty is the best policy," or whatever people do 
embroider on these things-in short, a country inn 
by night that may have smelt of dried pears and where 
cocks crowed outside the little window early in the 
morning, and on the other hand her familiar home 
with little Hannes, who hadn't died of his sore throat; 
both were such wonderful worlds, and the bewilder­
ing thing was that she could go from one to the other 
without any bridge. Around midday she rang up to 
find out whether Stiller really existed. And then, we 
may imagine, she went downstairs and out into the 
garden . . .  

It was spring, there was a lot to be done, digging, 
planting, raking, hoeing, and the ground was as dry 
as in summer. Sibylle took out the lawn-spray, set it 
up in the little meadow and let it patter on the bud­
dmg shrubs. A neighbor told her this was bad for 
the buds, so Sibylle dragged the spray off some­
where else where its swishin� would do no harm, but 
she had to have the swish ot water and her respected 
neighbor, who also knew better about the weather 
forecast, could jump in the lake if she didn't under­
stand. She should mind her own business, anyway. 

Little Hannes hadn't forgotten the promise she 
gave him yesterday to buy cane and blue tissue paper 
and make him a kite; she regretted her omission and 
promised to go into town tomorrow, and to make 
up for having forgotten, she also {lromised to take 
him to the circus, when it carne, and today he ·was al­
lowed to go with Sibylle t.o meet Daddy at the air­
port. Altogether, Sibylle h'ld an urge to see everyone 
happy, including Carob, the Italian maid, who was 
given the day off-the family could have a meal in 
town. Wh<�t a wonderful spring day! Even the neigh-



bor agreed about that. The forsythia was ablaze with 
yellow, the magnolia was beginning to blossom, and 
on top of this the lawn-spray conjured up a little 
private rainbow. And then, after four hours of valiant 
labor in the garden, Sibylle took another shower be­
fore once more changing her clothes. 

They reached the airport much too early. Hannes 
got a bowl of ice cream for his disappearing sore 
throat, but on no account was he allowed to take off 
his j acket, for fear the silly sore throat should come 
back again. There were aerophnes everywhere. They 
could have flown straight to Athens, Paris or even 
New York. Sibylle had no doubt that Rolf would 
see it in her face at the first glance. In any case, he 
was the person closest to her, the only one in whom 
she could, or wanted to, confide. 

The plane was forty minutes late, time enough for 
Sibylle to say in imagination everything that was never 
said in reality. For the moment the echoing loud­
speaker announced the landing of the plane from Lon­
don, and a crowd of unknown people descended 
from it and were shepherded towards the customs 
by a stewardess, and Sibylle, looking down from the 
terrace with little Hannes's hand in hers, saw Rolf 
gaze round, catch sight of his family and wave to 
them with a newspaper-at this moment Sibylle 
suddenly went mute inside, in fact she didn't even 
wave. She didn't realize it, but Rolf swore later that 
she didn't even wave, didn't even nod. She suddenly 
felt: What's it to him? And as she waited and waited 
for him to go through the customs, she even experi­
enced a slight feeling of anger at the way Rolf took it 
for granted she would be there to meet him at the 
end of every journey. Somehow Sibylle needed this 
armor of anger now. A wave with a newspaper, yes, 
but not a trace of delighted surprise; he simply con­
sidered it his right to find a waiting wife at the air-



:228 I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

port. This annoyed Sibylle so much that when he 
came out of the customs shed and kissed her, she 
gave him both cheeks, but not her mouth . . .  

"What's new? "-his usual question. On her way to 
the car she felt a trifle weak at the knees after all. 
During supper in town, in order to have some news to 
give him, she talked about young Sturzenegger, their 
young architect, and his fantastic luck in getting a 
commission in Canada or somewhere. Furthermore, 
young Sturzenegger had recommended a film they 
ought not to miss, and today was the last perform­
ance. As a rule Rolf was always very cheerful and 
gay after his trips, as though he came straight from 
the fountainhead of life. Now, overshadowed by her 
gaiety, he actually complained of feeling tired, spoke 
of heavy squalls over the Channel and wanted to go 
home, acting as though he came not from London, but 
from the front, a hero with a right to be coddled at 
home. Sibylle was also a trifle surprised, without 
letting it show, to discover how differently she re­
garded Rolf-not without love, but without the fear 
that he was hiding something, and free from the illu­
sion that she couldn't live without him, not without 
warm and sincere affection either, but the affection 
was mixed with compassion so that it contained an 
element of condescension which_ Sibylle did not want, 
but suddenly it was there, a subtle change in the tone 
of her voice that was more evident to her than to him. 
In order to show that his fatigue was not her 
fatigue, she proposed that she should go to the 
recommended film alone. Rolf raised no objection. 
She dropped the idea-not because of a bad conscience, 
which she did not have even now that she was face to 
face with him, but rather out of a motherly feeling. In 
the car, which Sibylle drove, it was not Rolf who put 
his hand on her arm, but the other way round, even 
though Sibylle was at the wheel. 

He said, "You look magnificent." She said, "Yes, I 
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feel fine." And she thought with relief that now he 
knew everything. She probably looked at him a few 
times, finding it hard to believe that a man could take 
it so calmly. It was almost funny. It must have been a 
difficult moment (for Sibylle) when Rolf, the father 
of her child, put his luggage in the hall and hung up 
his coat with the intention of staying the night here. 
A monstrous idea! Sibylle thought she was going to 
burst into tears; he didn't notice that either, but talked 
about the frantic impoverishment of the British Em­
pire. Little Hannes had already !>aid his prayers and 
been put to bed; Sibylle no longer had any convinc­
ing reason for running away from the frantic impov­
erishment of the British Empire. She wouldn't have 
revoked anything, anything at all, even if she could; 
but how was she to get through this evening, when his 
blindness, which Sibylle could not understand, made 
it so easy to remain silent, and yet impossible? 

Rolf was standing in the kitchen by the refrigera­
tor, drinking a glass of beer, and asking the distant 
Sibylle whether she had been to the building site in 
the meantime. Sibylle had made up her mind to slip 
quietly out of the house while Rolf stood in the 
kitchen drinking his beer, to go off somewhere, not to 
Stiller, but somewhere. Rolf must have heard the latch 
click; he came and found her in her overcoat, key in 
hand, pale or blushing, but with a strange presence of 
mind. "The dog," she said, the dog had to be let out. 
And Rolf put down his glass to take the dog out. 
more helpful than usual. Had he really no inkling? 
Was he shamming? Did he really not care? Or was he 
stupid, quite incredibly stupid, or so hugely conceited 
that he imagined no other man could possibly com­
pete with him, or what did it all mean? 

Sibylle sat there in her overcoat. And yet in a way 
Rolf was right, it didn't make any difference, it 
seemed to her: it took nothing away from him. But 
he must know. Every hour more, every quarter of an 
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hour, poisoned everything that had been between 
Rolf and her. She was crying. Did she really regret 
it after all? And she felt ashamed before Stiller, who 
was now so far away, she was afraid that in the mo­
ment that was drawing ever closer when Rolf brought 
the dog back and she told him, she might diminish the 
night that was past, diminish it to the point of be­
trayal, betrayal of Stiller and herself. She could see 
it already: Rolf wou!d put his arm round her shoul­
ders with a kind of understanding and consideration 
that buried everything; he wouldn't take her rather 
silly little intermezzo seriously, and she, the be­
trayer, would hate him because of her own betrayal. 
Wouldn't it be more honest in the end to say nothing 
about it? And suddenly it seemed to her as though 
everything that went to make up a home had the sole 
purpose of rendering honesty impossible. Why wasn't 
Stiller there? Her husband appeared to her so strong, 
so invincibly strong, not because he had "right" on 
his side, but simply through his personal presence: it 
was as though Stiller were hidden by a hundred 
things, by this piano, by furniture and carpets and 
books and the refrigerator and a mass of things, mere 
things, that seemed to come to Rolf's aid, obstinate, ir­
refutable. A home like this was a bastion, she thought, 
an elegant but underhand trick. On the point of 
ringing Stiller, just to hear his forgotten voice, she 
heard the dog barking and hung up; at last she took 
off her coat, utterly exhausted and ready to capitu­
late in the typical woman's way-to let everything be 
decided by which of the men conquered the other and 
thereby Sibylle. Rolf found her busy with household 
tasks. Not unreasonably, he found it unnecessary for 
Sibylle to check the monthly bills from the milkman 
and the butcher at this particular moment, he thought 
it unfair to a husband who had just arrived from Lon­
don, and showed his ill-humor, yes, it looked as 
though the evening would go off in a state of marital 



ill-humor of an everyday kind, in other words pretty 
well. 

That this was not the case, seems to have been due 
mainly to Rolf. He flung his beer glass into the sink. 
"\Vhat's the matter? " she asked. He deduced from her 
unfriendliness that Sibylle, his dear wife with her 
old-fashioned ideas, once more suspected him; Rolf 
had had enough. He found it so petty, so narrow­
minded; once more (but with a clear hint that it was 
for the last time) Rolf delivered his "lecture" and re­
fused to be interrupted, no, Sibylle must really de­
velop a more generous conception of marriage, she 
must have confidence, must grasp the fact that Rolf 
loved her, even if he did occasionally meet another 
woman while he was traveling; besides, that hadn't 
even happened this time, but like all men he was par­
ticularly concerned about the principle of the thing, 
and he hoped to bring Sibylle to a more mature con­
ception of marriage, to the realization that there must 
be a certain amount of freedom even in marriage. 
He forbade fits of jealousy. But this chance passed too. 
Sibylle wanted to assure him that she understood him 
as never before, that she felt no trace of j ealousy; it 
would have been the truth but at the same time down­
right mockery, and she couldn't utter a word, not a 
word. 

Sibylle's only wish was to be alone as quickly as 
possible. It was horrible, it was becoming farcical. 
When Sibylle gave him a hearty kiss on the forehead, 
she felt superior in a way that made her feel ashamed. 
Involuntarily, she locked her door. Her happiness 
wasn't a dream. As soon as Sibylle found herself 
alone, it filled her again in all its reality. Tact alone 
prevented her from singing. But her silent happiness 
was apparently audible through the walls, and her 
husband, although he had said everything that needed 
saying, could not rest. The locked door took him 
aback; he insisted on coming into her room, and 
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only when he was sitting on her bed ready to play the 
Good Samaritan, having obviously expected a tear­
stained face and dumbfounded to see a happy one, 
did the truth begin to dawn on Rolf. He asked, "What's 
happened?" Sibylle couldn't find the right words in 
which to tell him a thing like that; she said, "You 
know quite well." Rolf's choice of words wasn't par­
ticularly fortunate either, "You've been with a man?" 
Sibylle said Yes and was glad to be rid of her silence, 
relieved and now completely happy for the first time. 
Rolf stared at her. She begged him to ask no more 
questions now and to leave her alone. Rolf (says 
Sibylle) took it with remarkable composure. He even 
went away for a few days in order to leave Sibylle in 
peace, for which she was grateful to him from the 
bottom of her heart. After his return he was also 
(says Sibylle) remarkably composed. 

It would ill become me to describe the lovers' happi­
ness which Sibylle, my public prosecutor's wife, ex­
perienced or hoped to experience during the follow­
mg weeks. Whether this happiness was as great as the 
other two partners-Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy on the 
one hand, and my friend and prosecutor on the other 
-imagined, seems to me dubious. A homeless love, a 
love with no dwelling-place in everyday life, a love 
that depends on hours of enchantment, we know what 
that amounts to; sooner or later it is a despairing affair, 
embraces in the growing corn or the nocturnal dark­
ness of a wood-for a time it's romantic, exciting, then 
ridiculous, a humiliation, an impossible business all 
their joint sense of humor could not save, for they 
were no longer a couple of secondary-school children, 
but grown-up people, a man and a woman, both of 
them already married . . .  

Sibylle (so she says) understood his hesitations 
about receiving her in his studio, where everything re­
minded him of his sick Julika. She regretted i t, be-



cause, as I have said, his big, light studio appealed to 
her, but she understood. What would Sibylle not have 
given to have a healthy rival, a woman who was her 
equal, to whom she could have offered friendship or 
open conflict, yes, even a fury of jealousy who laid 
moral mines for her everywhere in society, or a 
crazy woman who made ridiculous threats with the gas 
oven, a gallant fool who headed straight for counter­
adultery-she would have preferred anything to this 
sick woman who retired to a sanatorium at Davos and 
immediately put the healthy ones in the wrong, and 
on top of this a woman Sibylle had never seen face 
to face, a phantom! But that's how it was, and so his 
studio was out of the question. Where else could they 
meet than in God's open air and a few inns? A rainy 
week was as disastrous for their love as will o' the 
wisps and midsummer night's dreams are for other 
people's; the inns began to repeat themselves; the 
roads round the .:own began to lead nowhere; their 
conversations began to grow melancholy, witty, but 
melancholy-in a word, it couldn't go on like this . . .  

And yet they really loved one another. 
"Come," said Sibylle one day, "let's go to Paris." 

Stiller laughed uncertainly. "Don't worry, I've just 
been to the bank," she said. "All we have to do is to 
find out when the train leaves." Stiller asked the waiter 
for a timetable. There was no lack of trains to 
Paris. And one day, it was in July, they actually got as 
far as the platform and sat on a bench underneath the 
electric clock, the tickets in their pockets and 
equipped with toothbrush and passport. "Are we go­
ing or aren't we? " asked Stiller, as though the inhibi­
tions were all on her side, not on his. The porter was 
already going from carriage to carriage. "Take your 
seats," he shouted. "Take your seats please." She felt 
sorry for Stiller. There could be no doubt about his 
resolution to put her wishes into action at last, but sud­
denly Sibylle found she had lost all desire to go; she 
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was upset by the grimness of his determination. "What 
about Julika?"  she asked. Meanwhile the hand of the 
electric clock was jerking on from minute to min­
ute. At bottom (so she says) Stiller was glad that the 
hesitation, in appearance at least, came from her, 
whereas he, with her suitcase in his hand, represented 
masculine ruthlessness personified. The doors were 
being shut of one carriage after the other. Sibylle sat 
where she was, she felt so clearly that the phantom 
was already sittin� inside, and Sibylle had no desire to 
wander about Pans with a {>hantom . . . 

The train left the station; they remained on the 
platform with the resolve that Stiller would first go to 
Davos and speak quite openly to the sick Julika­
there was nothing else for it. 

Stiller went to Davos in August. 
For her part Sibylle felt perfectly free, even if her 

husband's remarkable composure (as she says) got 
on her nerves. Every time they sat down to black 
coffee, when little Hannes was no longer there, she 
waited for the heart-to-heart talk. In vain, Rolf merely 
said, "If you're free on Thursday evening, there's that 
organ recital in the Fraumi.inster . . .  " Sibylle saw 
to the percolator. "I'm not free," she said, and that was 
the end of the organ recital. She could have killed 
Rolf: he allowed her a freedom, an independence 
that was downright insulting. It wasn't Rolf, but Sib­
ylle, who burst out: "I don't understand you, you 
know I love someone, that I see him practically every: 
day, and you don't even ask what his name is. That s 
ludicrous! " Rolf smiled: "What is his name then?" In 
response to such condescension Sibylle naturally 
couldn't tell him, and they waited silently for the cof­
fee. "I think I told you," remarked Rolf chattily, "that 
they want to have me as public prosecutor . . .  " Rolf 
always had something With which to evade the issue, 
something important, something objective. 

At last the coffee boiled in the glass sphere, the 
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steam whistled. It couldn't go on like this with Rolf 
either, she thought. Amongst other things, money 
was suddenly beginning to assume an importance: 
not for Rolf, but for Sibylle. She was secretly hurt at 
the way her dear Stiller took it as a matter of course 
that every stitch Sibylle wore had been paid for by 
Rolf; Stiller earned almost nothing, true, and he 
couldn't go and fetch money from the bank, she re­
alized that, and yet it secretly hurt her, against all 
commonsense. The most Stiller ever did was to call 
her a spoilt darling, feel the quality of her new ma­
terial and praise her choice of colors; but the idea-­
which Sibylle would straight away have affectionately 
talked him out of, that goes without saying-the idea 
that Stiller ought no longer to let Rolf buy her clothes 
for her, never so much as crossed his mmd. It didn't 
worry Stiller, no, and it didn't worry Rolf either. 
Often (so she says) she found both men impossible. 
Then she felt an itch to take it out of him. "By the 
way," said Sibylle, "I need some money, but rather 
a lot. The fact is, we are thinking of spending this 
autumn together in Paris-" She looked at him out of 
the corner of her eye after this remark; Rolf said 
nothing. The one thing she hadn't expected hap­
pened, to wit, nothing. She filled his cup and set it 
down in front of him. "Thanks," he said. Either Rolf, 
her husband, was opposed to her going to Paris with 
another man (and with Rolfs money),  or Rolf wasn't 
opposed to it; there was no third alternative that she 
could see. 

Sibylle filled her own cup. "So you want to go to 
Paris," was all he said. Sibylfe didn't leave him without 
further explanation: "I don't know for how long, 
maybe only a few weeks, maybe longer-" Rolf 
didn't jump up from his chair, he didn't smash a cup 
against the wall, this Rolf with his ridiculous com­
posure, to say nothing of falling on his knees and 
beseeching Sibylle to come to her senses and stay 
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with him. Nothing of the sort. Rolf blushed slightly 
for an instant; he had probably imagined that the 
affair with the fancy-dress pierrot was finished, and 
now he had to get used to the idea of her happy 
adultery all over again. But why did he have to, in 
heaven's name? Rolf stirred his coffee. Why didn't 
he throw a flowerpot at her, or at least a book? When 
she saw his cup trembling slightly, it aroused no re­
morse in her, not even pity, but rather disappointment, 
bitterness, scorn, sadness. "Or have you anything 
against it?" she asked, passing him the sugar and ex­
plaining her reasons: "You know what it's like here, 
there will only be gossip if people see me. It makes no 
odds to me. But it's unpleasant for you. Especially 
now that they want you for a public prosecutor. I'm 
sure it will be much better for you, too, if we live in 
Paris . . .  " She looked at him. "What do you think, 
Rolf?" 

He took a sip, stirred, sipped, blew and stirred, as 
though nothing else was so important at the moment 
as drinking this hot coffee. Quite casually came his 
matter-of-fact inquiry: "Yes, well roughly how much 
money do you need?" Cowardly as men always are 
when they are not doing the attacking themselves, 
he immediately sought refuge in practical matters, 
whereas Sibylle wanted to hear what he felt, what he 
hoped. Was Sibylle in Paris with another man a matter 
of indifference to him? Did he find it quite in order? 
Did he find it unbearable? Sibylle asked him straight 
out: "What do you think of it? " 

Rolf was now standing at the big window, show­
ing her his broad back, with both hands in his pockets 
like a bystander watching a fire. His back seemed to 
her so broad, his head so round and fat. She shot at his 
tranquility: "I love him," she said unasked. "We really 
love each other," she added. "Otherwise we wouldn't 
be going to Paris together, you'll believe me when I 
say that, I'm not irresponsible." And then men al-



ways have to get back to work, yes, yes, it was already 
ten minutes past two; a sitting, the bastion of their 
indispensability, Sibylle knew all about that. If Rolf 
didn't go back to work now, law and order would 
break down all over the world. "You must know 
yourself," he said briefly, "what is the right thing 
to do." And then, after he had put on his overcoat 
and forced the buttons into the wrong holes, so that 
his wife had to button it up properly, he added in 
rather a melancholy tone, "You must do what you 
think right," and left • • .  And Sibylle, alone in her 
room, wept. 

In this sense, then, Sibylle was free. 
Stiller, on the other hand, came back from Davos 

having settled nothing and acted as though his balle­
rina were on the point of death; under these circum­
stances a trip to Paris was out of the question. Once 
more they sat at the edge of a wood-aU round the 
ripe corn had already been cut, summer was passing, 
thunder clouds were gathering above the blue lake, 
a bumblebee zigzagged humming through the sum­
mer stillness, the heat haze quivered over the fields, 
hens were cackling in the farmyards, and the world 
was a faultless, perfectly arranged, positively inspiring 
affair. Only their happiness (or what they expected 
from their love) was very complicated. They sat si­
lently on the ground, two adulterers with their hands 
tenderly interlocked, each with a blade of grass be­
tween lips stretched tight with care, and the only 
thing in this world that was not complicated seemed 
to them to be marriage, not marriage with Rolf and 
not marriage with Julika, but marriage to one another. 

In the entirely rancorless recollection of this mag­
nificent woman-1 can see her before me while I 
write, in her blue wicker chair as she was the other 
day in the nursing home when I brought her the 
gladioli, with her lemon-yellow dressing gown and 
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black hair-there is one point that would cause the 
missing Stiller no little astonishment, namely the fact 
that this summer or autumn, without ever saying a 
word to Stiller, she expected a child by him (it would 
now have been six years old) • . •  

I will record the facts: 
It was in September, and Stiller was very busy 

with all sorts of arrangements for an exhibition; im­
portant personages considered it desirable, indispensa­
ble, that Stiller should make another public appearance. 
"Am I in the way?" asked Sibylle, as Stiller, after 
greeting her with an almost perfunctory kiss, went on 
sawing at a stand. She looked at him. A man never 
looks so handsome, she thought, as when he is work­
ing with his hands. "I don't want to hold you up," she 
said, "but I just had to see you today . . .  " She gave 
away nothing else, especially as Stiller did not inquire 
why she felt this need. The important things now 
were the stands. "When is he coming," asked Sibylle, 

· "this man from the art gallery?" She tried to take an 
interest. Outside it was a mild, blue September day. 
There were at least nine more stands to be made and 
then painted or varnished-quite an undertaking; the 
wrong stand can make a great deal of difference, and 
what a lot of stands still needed varnishing, while 
from others, which were fortunately already var­
nished, the varnish had to be removed! That was the 
job at the moment. 

"What about your wife," asked Sibylle, "are you 
goin� to exhibit her? " She had put on a kettle for tea 
and It was already boiling, so she was also occupied. 
"I've brought you something," said Sibylle. "I've been 
baking." And she showed him a fresh cake, a so-called 
seed cake; Stiller was touched, without looking at it, 
and talked about humbug. Sibylle couldn't see any 
difference in his sculptures; so why had they sud­
denly become humbug? And there was a letter from a 
curator, a hymn to Stiller, so that one might almost 



feel afraid Stiller would disappear in a cloud of 
fame. 

"The tea's ready," she announced and waited; she 
would never have thought that an art exhibition called 
for as much preparation as an invasion (Rolf had been 
talking to her about Churchill's memoirs over coffee), 
and she was sorry for Stiller. "How do you like the 
poster?" he asked, rubbing away at a stand with glass­
paper. Sibylle hadn't even noticed the sketch on a 
piece of packing paper. "There's to be a poster as 
well?" she exclaimed m astonishment, and true enough, 
it was a proper poster like they have for Furtwangler 
or Persil. She thought it frightful-A. Stiller, his be­
loved handwriting on every hoarding, enlarged as 
though under a microscope. Hadn't men any shame? 
If he'd enjoyed it, at least; but Stiller cursed the whole 
exhibition. Then why did he do it? He drank his tea 
standing up and ate her cake while he talked, not even 
noticing the showers of crumbs that were falling 
everywhere . . .  

Sibylle soon left him; it seemed to her that this was 
no moment to win him over to fatherhood, and she 
was glad he hadn't simply let her go, but had arranged 
to go sailing with her at five o'clock. She was happy 
to be able to meet him again that day. Merely to pass 
the time, she strolled along the Bahnhofstrasse in the 
September air, from window to window, from shop 
to shop, until she had found the nicest tie in Zurich. 
Unfortunately, it struck her, Stiller had no shirt that 
would go with this tie. She bought a shirt to go with 
it. 

When sailing (says Sibylle) Stiller was always like a 
boy, so serious, without brooding, so relaxed, so happy 
with his toy; he handled the tiller and rope, while 
Sibylle lay in the bows, a hand or a foot in the rippling 
water. Here on the lake she was free from the ph:m­
tom. The shores were lost in the autumn mist, their 
sail gleamed in the pale light of the declining sun, in 
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the east the sky was already turning to purple dusk, 
and the water beside their gliding boat was shadowy, 
almost black under a light surface. Sibylle rested her 
head on her elbows so as to have the ever more ob­
lique rays of the sinking sun full in her face, heard the 
gurgling under the boat when it rocked in the waves 
of a steamer, and looked at Stiller, her busy steers­
man, out of screwed-up eyes-his face, his narrow 
head, his pale hair in the wind, yes, she liked him 
very much, this man who was perhaps already the 
father of her second child. How would Rolf take it? 
Actually she felt quite indifferent. Apropos Rolf: to­
morrow he would take up his duties as public prosecu­
tor. How able they were! Each in his own way. And 
Sibylle made up her mind to be sensible, to be con­
tent. In spite of everything. She was still young, and 
there was plenty of time. Something would happen. 
Perhaps she would have a child, perhaps Julika would 
die, perhaps a star would fall from heaven and 
straighten everything out. 

As always when they were sailing, they spoke little. 
Above the lake hummed the town with its traffic, 
schoolchildren waved from a homeward-bound steam­
boat, and seen like this with one's head lying flat the 
world consisted entirely of colors, of highlights, re­
flections and shadows, of sound and silence; this was 
not the moment to reach decisions. Why shouldn't 
it be possible to love two men? Stiller was her intimate 
friend, he was not a man who subjugated. Rolf sub­
jugated. That could be terrible, but in many re­
spects it was simpler. Rolf didn't make sisters of 
women. At one point they scraped against a buoy, so  
that there was a grating noise, and Stiller, who had 
been talking about his exhibition and not watching 
out, apologized. Rolf never apologized; Rolf was self­
righteous. One could be frightened for Stiller-not for 
Rolf. Both of them rolled into one, that would have 
been the ideal! Rolf often seemed to her like a big dog, 



a St. Bernard, which it was better not to put on the 
lead for fear of being pulled over. Stiller seemed to her 
like a brother, almost like a sister . . . 

It had imperceptibly grown cool, and Sibylle stood 
up, walked along the swaying boat to Stiller, took 
his head between her wet hands and kissed him over 
and over again. He let go of the rope, so that the sail 
flapped, and asked, "What's the matter? " Sibylle didn't 
yet know herself. 

"Men are funny," Sibylle still thinks so today: "You 
with your seriousness! For hours and days, some­
times for weeks, one could imagine you want nothing 
else than the nearness of a woman you love, you seek 
this nearness thoughtlessly, you'd shrink from noth­
ing, one supposes, from no danger, from no ridicule 
and certainly not from brutality, if anyone stood in 
your way, there is only the woman, it seems, the 
woman you love-and then, in the twinkling of an 
eye, it's quite different, suddenly it turns out that a 
sitting is important, so important that everything has 
to be fitted in with it. You suddenly become edgy, you 
find the woman a fond burr that you can't shake off. I 
know this silly consideration for all sorts of strangers, 
for everyone but the woman who loves you. You and 
your serious affairs of life! An international conference 
of lawyers, the curator of an art gallery-suddenly 
there are once more things that must on no account be 
neglected. And woe to the woman who doesn't un­
derstand that, or even smiles! And then, in a twinkling 
of an eye, you're like little Hannes during a thunder 
storm again. Isn't that true? These same men have to 
put their heads on our shoulders, so as not to despair, 
to feel that they are not entirely lost in this serious 
world, not entirely superfluous with all their legal 
eminence and art exhibitions . . .  God knows," she 
laughed, "you're a queer lot! " 
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One day at the end of September Stiller said over the 
telephone, "Get ready, we're going to Paris." She 
couldn't believe her receiver. "Are you serious? " The 
cheerful voice answered, "Why not? " Still half in 
doubt whether Stiller was not joking, already half 
joyously serious she asked, "When?" The cheerful 
voice answered, "Tomorrow, today, when you like." 
(They knew the trains to Paris by heart; there was a 
night train that came in through the suburbs of Paris 
at first light, then breakfast with the early workmen 
in a bar at the Gare de l'Est, coffee and brioches, 
followed by a stroll through the great covered market 
full of vegetables and fish-and suddenly, as in a fairy 
tale, all this was within their grasp? ) "I'm coming 
over right away," said Sibylle; but it wasn't as simple 
as that, for in the morning Stiller was receiving an­
other visit from his curator, and in the afternoon 
Sibylle had to take little Hannes to the circus. "After 
the circus then," she said and put down the receiver, 
as dizzy as a person who has just won a prize, empty 
with happiness . . .  

At last things seemed to be moving. 
"What shall we say," asked Rolf over coffee, "we 

must order the removal van, when would it suit you? 
I've no intention of making the whole move by· my­
self. Will you be here next week?" Sibylle quite un­
derstood his urgency, troublesome as she found it. 
"Yes, yes," she said, "I know, but I can't tell you to­
day."-"When will you be able to tell me? "-"To­
morrow."-"Why are you so on edge? "-"I'm not on 
edge," she retorted. "Why should I be on edge? " 
Sibylle had hoped she would be able to let her deci­
sion mature; now she suddenly had a twenty-four hour 
ultimatum. After all, it concerned everything in the 
world that mattered to her, Stiller, Rolf, Hannes, it 
concerned a life that was not yet born, people to 
whom her heart was bound, it concerned herself, it 
involved the q.uestion whether Sibylle would be capa-



ble of choosing her life for herself. All this was in the 
balance. And Rolf wanted to know by tomorrow, so 
that he could order the removal van, tomorrow over 
coffee . . .  

The children's performance at the circus (says 
Sibylle) was anything but a distraction for her; on the 
contrary, this was where she reached her decision­
for Paris, for Stiller, for the risk. By daylight, thought 
Sibylle, these circuses look much shabbier, down­
right pathetic; the dilapidation behind the showy fa­
(fade is visible everywhere; this makes the light under 
the tent with the sun shining on it all the lovelier, a 
light like amber, and on top of this the estrades filled 
with a motley crowd of children and the buzz of 
their voices, and then the brass band, the stench of 
beasts, and every now and then a roar as though from 
the jungle. Sibylle found it magnificent. In Paris, she 
thought, there would be some kind of a job she could 
do, any sort of job, that was part of the risk. Sibylle 
was not afraid. The clown who opened the per­
formance evidently took the children for stupid adults, 
his success was meager, and little Hannes, at the cir­
cus for the first time, stared at the silly man without 
smiling, only glad when he stumbled, and didn't want 
him to come back. Sibylle was to tell the clown not 
to come back. But then came the leaping tigers! The 
crack of a whip and hoarse growling-Sibylle was 
fascinated, and for a few minutes she even forgot 
Paris, while Hannes sucked a sweet and asked why 
the nasty animals had to keep jumpin� through the 
hoop. He couldn't see any proper pomt in it. The 
seals, on the other hand, enchanted him, and on top of 
all the decisions she had to make, Sibylle now had to 
decide whether she wouldn't like to be a seal. While 
the horses were waltzing Hannes wanted to go home. 
Now Sibylle could easily have gone to Stiller. She 
didn't do so. Not yet. And then, as the lives of seven 
men hung from the smiling teeth of a girl on the 
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trapeze, Hannes spotted down below through the 
estrade a scruffy-looking man in boots, who was dress­
ing up all kinds of dogs in quaint little jackets, black 
dress suits and white bridal veils, and the dogs could 
scarcely wait. After this, Sibylle had to take little 
Hannes on her knees, so that he shouldn't fall down 
between the scaffolding. By this time, it seems, she 
had made up her mind. And yet all her attention 
was on the daring act on the glittering trapeze. She 
would manage somehow, she thought. Suddenly 
the children all round yelled their approval with a 
single voice: the silvery trapeze lady had just left her 
celestial swing with a salta mortale, bounced up and 
down in the net, and just look, she hadn't broken 
her neck, and the orchestra blared out Verdi. Interval. 
Hannes wanted to go outside like all the other chil­
dren, but Sibylle sat as though spellbound: A person in 
fancy dress, who obviously earned her living like this, 
was selling chocolates, and this was doubtless the 
biggest attraction of the afternoon for Sibylle: an inde­
pendent woman-

just before seven o'clock, after bringing Hannes 
safely home, she came to Stiller, who was whistling in 
his studio like a reed-sparrow, the trunk with the 
hinges pulled out and already packed. Of course he 
was quite serious about the trip to Paris. Why had 
Sibylle come without her luggage? Now it turned out 
that Stiller had to go to Paris "anyway," not today, 
not tomorrow, but soon-on account of a bronze that 
could only be cast in Paris and was absolutely indis­
pensable for the forthcoming exhibition, as the curator 
agreed. What about Julika? He had such a magnificent 
pretext for going to Paris, and J ulika had no excuse 
to excite herself and send her temperature curve up 
o n  account of this trip. Sibylle understood. She said 
simply: 

"No." 
Stiller was offended. 



''I'm going-" 
"Yes," she said. "Do." 
He thought her queer. For months they had been 

talking and dreaming of Paris, and now-
"Do that," said Sibylle. "Go to Paris." 
Stiller went (he had to, anyway) in the hope that 

Sibylle would regret her passing mood and follow him. 
Sibylle was no longer interested in his hopes. The fol­
lowing day over coffee, she said to Rolf, "I'm not go­
ing to Paris." Rolf made an effort not to lose his re­
markable composure in his joy. Then she said, "But 
I'm going for a week to my friend at St. Gallen." And 
now, would you believe it, the cup was shattered 
against the wall. When Sibylle was alone, she took the 
telephone book on her knee, crushed her cigarette 
in the ashtray, looked up the number of the doctor, 
the only one who could be considered for the purpose, 
immediately dialed the number and waited without 
hearing the pulsing of her heart. She was only aston­
ished by her calmness. It had to be, and the quicker 
the better. 

Rolf naturally didn't believe in  the girl friend at St. 
Gallen for a moment. He felt tricked, fooled, and 
as far as he was concerned that was the end. The un­
fortunate meeting in his office-after her discharge 
from the nursing home-looked quite different 
through his wife's eyes from the way Rolf, my public 
prosecutor, described it; the stubborn silence was 
not of her making (Sibylle assured me) but of his. 

I record the facts: 
Sibylle had to wait for nearly an hour in his ante­

chamber, until the secretary came, "Will you step this 
way please? " After a handshake, after a moment in 
the doorway when Sibylle felt she would sink into 
the floor if his hands did not bear her up, she walked 
past Rolf (that is true) straight to the window, as 
though she had come to see the view. "So this is your 
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office?" she said in a tone as though nothing had hap­
pened. "Magnificent." It was pure embarrassment. 
"Yes," he replied, "this is my office." He looked her 
up and down as though she had returned from a 
lovers' trip. "I want to talk to you," said Sibylle cate­
gorically. Rolf motioned her into the lounge-chair like 
a client and offered her a cigarette from a large box 
on the desk, official cigarettes, so to speak. "Thank 
you," said Sibylle and inquired, "How are you? " And 
Rolf, without altering the intonation, simply echoed, 
"How are you?" 

So they sat facing one another and smoking, Rolf 
behind his big desk, while Sibylle felt as though she 
were in an open field. Did he want to hear at all how 
much she felt she owed him? He didn't even ask 
ironically, What was it like at St. Gallen? "You must 
forgive me," said Rolf, "in half an hour I've got a 
case." And of course Sibylle didn't utter a word. 
Why didn't he ask her straight out where she had 
been? Or quite simply, Why are you lying? Instead 
he merely announced: "The move is finished. For­
tunatt:ly we had fine weather . . ." His report of the 
move was completely matter-of-fact, without a hint of 
reproach for Sibylle's absence. "For the moment I've 
just had your things put in the room," he explained. 
"I don't know how you want to arrange your room, 
or even whether-" Unfortunately they were in­
terrupted by the telephone. (From the nursing home 
Sibylle had gone first to their old home. The echo of 
her footsteps in the empty rooms, the faded wall­
paper with the darker rectangles due to the now van­
ished pictures, the dilapidation everywhere, the impos­
sibility of believing that she had lived Ll...�ween these 
walls for six years, and all this after he .. �asy, secret. 
necessary loss, which had nevertheles!'> (;ried out to 
heaven through all her narcosis, all this was horri­
ble, and Sibylle had wept, as though she saw in this 
empty and dilapidated, unspeakabl' shabby home 



that was no longer a home the graphic symbol of her 
whole life. She had tried to phone Rolf, but in vain; 
the telephone had already been disconnected. Then 
she went to the new house to see the lady's room­
an utter muddle, a furniture warehouse, the epitome 
of meaninglessness, a heap of pictures and mirrors, 
books, hat boxes, vases and shoes, sewing things, 
faultless goods, but goods, nothing but goods, a heap 
to set on fire. Hannes had left her no peace, and when 
he . wanted to show her Daddy's new room Sibylle 
had stopped still in the doorway. Then she had come 
here . . .  ) 

At last the telephone was dealt with, Rolf re­
placed the receiver and seemed to be recalling the in­
terrupted conversation. Dut then he said: "Someone 
rang up from Paris, a certain Herr Stiller, your lover I 
suppose-" Sibylle only looked at him. "I imagine," 
he added, "that you met the gentleman in Paris after 
all . . .  " This last straw wasn't even necessary, Sibylle 
had already picked up her handbag and involuntarily 
risen to her feet. "Where are you going? " was all 
he asked. "To the mountains," answered Sibyllf' 
shortly, thinking with presence of mind of a poster 
she had seen on the way, "to Pontresina." And Rolf, 
that dunderhead for whom it wasn't yet enough of a 
farce, actually accompanied her to the door. "Do as 
you please," he said, picking up the glove she had 
dropped. "Thank you," said Sibylle and she could 
really have gone now, indeed, she didn't know herself 
why she went over to the window again instead of out 
through the door. 

"I think it's ridiculous," she remarked, "completely 
ridiculous, the way we are behaving, childish . . .  " 
Rolf said nothing. "You're wrong," she said and had 
to go on speaking someho\v, "-you've no right to 
treat me like this. Did you think I would come and 
ask your forgiveness? \Ve were never a marriage, 
Rolf, not even before. Never. That's the point. At bot-
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tom it was never anything for you but an affair, no 
more, you never believed in marriage-" Rolf smiled. 
Sibylle was surprised herself at her speech, at her ac­
cusing tone. It was not at all what she had really in­
tended to say. "Rolf! " she said, sitting down on 
the edge of a chair without putting down her hand­
bag, ready to go the moment she felt she was in the 
way. "I didn't come to reproach you. Only-" Rolf 
waited. "I don't know," she said half to herself, "what's 
to happen now." 

Rolf stood and said nothing. Why doesn't he help 
me out, she thought, forgetting that there was a great 
deal which he simply couldn't know, that he had no 
idea where Sibylle had come from and what had hap­
pened. "I never thought," went on Sibylle, "that we 
should come to this. I imagined something differ­
ent by marriage. You and your lectures! I thought you 
were speaking from experience . . .  " She looked at 
him. "I don't know," he said, "what you want." 
Sibylle really had to collect her thoughts. "I'm not 
complaining, Rolf, I've no right to. It just happened 
like that. You're free, I'm free, and yet everything is 
so wretched . . .  What do I want?" She asked back, 
"Don't you know?" A rather mocking smile, may be, 
even a contemptuous smile came on to her face, the 
sort of expression with which one does look at a per­
son who is shamming. For so much blindness, it seemed 
to her, could only be a sham. What was the point of 
this comedy? 

Then suddenly Sibylle wanted to throw herself on 
to his breast, but remained standing a few paces away 
from her husband, as though she could not get 
through the look in his eyes. "Do you hate me? " she 
asked with a faint, involuntary laugh. When a person 
with whom we are intimate hates us for the first time 
it seems almost like bluff, but it was his real face, 
there was no getting away from it, and her laughter 
froze. He hated her. He looked quite different, too. 



Sibylle no longer recognized him; he was only out­
wardly like himself. 

· " . . .  Lover! " she went on somewhere in her own 
thoughts. "I wasn't looking for a lover, you know 
that very well."-"vVhat then? "-"I don't need 'a 
man,' any man. That's your theory. You weren't just 
'a man' for me. Why did you marry at all? For you 
it's just 'a woman,' an affair with 'a woman,' any 
woman. That's why I say you're a bachelor, a mar­
ried bachelor. Go on, smile! Either marriage is a 
destiny, I believe, or there is no sense in it at all, it's a 
piece of humbug. I've behaved stupidly, I know. 
It hurt me when you fell in love somewhere, that's 
true, and perhaps I was petty. Latitude in marriage­
what does that mean. I don't want latitude, I want to 
be more than just 'a woman' to my husband. Why 
can't you understand that? My father isn't just 'a 
man' to me. And Hannes isn't just 'a child,' whom 
we happen to love because we feel like it . . . O h  
Rolf," she interrupted herself, "that's all nonsense! "­
"You mean," concluded Rolf, "that we've never been 
married? "-"Yes."-"And that consequently there's 
no reason why you should tell me where you've been 
these last few days," he said, lighting himself a fresh 
cigarette. "I don't understand why you came to me at 
all."-"When you talk like that, I don't understand 
either," said Sibylle. "I came to have a real talk with 
you. You've got no time now, I know. You never have 
time when it doesn't suit you. And then I really come 
at the stupidest moments.' 

Rolf smoked. "What did you really want to talk to 
me about? "-"I'm naive, you're right. I'm still naive. 
Only I don't care about your superior smile any 
more," she said. "Somehow I find you simply stupid.'' 
She specified: "It's only that you can express yourself 
better than I can, that's why I always let you talk. Did 
you think I regarded you as the only man in the 
whole world I could love? I realized that you felt so 
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certain of me, Rolf, but in 8 quite different sense 
. Do you remember my British officer in Cairo?" 

she interpolated. "You never took him seriously, I 
know. He had a lot of things you haven't got, Rolf, 
things that I miss. And yet it would never have oc­
curred to me, in fact the idea would have seemed 
absurd, that I should travel on with another man in­
stead of you. I wonder why? I don't know where I got 
my ideas about marriage from, but I still have them­
even now . . .  Perhaps it would be best," she con­
cluded after 8 moment's thought, "if we got a di­
vorce." As she said this she gazed out of the window 
and did not see his expression; anyhow, he said noth­
ing. "Think it over," she said. "I never imagined it 
would be possible for us to divorce. I approved of 
all the divorces among our acquaintances, I · always 
thought that in these cases it had never been a mar­
riage at all. They were just affairs, legalized to satisfy 
bourgeois taste, but invalid from the outset. Why 
should they stay together? That would have seemed to 
me like putting up a scarecrow and then being afraid 
to go into your own garden. They just weren't mar­
riages, but only 'bourgeois' affairs. You always 
called me 'bourgeois' when my feelings didn't suit 
you, but now I think you are much more 'bourgeois' 
than I am, seriously. Why else did you legalize our 
affair, if you didn't believe in marriage? Just because 
we were expecting a child . . . " 

Rolf let her talk. "I know,'' smiled Sibylle, "you 
like to be composed. Whether I want to go to Paris or 
to Pontresina, you're always composed. And you think 
it's your magnanimity. Isn't that so? Your magna­
nimity is supposed to coerce me. Fundamentally, I 
often think, you only want my obedience. So as to 
have your freedom! That's all. You're waiting for 
my 'lover' to leave me, as you leave your women, and 
then there'll be no one but you; that's all your love, 
all your composure, all your magnanimity amounts to 



• • •  Oh Rolf," she repeated, "that's all nonsense."­
"And where do you see sense?"  asked Rolf, but the 
telephone rang again and he had to go over to the 
desk. "I don't know," said Sibylle, "why I tell you all 
this-" 

Rolf picked up the receiver: it was the secretary, 
ringing through to remind him, as instructed, about 
the sitting, a so-called summing-up for the jury. "I 
won't keep you any longer," said Sibylle, watching 
him fill his brief-case with papers. "Are you angry 
with me? " she asked. "Why don't you answer?" Rolf 
hunted for his ballpoint pen on the desk, then in his 
pocket, then on the desk again. "I see," he said, 
"you're disappointed that I didn't forbid you any· 
thing-" His smile showed that he was making an 
effort to find the whole thing humorous. "No," said 
Sibylle, "you're really not in a position to forbid me 
anything, Rolf, that's the miserable thing about i� 
from the beginning you merely had an affair with 
me, to be exact, and therefore no right to prevent me 
from having another affair-" Meanwhile Rolf had 
found his ballpoint, and there was no further reason 
why they shouldn't say goodbye. Rolfs hand was on 
the door-handle; if it had really been her Rolf, she 
would have thrown her arms round his neck and 
wept. It wasn't Rolf, it was a mask that seemed to her 
ridiculous. "You must do what you think right," he 
said once more, opening the door, ushering her 
through the antechamber and politely accompany­
ing her to the lift-

So now she had to go to Pontresina. 
Pontresina greeted her with a shower of rain and a 

feeling of shock, as though she had not imagined for 
an instant that she would really arrive at Pontresina. 
Pontresina consisted in the fact that the train simply 
went no further; worse still-at this time of day there 
was no train back. Sibylle felt trapped. Apart from 
herself, only two local people had got out. She aban-
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cloned herself to some porter in a green apron, who 
had loaded her trunk and her skis on to a sledge; 
Sibylle followed through the mushy snow. The crazy 
poster-it might as well have been a poster of Capri 
or a North Sea spa-had naturally referred to Febru­
ary or March, not November. True, the porter as­
serted that there was good snow higher up. What 
was Sibylle to do in the snow? What was she to do in 
this old-fashioned first-class hotel? For half an hour, 
without taking off her fur coat, which now repre­
sented, as it were, her last habitation, she sat on the 
bed listening to a loud-speaker blaring Danubian 
waltzes over an empty skating rink lit by spotlights. 
Later she went down into the bar, ordered a whisky, 
and sought refuge in a flirtation with a gentleman who 
happened to be French and therefore witty . . .  

A confrontation with Wilfried Stiller, Dip. Agric., 
has been fixed for Friday week: "possibly accom­
panied by a joint visit to his mother's grave," as I 
learn from my copy of the instructions. 

The end seems to have been very unpleasant, and her 
leave-taking from Stiller-however clearly we can 
see that something is at an end, the leave-taking still 
has to be performed-unfortunately (says Sibylle) 
was not accomplished without profound mortification, 
not without humiliating even herself. 

I record the facts: 
Sibylle, at that time passionately keen on sports, 

romped in Pontresina and was only glad that Stiller, 
now back from Paris, hadn't the money to come after 
her. Instead he pestered her with so many phone calls 
that the concierge in her hotel, who soon realized how 
unwanted these calls were, wore a grimace of sym­
pathy every time he came to announce "Zurich." The 
only half-conscious hope that it might be Rolf pre­
vented her from simply pretending not to be there. 



Also the concierge went a little too far for her liking 
with his shameless discretion: "I'm afraid not," she 
heard him say, "Frau Doktor has just gone out, yes, 
this very minute," as she stood in the hall, watching 
the expression of this noble ponce, who was undoubt­
edly banking on an extra tip for special services. She 
went straight into the booth and rang Stiller. But 
Stiller, it seems, had taken leave of his senses. He was 
furious, because he had had to beg her address from 
Carola, the Italian maid, and now he mounted his high 
horse. What was Sibylle to say to him? There was 
snow, yes, pretty good snow, no, today the sun was 
shining as well, oh yes, there was a very nice crowd 
at the hotel, and then she chatted about the terrific 
progress she had made in the skiing school, about 
Ruck/age and Vorlage, about swinging from the hips 
and so on. Sibylle prattled like a bobby soxer: about a 
"heavenly" dancer, yes, yes, the Frenchman, about 
the "crazy" atmosphere, her room was "sweet," the 
skating rink was "gorgeous," oh no, the Frenchman 
wasn't the only one who wanted to marry her, as a 
matter of fact they all did, a "jolly bunch" really, and 
the skiing instructor, a Grison, was an "absolute 
darling." From time to time, while Stiller said nothing, 
the voice came through with, "Three minutes are up, 
will you please insert the sum indicated. Three min­
utes are up, will you please-" and Sibylle inserted 
the money, as though the conversation was not yet 
childish enough. The devil had got into her, and this 
was a thoroughly agreeable feeling, she found, at any 
rate a feeling that suppressed many other feelings, 
and there was nothing of which Sibylle was so afraid 
as of her real feelings . . .  

Rolf, her husband, remained mute. 
When Stiller turned up at the hotel one day to find 

uut what was really going on, he obviously hadn't 
strength enough to set this utterly confused woman 
free from her childish tone; Stiller let himself be 
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hun by this false tone, and this made the helpless 
Sibylle pitilessly superior. It was as though a mecha­
nism was at work: no sooner did she feel that this man 
felt sorry for himself than she couldn't help hurting 
him. They walked across the plateau towards Samaden. 
Sibylle in black skiing trousers, elegant, athletic, sun­
tanned, while Stiller wore his everlasting U.S. 
Army greatcoat and was as pale-faced as everyone 
from the lowlands. "How's your exhibition going? " she 
inquired. "Has your bronze been cast yet?" Her buoy· 
ant tone rendered him dumb and dull-witted. He 
could think of simply nothing to say. Then there was 
her gentleman from DUsseldorf, a wonderful fellow 
always shooting a line about his experience as a 
fighter pilot on the Eastern Front and in Crete, a good 
deal more amusing than Stiller! She told him straight 
out. "And I can tell you," announced Sibylle, "he 
knows how to live. He's rolling in money . . .  " And 
Stiller had to listen while she told him how impressed 
she was by all the money he "made," this son of a 
family in heavy industry who yet took life so lightly. 
"But as a man he's not my type," said Sibylle, and 
Stiller looked at her out of the corner of his eye, then 
he relapsed into his mute melancholy. The most he 
said was once: "Pontresina makes me sick!" Sibylle 
had a twisted ankle and limped slightly. "But yester· 
day I went dancing again," she said. 

Something was egging her on to delight in every­
thing Stiller despised and to tell him all over again 
how witty this gentleman from DUsseldorf was, a 
knight of the Iron Cross, how manly and entertaining 
and full of ideas; if he felt he had hun somebody'1 
feelings, for example, whether it was a man or a 
woman, he made them a present of a Mercedes. "Cross 
my heart!" Stiller only said, "I quite believe you!' Or 
another example: There was a young girl in her hotel 
who had fallen in love with a Swedish student, and 
immediately this gentleman from Dtisseldorf had the 



charming idea of bringing the Swedish student over­
by aeroplane. «simply enchanting," commented 
Sibylle, to show her tedious mope that men who make 
money are not on that account necessarily devoid of 
charm. Perhaps Stiller said once, "Possibly." Or he 
asked, .. \Vhy do{ou tell me that?" But he was hurt; he 
had no means o stopping Sibylle. Moreover, on that 
walk Sibylle noticed for the first time that Stiller 
stammered, that there were certain words he couldn't 
say, words beginning with M. 

Once a young fellow passed them, a coffee-brown 
face with the white poster smile of a Grison ski in­
structor; Sibylle greeted him with a Hallo, then she 
said, .. That was Nuot." He asked with tired obedi­
ence, "Who is Nuot? " So that was the skiing instruc· 
tor who had actually carried her all the way to the 
nearest rescue sledge when she twisted her ankle. 
"Isn't he a darling?" she asked. The conversation 
continued in this tone. 

Of course Sibylle knew perfectly well what sort of 
inn he would have liked, some country pub used by 
the locals. But once the devil had got into her-and 
she was enjoying this feeling, as I have said-she im­
mediately thought of a "ripping" place. Why didn't 
Stiller resist? His lack of confidence was an msult to 
her; she felt shamed by it. Was this the man she had 
loved? The "ripping" restaurant proved to be an orgy 
of "ye olde" Switzerland such as Stiller couldn't stand 
at any price, but they had already been relieved of their 
wardrobe by at last six hands and the Frau Doktor had 
been greeted as a regular customer. And all the rest 
of it-the way they were shown to a particular little 
table and handed two extensive menus printed in the 
style of the Gutenberg Bible, the head waiter in tails 
who was so kind as to recommend fresh lobster, a rec­
ommendation which he made in the most personal 
manner-all this was compounded of precisely the 
mixture of noblesse and blackm:lll that rendered the 
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lower-middle-class Stiller, when he was not at his best, 
completely defenseless. On the table stood three roses, 
all included in the price, and everything, naturally, by 
candlelight. Stiller didn't even dare to tell Sibylle that 
he thought the prices grotesque. "What will you 
have?" asked Sibylle in a motherly way, adding, "I've 
�ot money on me." A wine waiter was already stand­
mg there, dressed up as a cooper, and Sibylle was in 
favor of "her" Chateauneuf-du-Pape at sixteen francs 
the bottle, but ready chilled-off. "You'll see," she told 
Stiller, "the Chateauneuf here is a poem!"  Sibylle lis­
tened to herself; the devil gave her the vocabulary of 
a person whom Stiller couldn't answer. And then, after 
she had ordered "her" filet mignon with little more 
than a nod, she compelled the helpless Stiller to eat 
snails, though Stiller was a trifle doubtful whether 
snails and Chateauneuf-du-Pape went together; 
Stiller had never eaten snails, as he was forced to admit; 
this made him feel inferior and therefore not entitled 
to a contradictory opinion. All right then, snails! 

And then a gentfeman nodded to Sibylle and told 
her very briefly, so as not to interupt, in French that 
he had passed his second-class test today; Sibylle con­
gratulated him with a wave of the hand and informed 
Stiller that he had just been looking at "Charles Boyer." 
Stiller, who was nibbling with shy hunger at a roll, 
asked, "Who is Charles Boyer?" The heavenly dancer, 
the Frenchman, and while Stiller had to taste the 
Chateauneuf-du-Pape, she told him the "sweet" story 
of how she had humorously addressed this French­
man-who, incidentally, was in the diplomatic service 
-while they were dancing, as Charles Boyer-and his 
name actually was Boyer. "Wasn't that funny?" she 
asked. Stiller looked at her like a dog that doesn't 
understand human speech, and Sibylle had half a mind 
to stroke him like a dog. She refrained from doing so 
in order not to arouse vain hopes. When she saw that 
Stiller had already drunk from his glass, she said 



gaily, "Prosit," at which Stiller, filled with embarrass­
ment, raised his almost empty glass, "Prosit-" 

And all the time, Sibylle felt so rotten that she 
could eat hardly any of the filet mignon; Stiller, o n  
the other hand, whether i t  turned his stomach or  not, 
had to get down his twelve snails. Meanwhile Sibylle 
-who had to make all the conversation, so dull was 
he-lit a cigarette and gave him an additional piece of 
news: "Sturzenegger has written to me. He needs a 
secretary, what do you think of that, and me of all 
people." Stiller poked about in his snail shells. "He's 
in love with me," added Sibylle. "Even my husband 
noticed that. Seriously. And I like your friend . . .  " 
In between she gave instructions; "You must eat the 
juice, old chap, that's the best part of it." Stiller 
obeyed and ate the juice. "Seriously," continued Sib­
ylle, "Sturzenegger has invited me. Apparently he 
loves it over there in California. A hundred dollars a 
week, what do you think of that, and my passage 
paid. A hundred dollars is a lot, I think, and in a quar­
ter of an hour you're by the sea-" 

And so on. 
Not until they were on the way back to the hotel 

did they have a rather more real, though short and 
one-sided conversation. They walked through crunch­
ing snow, a cloud in front of their mouths; it was 
bitterly cold, but beautiful, to left and right walls of 
snow, the houses as though covered in white feather­
beds, stars up above, a night of porcelain. "Where are 
you staying? " inquired Sibylle when they stood in 
front of the ornate entrance to her hotel. "Will you be 
here tomorrow?" she went on, trying to introduce 
the farewell, if possible the final farewell. "-it was 
simply too much of a shock for me," she remarked, 
breaking into his silence. "All of a sudden it suited 
you, now that you had to go to Paris anyway, now 
you had a good excuse, now you wanted me to come, 
now our Paris was suddenly possible. At that moment 
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I felt like your mistress • • .  " Stiller said nothing, and 
whether he understood what had snapped in her re­
mained uncenain. What was he brooding over? And 
since she had no other declaration to make, Sibylle 
inquired the name of a constellation above the snow­
covered entrance-she had to ask twice before Stiller 
told her. 

"Yes," she said then, as though it had some con­
nection with this constellation, "where shall I be in a 
year? I've no idea. Perhaps really over in California !  
. . .  It's funny," she added, "with you one knows 
perfectly well. I don't believe you will ever change, 
not even in your outward life." She hadn't meant to 
be unkind, but felt the harshness of her words and 
tried to soften them: "Or do you think you will ever 
become a different person?" This sounded no gentler, 
on the contrary. All speech was simply out of place 
now. "Oh Stiller," she said at length, "I was really 
very fond of you-" A long-distance skier on a train­
ing run, somebody like Nuot, swept past the mute 
couple with vigorous movements of his softly patter­
ing skis. They gazed after him, as though span in­
terested them above all else; unfortunately he soon 
vanished from sight and left them alone with each 
other again. And then no doubt the indecision sirnpl)l 
became unbearable; they -paned-not yet capable of 
saying farewell-after qmckly agreeing to meet at 
breakfast next morning. 

At breakfast Stiller did not appear. 
Two days later, when Sibylle carne out of the 

dining room accompanied by the gentleman from 
Dusseldorf, there he stood, Without approaching Sib­
ylle, like a ghost. "Why didn't you come before? "  
she asked a t  once, not waiting to greet him first; 
Sibylle was taken aback. "Have you already eaten? "  
h e  asked. "Haven't you?" she asked back. Stiller was 
pale with fatigue and unshaven. "Where have you 
come from? " she asked, and Stiller helped her mto 



the fur coat which a bell-hop, a Grison boy in a circus 
livery, had carried after her. "I expected you for 
breakfast the day before yesterday," said Sibylle and 
repeated her question, "\Vhere have you come from?" 
She nodded to the gentleman from DUsseldorf, who 
had waited by the lift, busy lighting a cigar, a cavalier 
skilled in self-effacement, so that Stiller hadn't even 
noticed him, the wonderful fellow . . .  

Stiller had come from Davos. She learnt this just 
as they were passing through the revolving door out 
into the cold. "From Davos?"  she asked, but the glass 
panel had already interposed itself between her and 
Stiller, who was following behind. "From Davos? " she 
repeated when he emerged from the revolving door. 
In the meantime Stiller had spoken to his sick wife in 
the sanatorium. His account was brief and bald. 
"That's all," he concluded. "Why are you so as­
tounded?" It was true: the whole summer Sibylle had 
expected this, hoped for it and silently encouraged it. 
And now it was a shock. She felt guilty. "What about 
Julika?" she asked. "What does she say about it?" This 
didn't seem to interest him. "Separated?"  she asked. 
"What does that mean? You can't just leave her-" 
Stiller appeared to her brutal, inhuman; his action hor­
rified her. Now suddenly, for the first time, Julika was 
not a remote phantom, but a flesh-and-blood woman, a 
sick. unhappy, deserted woman, a sister. "Stiller," 
she said involuntarily, "you shouldn't have done that 
. . •  " She corrected herself: "We've no right to do 
that. I'm to blame myself, I know that. It's madness, 
Stiller, it's murder . . .  " Stiller was unperturbed, he 
seemed almost to derive a malicious satisfaction from 
her concern. Stiller fancied himself free, completely 
free, and for the moment it was enough for him that 
he had acted. 

"I'm hungry," he said and showed clearly enough 
he had no wish to think any more about Julika, and 
no cause. They entered an inn full of locals, railway-
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men enjoying a Saturday night out, each of them with 
a Brissago in his face and rather hushed by the lady's 
fur coat, till one of them said, "Are we going to play 
or aren't we? " There was no menu printed in the style 
of the Gutenberg Bible here, but instead a fat inn­
keeper's wife who greeted them with a rather damp 
handshake, and then wiped a few small puddles of 
beer and some crumbs off the varnished wooden table. 
The price of the wines from the cask-V eltline, Kal­
terer, Magdalener, Dole-could be read on a black­
board attached to the wall, flanked by the laurel 
wreaths and cups of a rifle club and surmounted by 
the usual faded but colorful portrait of General 
Guisan. Stiller with his hunger was as confident as a 
woodcutter after a hard day's work, tired, unhurried, 
at one with himself; he immediately broke a loaf in 
two with his broad hands, while Sibylle, sitting on 
the bench by the tiled stove, suddenly found a purr­
ing cat on her lap waiting to be stroked. Stiller was 
delighted with the prospect of Rosti and Bauernschub­
lig; there was no salad here. While one of them shuf­
fled the cards, the reveling railwaymen discussed the 
costly futility of a Big Four conference in a tone of 
conventional exasperation, without the least hint of 
real anger, and then became mute with concentration 
as the game started, diffusing a silence through the 
low bar-parlor that inevitably spread to Sibylle and 
Stiller. When the fat innkeeper's wife brought, not the 
impatiently awaited food, but the Veltliner, Stiller 
inquired about a room. "Single or double? " asked 
the innkeeper's wife, as Stiller went out with her to 
look at the room . . .  

For a time Sibylle was alone, the only woman in 
the bar, she turned the pages of a cycling magazine 
without reading it; a workman had sat down at her 
table; he licked the froth from his lips and eyed the 
lady with undisguised distrust, with downright con­
tempt, as though he knew what the good Stiller did 



not for a moment suspect. How would Stiller take her 
confession, which seemed to her, as soon as she tried 
to frame it in words, simply incredible, monstrous! 
Sibylle was surprised that she had been able to look 
him in the eyes-she had no difficulty in doing so, 
even when Stiller came back and sat down beside her, 
gay with hunger but not in the least put out by the 
fact that Sibylle, who had already eaten, only drank a 
kirsch. There had been an avalanche somewhere near 
Bergiin, they heard from the railwayman. But the ru­
mor was exaggerated; Stiller had seen the avalanche 
in question and told the rather pompous men with 
Brissagos in their brown faces that the line was al­
ready clear. Sibylle was surprised and somehow 
charmed, relieved, when she saw these reveling men, 
about whom there was something threatening in her 
eyes, disarmed by Stiller's nonchalant matter-of­
factness. Sibylle felt protected. And the railwayman 
at their table had also stopped eyeing Sibylle with 
contempt; he even passed the ashtray without wait­
ing to be asked. And later, after paying for his beer, 
he took off his cap and wished Stiller and Sibylle a 
good night "together." Once Stiller, as he ate, asked 
Sibylle: "Is anything the matter?"-"Why? "­
"You're very quiet today."-"I'm glad you've come," 
said Sibylle. "I was so furious with you, I thought 
you'd just gone off and left me." She lifted the purr­
ing cat from her lap and dropped it to the ground, 
where it stuck its tail in the air. "Why didn't you 
leave me any message? "  said Sibylle. "I did some­
thing stupid, I must tell you, something very stu­
pid . . .  " 

Stiller went on eating and didn't expect anything 
serious. He had been to Davos, he had parted from the 
sick Julika; what could upset him now! He smiled: 
"What did you do?" But now the fat innkeeper's wife 
came with coffee in two glasses, and Sibylle was re­
lieved. She hadn't wanted to talk about it at all. There 
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are things that happen and yet don't count, but once 
they have been put into words they do count, and all 
the time there xs really no need for them to count. 
The black coffee in the glasses was just as they had 
feared, namely bitter, so hot that they burnt their 
tongues and at the same time unutterably insipid, tast­
ing of anything rather than _coffee; they tried to make 
it drinkable with humor and plenty of sugar, but the 
sugar only rendered this brown and gray liquid 
completely nauseating. Now he told her about Paris. 
Why didn't she sink into the floor? She pretended to 
be listening. When Sibylle thought about the last two 
nights they seemed to her like a monstrous 
dream . . •  

"By the way, I've brought you something from 
Paris," Stiller broke into his account. "Where on 
earth did I put it?" Sibylle meanwhile filled their 
glasses with V eltliner. "You know all those perfum­
eries in the Place Vendome?" laughed Stiller and told 
her the story of how he looked for her scent. The 
famous Place Vendome, a large square with arcades, is 
the citadel of the French perfume trade, every firm 
has its own shop there, so unless you know the maker 
of the scent you are looking for, you have to go from 
firm to firm having your fingers dabbed; Stiller had 
imagined he would smell out her scent from among 
hundreds. The young assistants were charming, dab­
bing their own little hands when Stiller had no more 
free fingers. Naturally he became more and more un­
certain. The young ladies did not laugh at him for a 
moment, on the contrary, they were charmed by his 
meticulous gravity, although his French was not ade­
quate to describing scents. Stiller made a note of the 
names. On his right index finger, for example, he had 
Scandale. But in the course of the afternoon, his last 
afternoon in Paris, even the names became confused 
in his mind; he could cnly hold up his finger, Celui 
ld! Often even the assistants had difficulty in identify-



ing the perfume and had to call the patron. At one 
point every scent in existence reminded him of Sibylle. 
and then again none of them. And it's amazing how 
many perfumes there are; his hands were two palettes 
covered in scents, and Stiller walked with outspread 
fingers to prevent them from mingling. How much 
lay in the nuance, what bliss and what torment. And 
on top of everything else the assistants wanted to 
know whether the perfume he was seeking was for a 
blonde or a bnmette, or even a redhead? It makes a 
great deal of diiference-this was something Stiller 
didn't know before either-the same perfume smells 
quite different on a different skin. Then what was 
the use of these young ladies with all the samples on 
their alien skin? Shortly before closing time he gave it 
up. During the evening, watching Jouvet (Ecole des 
femmes) he almost forgot the whole business, Jouvet 
was so magnificent; but his hands hadn't left him, and 
during the interval Stiller started sniffing at one finger 
after the other once more. And again on the way 
home: he stopped in the middle of the street, took off 
his gloves and sniffed. His nose was now fresh again, 
but now there was no difference between one finger 
and another, it was all one and hence hopeless. Finally 
he washed his hands and was just as wise as before he 
started. The following morning, just before the train 
left, he bought a perfume at random . . . 

"I've no idea whether it's the right one," said Stiller 
in some embarrassment, when he -finally handed over 
the little packet, once very elegant, now a trifle tat­
tered from its long stay in his trousers pocket, and 
waited for Sibylle to open it. "Iris gris!'' she laughed. 
"Is that the right one?" he asked, while Sibylle im­
mediately unscrewed the little bottle and rubbed a few 
drops on the back of her hand. "I think Iris gris is 
wonderful! "  she said, and Stiller sniffed at her hand, 
the one and only hand at last, his disappointment grow­
ing at every b reath. "No," he said, "that's not it." 
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Sibylle sniffed too. "But isn't it lovely?" she consoled 
him, without having to sham, and put the little bottle 
in her pocket. "Thank you very much!"  

Soon afterwards Stiller paid, and they emptied 
their glasses, without having reached any agreement 
as to whether Sibylle was going back to her hotel or 
not. What did he intend? Stiller seemed to have com­
pletely made up his mind, but to what? "Drink up," 
he said, without impatience, still seated but taking her 
fur coat from the nearby hook. "It's not important," 
remarked Sibylle, "but I must tell you. It's really not 
important-" His lack of curiosity made it even more 
difficult to find the right words; Stiller seemed to sus­
pect nothing yet, nothing at all. Or did he already 
know and really consider it unimportant? "I'm a 
goose," she smiled. "I took revenge, you see, took re­
venge in such a silly way, two nights in succession 
with two different men-" Stiller didn't seem to hear, 
didn't seem to understand, he said nothing and didn't 
even wince; and then the fat innkeeper's wife came 
back with the change and took the opportunity of ask­
ing whether the lady and gentleman would like break­
fast in their room or not. She stayed by their table as a 
gesture of hospitality. The relentless conversation 
about avalanches, the weather in general, and hotel­
keeping after a world war, lasted almost ten min­
utes. 

When they were at last alone together again, Stiller 
asked with her fur coat on his knees: "What did you 
mean by that?" Sibylle looked at the beer mat he was 
twisting round on the table, and repeated it with a 
clarity which seemed to her now, however Stiller 
might take it, indispensable, her last chance to make 
a clean breast of things : "Two nights in succession I 
slept with two different men-that's what I mean 
• . .  " Now he knew. And the future (thought Sib­
ylle) now depended solely on Stiller's reaction to this 
monstrous trifle. 



The reveling railwaymen threw down their cards, 
one of them wiped the slate clean with a sponge, now 
that it was settled who had to pay, and the com­
mentary on the lost game, which there was no chang­
ing now, turned to yawns. It was eleven o'clock. With 
their railwaymen's caps already on their heads they, 
too, wished the couple, who were left alone in the bar 
parlor, a good night "together." Stiller went on fid­
dling with the beer mat. "I know that-," he said. 
"Only I never told anyone. Anyway, it was a long 
time ago. I knew perfectly well whom I loved, but all 
the same-! I was actually on my way to her, yes, it 
was the eve of our reuruon. I suddenly went into a 
skid-in just the same way," he said putting down the 
beer mat. "I know that . . .  " He had no more to say. 
"Went into a skid," this expression evidently consoled 
Sibylle greatly, it restored to her the possibility, even 
the certainty of afterwards getting back on the road. 
And that evening (so she says) she still believed it 
might be a road they could travel together. 

This proved to be an error. 
The following morning-after a wretched night­

they said goodbye to one another at the little station 
of Pontresina. When the train at last began to move, 
Sibylle continued to stand like a statue on a plinth, and 
both of them, Stiller at the open window, Sibylle on 
the platform, waved a half-hearted farewell. (Since 
then Sibylle, my public prosecutor's wife, has never 
seen the missing Stiller again. )  She herself walked 
slowly back to the hotel, asked for her bill, packed and 
left the same day. It was impossible simply to return 
to Rolf now, she felt, and Redwood City seemed to 
be the solution; she had to work, to be alone, to earn 
her own living. Otherwise she would have felt a help­
less victim, not knowing where she belonged; the road 
from woman to whore had proved astonishingly short. 
In Zurich Rolf welcomed her with the opening remark 
that he was willing to have a divorce. Sibylle left it to 
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him to make the necessary arrangements and asked his 
pennission to take little Hannes with her to Redwood 
City. Theic conversation was confined to the future, 
to practical problems. As regards Hannes, their joint 
son, it was difficult to decide what was best for the 
child himself: Rolf asked for twenty-four hours in 
which to think it over. Then to her amazement, he 
agreed. Sibylle thanked him by weeping on his hands, 
and shortly before Christmas, after being accompa­
nied to the Central Station by her husband, left for 
Lc Havre, where she embarked for America. 

My friend the public prosecutor informs me that the 
final hearing (with the verdict) is fixed for Tuesday 
week. 

America brought Sibylle a period of almost monastic 
solitude. She stayed in New York. When young Stur­
zenegger came over from California to fetch the 
secretary he really didn't need, Sibylle had already 
found another job-thanks to her knowledge of Eu­
ropean languages, a pretty good job. She was proud. 
And Sturzenegger, who didn't take it to heart, went 
back to his Redwood City alone after entertaining 
Sibylle to a French supper in Greenwich Village. 
There was no more skidding. The road, her road, was 
pretty hard. For the first time Sibylle, the daughter of 
rich parents, found herself in the same position as 
other people, namely alone and responsible Ior herself, 
dependent on her abilities, dependent on demand, de­
pendent on the moods and good faith of an employer. 
Strangely enough, it gave her a sense of freedom. 
Her work was dul� she had to translate business let­
ters into German, French and Italian, always more or 
less the same ones. And the first home of her own she 
had ever had was such that even when the sun was 
shining outside she could scarcely read or sew with­
out the electric light, hardly ever dared to open a 



window because everything immediately became cov­
ered in soot, and had tD put wax in her ears in order 
to sleep. Sibylle was aware that millions of people 
lived in worse conditions than she and that therefore 
she had no right to complain. Complaint was alto­
gether out of the question, if only because of Rolf. 
Fortunately, she was able to leave Hannes in a Ger­
man-Jewish children's home during the day. She spent 
her free time, whenever the weather permitted, with 
Hannes in the nearby Central Park, where there were 
trees • • .  

!She began, as the saying goes, a new life. 
Once, in February, Sibylle had a bit of a fright, 

though she doesn't know to this day whether the 
fright was based on mere fancy or on reality. They 
were sitting in Central Park again, Hannes and she, 
feeding the squirrels; the sun was warm, snow still 
lay in the shady hollows, the ponds were still partly 
frozen, but the birds were twittering and spring was 
on its way. The ground was damp; they were sitting 
on the slate-black Manhattan rock, and Sibylle was as 
merry as Rumpclstiltzkin, so secret and incognito did 
she feel in this huge city. Between leafless branches 
they saw the familiar silhouettes of the skyscrapers 
in the blui�h haze; at the edge of the great park, be­
yond the silence, there was 3. ghostly hum and 
every now and then the hoot of a siren came from 
way over on the Hudson. A policeman rode along 
in the black dusty earth of the bridle path. Boys 
were playing baseball. Here and there on the long 
benches sat a man reading a newspaper, or a pair of 
lovers strolled past, then a lady leading her dog to one 
of the rare trees. Sibylle enjoyed the fact that she 
knew nobody. She only saw the man, who walked 
past behind her, from the back, but for a moment she 
was absolutely certain it was Stiller, and Sibylle was 
within an ace of involuntarily calling out. Of course 
she talked herself out of it. How could Stiller be 
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wandering about New York? A trace of disquiet re­
mained, nonetheless, half hope, half fear that it might 
really be Stiller. Sibylle took Hannes by the hand and 
walked through the park, not to look for him but 
rather to run away; all the same, she had to go in the 
same direction. Of course, as she expected, she did not 
see the man again. 

She had completely forgotten this figment of her 
imagination (as no doubt it was) when, a few days 
later, as she was being carried down into the subway 
on the escalator, she saw him being carried upwards. It 
was impossible to alight. Had he not stared at her, 
even if he had made no sign of greeting? The un­
likelihood was her consolation. Or was Stiller coming 
after her? In any case, when he reached the top of the 
escalator, the man she had taken for Stiller did not 
walk on, but immediately crossed over to the escalator 
coming down. There was a terrible crush, which 
made calm observation impossible, quite apart from 
her inner turmoil. What did a U.S. Army greatcoat 
mean in America? Later Sibylle talked herself out of it 
again; she had stared so hard at the man on the es­
calator that he might have fancied his chances, al­
though he didn't know Sibylle, and that was why he 
had turned back. Could be. At the moment Sibylle 
acted completely mechanically: she forced her way 
into the nearest compartment of some underground 
train or other, the doors closed and off they went. 
For a few weeks she felt nervous every time she 
went out into the street, but in vain; she never again 
saw a man who might have been confused with Stiller. 

Her work, as I have said, was dull. She sat in a 
room devoid of daylight, convinced after a week that 
she couldn't stand this unnatural state of affairs. No 
idea whether it was raining outside or brilliant sun­
shine, no awareness of the time of the day, never a 
breath of air that smelt of storm or people or leaves or 
even of rainwet asphalt-and it was all the more 



frightful because Sibylle was absolutely the only one 
who missed anything: she thought she would suffocate 
with all the air-conditioning. The certainty that it  
would be exactly the same in any better-class firm 
rendered her utterly helpless. What alternative had she 
but the diligence born of desperation? As a result, she 
was highly valued, and when she gave notice after 
a year they kept her on by doubling her salary. 

Now Sibylle was able to afford another, more cheer­
ful apartment, two rooms with a so-called roof garden 
on Riverside Drive looking out on the broad Hud­
son. And here, on the eighteenth floor, she was bliss­
fully happy. She and Hannes sunned themselves in the 
shelter of a red party-wall, from where they could see 
a great deal of sky and even some landscape-forest. 
And to the east the sea. Even in the hazy distance 
Hannes could already distinguish whether it was the 
Ile-de-France or the Queen Mary coming into port. 
And in the evening, when darkness fell, the curving 
garland of lights on the George Washington Bridge 
was right in front of their window. Here Sibylle lived 
for almost two years. The idea of returning to Switzer­
land occurred to her less and less often. 

She liked life in America very much (she says) 
without being thrilled by it; she enjoyed its strange­
n<;ss. Yet she had never seen the true America, the 
West. Sibylle planned to travel across to the opposite 
coast, to see Arizona, Texas, the flowers in Cali­
fornia;  but she was an employee, and that meant she 
could live, live well even, just so long as she sat in 
front of her typewriter and typed: in return she 
had the freedom of her weekends, which covered a 
radius of no less than a hundred miles. She loved 
New York. During the first few weeks it seemed to 
her that nothing was easier than associating with 
Americans. They were all so open, so easy-going; she 
made more friendships, or so tt seemed, than at any 
time in her life. She also enjoyed being so unmolested 
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as a woman, indeed, it was as though on landing in 
America she had ceased to be a woman; in spite of all 
the sympathy people showed her they treated her as 
though she were completely neuter. After her recent 
experience this was a boon, of course, at least at first. 
And even later (so she says) she had no desire for a 
man, certainly not for an American man. She had 
"friends," in the American sense; most of them had 
cars, and that was not unimportant, especially in sum­
mer, when it was so hot in New York. In time, how­
ever, this lack of any atmosphere, such as exists even 
in Switzerland, began to irntate her. It was not easy 
to say what was really lacking. Everyone praised her 
new spring dress, her look of good health, her son; 
compared with Switzerland in particular, it was sim­
ply delightful how lavish people were with praise. But 
suddenly Sibylle wondered whether they so much as 
saw what they were praising at all. It was remarkable 
to discover (she says) how wonderful and great was 
the diversity of erotic play; Sibylle had never realized 
it so clearly as here, where this diversity doesn't exist. 
When she left a restaurant, when she left a subway, 
when she left a social gathering, she never had the 
feeling of being missed by a man in that enchanting 
way which somehow uplifts both parties, without 
their making an effort to see one another again. 
Never, in the street, did she encounter that quick 
glance of purposeless delight, never in conversation 
was there any hint of the exciting realization that peo­
ple are divided into two sexes. Everything remamed 
on a comradely level and as far as it went very nice; 
but a tension was missing, a wealth of subtle radia­
tions, a playful artistry, a magic, a threat, the ex­
citing possibility of living complications. It was flat, not 
unintelligent, heavens alive, the place was seething 
with cultured people; but it was lifeless, somehow 
without charm, naive. Then Sibylle felt like a woman 
under a cap of invisibility: seen by no one, no, not 



seen, they heard what she said and found it amusing, 
interesting, may be, but it was a meeting in a vacuum 
chamber. It was funny: they talked about "sex prob­
lems" with such premature candor, with the enlight­
ened frankness of eunuchs who don't know what they 
are talking about. Nobody here seemed to see any 
difference between sex and eroticism. And when they 
took their exuberant deficiency for health, no, tt 
wasn't always funny, it was tedious. What had New 
York not got to offer! It was a shame to be bored 
here. The concerts alone! But life itself, everyday 
existence, shopping; lunch at the drugstore, travel­
ing by bus, waiting at a station, the hustle and bustle 
that makes up nine-tenths of our life, was so im­
mensely practical, so intensely lusterless. 

Sibylle often went into the Italian quarter, to buy 
vegetables, she said; in reality she went to see, hungry 
for something worth seeing. Or did the fault lie 
with Sibylle? After about half a year she had the bit­
ter feeling that she had disappointed everyone. She 
had a little book full of addresses, but she no longer 
dared ring anybody up. How had she disappointed all 
these friendly friends? She didn't know and nobody 
told her. She was seriously depressed by it. Mean­
while, and this perplexed Sibylle even more, she had 
forfeited nothing; 1f she met one of her friends by 
chance, they said Hallo Sibylle! just like the first time, 
and there was no trace of disappointment on the other 
side. Apparently all thes'e frank and easy-going people 
did not expect anything else from a human relation­
ship; there was no need for this friendly relationship 
to go on growing. That was the saddest thing for 
Sibylle: after twenty minutes you have got as far 
with these people as after half a year, as after many 
years, nothir::I more is added. Friendship stops at sin­
cere good wishes for the other's well-being. People 
have friends simplv to make life pleasant, and then 
there are psychiatrists, like motor mechanics for the 
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inner life, if a person has defects and cannot patch 
himself up. Anyhow, you shouldn't burden your 
friends with a gloomy face; in fact they have noth­
ing else to give than a quite general and non­
committal optimism. It was better to lie in the sun in 
the little roof garden. And yet, in spite of all the 
trouble Sibylle had with this carefree lack of content 
that characterizes the vast majority of Americans, she 
was far from the idea of returning to Switzerland . . .  

After a correspondence that had gradually died 
away, after a mutual silence that threatened to be­
come final, Rolf, her husband, rang her one afternoon 
at her office. "Where are you speaking from? " she 
asked. "Here," answered Rolf, "at La Guardia. I've 
just landed. How can I meet you?" He had to wait till 
five o'clock, since Sibylle couldn't simply walk out, 
and in the end it was getting on for six when Sibylle, 
the secretary, appeared in the a?'reed hotel lobby on 
Times Square. "How are you?' they asked one an­
other. "Fine, thank you," they both replied. Sibylle 
led him across Times Square. ''1-Iow long are you 
staying here? "  she asked; but naturally they could 
scarcely talk in the crush. She took Rolf, the be­
wildered newcomer, to the top of Rockefeller Center 
to show him something of New York right away. "Are 
you in New York on business? " she asked and then 
corrected herself: "I mean professionally? " They 
were sitting in the famous Rainbow Bar and had to 
order something. "No," said Rolf, "I'm here on your 
account. On our account . . ." 

They found one another pretty much unchanged, 
only a little older. Sibylle showed him the latest snap 
of Hannes. "He's no kid any more, no, he's a regular 
guy already! "  Rolf cut her short after a bit. "I've 
come," he said, "to ask you-1 mean, either we must 
get a divorce or we must live together. But once 
and for all." They didn't ask one another anything 
else. "In which direction do you live? " inquired Rolf, 



and Sibylle showed him the district, pointing out the 
play of lig!·ltS, the incredibly colorful dusk over Man­
hattan; but not everybody finds the woman of his 
life again as he is looking at it . . .  

"Babylon," exclaimed Rolf, who had to look down 
again and again at this net of shimmering strings of 
beads, this skein of light, this endless flowerbed of 
electric blossoms. One is astonished that in these 
depths down below, whose sounds are no longer 
audible, in this labyrinth of rectangular windows 
threaded by gleaming canals, which is repeated over 
and over again with no change, a person does not get 
lost every minute; that this never-ending movement 
from one place to another does not stop for a moment, 
or pile up into a hopeless chaos. Here and there it is 
dammed up into a pond filled with a white-hot glow 
-Times Square, for instance. The skyscrapers tower 
black all round, vertical, yet spread out from one an­
other by perspective like a cluster of crystals, larger 
and smaller crystals, thicker and thinner. At times 
trails of brightly colored mist drift past, as though 
one were sitting on a mountain top, and for a while 
there is no more New York: the Atlantic has en­
gulfed it. Then it is there again, half order as though 
on a chessboard, half confusion, as though the Milky 
Way had fallen down from the sky. Sibylle pointed 
out the districts whose names she knew: Brooklyn 
behind a curtain of bridges, Staten Island, Harlem. 
Later everything became even more colorful; the sky­
scrapers no longer rose like black towers before the 
yellow dusk, now it was as though the night had swal­
lowed up their bodies, and what remained were the 
lights in them, the hundreds of thousands of electric 
light bulbs, a screen of whitish and yellowish windows, 
nothing else, thus they hovered above the bright haze 
that was roughly the color of apricots, and in the 
streets, as though in canyons, ran streams of glitter­
ing quicksilver. 
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Rolf could not get over his amazement. The fer­
ries over the Hudson reflected in the water, the gar­
lands of the bridges, the stars above a flood of neon 
lemonade, of sweetness, of sickliness, that attained the 
level of the grandiose, vanilla and raspberry, inter­
spersed with the purple pallor of autumn crocuses, 
the green of glaciers, a green such as occurs in retorts, 
interspersed with the milk of dandelions, frippery 
and visions, yes, and beauty, oh, a fairy-like beauty, a 
kaleidoscope out of the kindergarten, a mosaic of 
colored fragments, but mobile, yet at the same time 
lifeless and cold as glass, then again the Bengal lights 
of a stage witches' sabbath, a heavenly rainbow that 
has fallen into a thousand splinters and been scattered 
over the earth, an orgy of discord, of harmony, an 
orgy of the everyday, technological and mercantile 
above all; you immediately think of the Arabian 
Nights, of carpets, but carpets that glow, of worth­
less gems, of a child's firework that has fallen on the 
ground and continues to flicker; you have seen it all 
before, perhaps behind closed eyes in a fever; here 
and there it is also red, not red like blood, thinner, red 
like the light reflected in a glass of red wine when the 
sun shines in, red and also yellow like honey, thinner, 
yellow like whisky, greenish yellow like sulphur and 
certain fungi, strange, but all of it possessing a beauty 
which, if it were to become sound, would be the 
song of the sirens; yes, that's about how it is, sensual 
and lifeless at the same time, intelligent and stupid 
and powerful, an edifice of human beings or termites, 
symphony and lemonade, you have to have seen it to 
imagine It, but to have seen it with your eyes, not 
merely with your judgment, seen it as one who is 
confused, benumbed, astounded, blissful, unbelieving, 
carried away, a stranger on earth, not merely a stran­
ger in America; you can smile at it, shout for joy over 
it, weep over it. And far out to the east rises the 
bronze moon, a hammered disk, a silent gong • • .  



But the most bewildering thing for Rolf was nat­
urally Sibylle, his wife, who was at home here. They 
drank theu maninis-rather mute-occasionally look­
ing at one another, smiling almost with a touch of 
scorn as they realized that there was really no need to 
have an Atlantic between them. Rolf scarcely dared to 
take hold of her arm that lay so close to him; his 
tenderness stayed in his eyes, Sibylle, too, felt that the 
world, big as it was, held no one who could be closer 
to her than Rolf, her husband; she didn't deny it. 
Nevenheless, she asked for twenty-four hours in 
which to think it over. 



7th Notebook 

WENT to the dentist today. 
They are trifles and the terrible thing is that you 

don't defend yourself against trifles. You get tired of 
it. At the very outset, the white-overalled recep­
tionist came into the waiting room and said, "This 
way please, Herr Stiller." Was I to bawl at her in 
front of all the other patients? She couldn't help it, 
this nice little person-! was booked as Herr Stiller. 
So I followed her with a murmur. I owe all this to my 
defense counsel. They hung the white cloth round 
my neck, gave me a fresh glass, filled it with tepid 
water, all in the friendliest fashion, and the young 
dentist-the successor of the deceased dentist to 
whom the vanished Stiller owes an outstanding ac­
count-soaped his hands. He couldn't help it ei­
ther: as far as the patient's name is concerned, he has 
to rely entirely on his receptionist, especially as he 
doesn't know the inherited clientele yet. 

"Herr Stiller," he said, "you've got a toothache?" 
l was just rinsing my mouth, nodded with ref-



erence to the toothache, and before I could rectify 
the mistake he had already found with his probe the 
spot where all discussion ended for me. The young 
man was very painstaking. 

"Look," he said, showing me with his little mirror, 
"a crown like that, for example, left upper six--can 
you see?-I don't want to say anything against my 
predecessor, but one just can't do a crown like that." 

He misunderstood the expression in my eyes, think­
ing I wanted to stand up for his predecessor. With my 
mouth full of cotton wool and matrix bands and 
saliva ejectors, so that I couldn't contradict, I listened 
to his no doubt very interesting exposition of the 
new advances in dental surgery. Although the young 
man had taken over his uncle's practice and clients, he 
had no intention of also taking over the mistakes of 
the generation that had just passed away; and my 
mouth seemed to contain very little else but mistakes. 
Only with helpless glances could I beg the young 
man not to regard my crown as the work of his de­
ceased uncle, nor my teeth as those of the missing 
Stiller. He called out: 

"Fraulein-give me Herr Stiller's X-rays again." 
All this, as I have said, I owed to my defending 

counsel. Nobody believes me; every time the probe 
touched a certain spot, a few involuntary tears welled 
up from my eyes, and I couldn't think why he had to 
keep on probing this spot. At last he said: 

"Yes, yes-it's alive." 
The fact was, judging from the old X-rays which 

they had found in his predecessor's file, the young 
dentist simply couldn't understand how my left lower 
four could possibly be still alive, though in my opin­
ion it was quite sensitive enough even if on the X-ray 
(they showed me Stiller's left lower four) it looked 
exactly like a dead root. 

"C:urious," he murmured, "curious." 
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Then h e  rang through to the receptionist. 
"Are those really Herr Stiller's X-rays?" he asked. 

"Are you quite sure?" 
"The name is on them-" 
His professional conscience left him no peace: he 

made another tooth-by-tooth comparison, which 
showed that Stiller, the vanished patient of his de­
ceased uncle, must, for instance, have had a perfect 
right upper eight, while in my case there was a gap. 
What had I done with (Stiller's) right upper eight? I 
shrugged my shoulders. I wasn't going to submit to an 
interrogation with a mouth full of cotton wool and 
matrix bands and saliva ejectors. Finally the X-rays 
disappeared and the young . dentist reached for the 
drill. After an hour and a half, when at last I had no 
more clamps in my mouth and was allowed to rinse it, 
I naturally had no further wish to resume discussion 
of the old X-rays. I merely asked for Saridone. Knobel 
was sitting in the waiting room. The gray prison van 
was standing under an avenue of acacias. The drivers 
had been told to park it somewhere out of sight. But 
since the avenue belonged to a school, whose play­
ground it bordered, and since the main break was just 
in progress, Knobel and I were naturally surrounded 
by all the children in the school when we returned to 
the van. A little fellow asked me shyly if I was the 
thief. A girl shouted in rapturous excitement, 
.. Teacher, a criminal ! "  I waved, as well as I could 
from behind the little barred window. Only the 
teachers didn't wave back. 

P.S. Perhaps-I wonder-one ought to defend oneself 
every time one is taken for somebody else, and I 
shouldn't have allowed any receptionist to book my 
appointment in the name of Herr Stiller-a labor of 
Sisyphus. Then again I believe it is quite enough if 
Julika, and she alone, doesn't take me for somebody 
else. 



Mexico-
1 can't help thinking (I don't know what makes me 

do so) of the Day of the Dead as I saw it on J anitzio, 
of the Indian mothers crouching all night long over 
the graves, everyone in their gala clothes, carefully 
combed as though for a wedding, although appar­
ently nothing happens; the cemetery is a terrace over­
looking the black sea and overhung by steep crags, a 
cemetery without a single tombstone or any other 
sign-everyone in the village knows where his dead 
lie, where he himself will one day lie. Candles are set 
up, three or seven or twenty, according to the num­
ber of dead souls, and alongside them the plates con­
taining all kinds of foods and covered with a clean 
cloth, but the main thing is a strange object con­
structed with all the loving care of a Christmas pres­
ent-a frame of bamboo on which are set the cakes 
and flowers, the fruits, the bright-colored sweet­
meats. The dead are supposed to feed all night long on 
the scent of these foodstuffs, for the scent is the es­
sence of things: this is the significance of the cere­
mony. Only women and children perform these noc­
turnal rites in the cemetery; the men pray in the 
church. The women, whose actions remain quite mat­
ter-of-fact and sober, settle down as though for a 
long rest, throwing a shawl over their heads so that 
woman and child, both under the same shawl, look 
like a single creature. The candles, lined up in rows 
between the living and the dead, flicker in the cold 
night wind, hour after hour, while the moon rises 
above the somber mountains and sinks again in a 
lny arc. Nothing else �appens. Every now and then 
the clanging of a bell is carried over by the wind, or 
the wailing sound of a dog howling at the moon; 
otherwise nothin�. Nobody weeps, there is little talk­
ing, only what IS essential is said, but then not in 
w hispers as is the way in our cemeteries; this is no 
question of any special atmosphere here. The silence, 
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to which even the children submit, as they gaze for 
hours on end into the candles or into the empty night 
over the sea, is not reverence, not depth of emotion 
as we understand it, neither in a good nor in a bad 
sense. It is simply silence. In face of the fact of life 
and death there is nothing whatever to be said. A few 
even sleep, while their dead, father or husband or son, 
feed soundlessly on the scent, on the essence of things. 
The last-comers arrive towards midnight; no one will 
leave the graves until dawn. The dead souls flicker in 
thousands. A shivering child, who is coughing very 
ominously, as though anxious to join the dead, is al­
lowed to sample the sweatmeats already, although the 
food still belongs to the dead. On the whole, they are 
strangely patient. And it is cold, it is the night of the 
first of November. A little girl, whose mother is doz­
ing, plays with a candle, making warm drops of wax 
fall on her hand until the candle goes out, and then 
relighting it. Every breath of wind is heavily laden 
with scent; the women pluck to pieces yellow flowers 
and scatter them in the direction of the dead-much 
as one prepares vegetables, not negligently, but with­
out unnecessary gestures, with emphasis, with solem­
nity, without any dramatic expression to indicate that 
some symbolic significance is intended. The whole 
ceremony is not intended at all, but simply per­
formed. And it is as though the silence grew yet more 
silent. The moon has gone down, the cold is cutting. 
Nothing happens. The women do not kneel, but sit 
on the ground, so that the soul of the dead may rise 
into their wombs. That is all, until day breaks, a night 
of silent patience, a surrender to the inescapable proc­
ess of death and growth-

A conversation with the public prosecutor, my friend, 
about Stiller. 

"The overwhelming majority of human lives are 
ruined by the fact that people make excessive de-



mands on themselves," he said and explained what he 
meant like this : "Our consciousness has changed a 
great deal in the course of a few centuries, our emo­
tional life much less. Hence there is a discrepancy 
between the level of our intellect and that of our emo­
tions. Most of us have a parcel of flesh-pink cloth­
namely, our feelings-that from our intellectual level 
we should like to ignore. There are two ways out of 
the difficulty that lead nowhere: either we kill our 
primitive and therefore unworthy feelings, as far as 
we can, at the risk of killing our emotional life al­
together, or we simply give our unworthy feelings 
another name. We lie about them, disguise them as 
something else. We label them to satisfy the wishes of 
our consciousness. The more adroit our consciousness, 
the better-read, the more numerous and nobler­
looking are our back-doors, the cleverer our self­
deception. You can entertain yourself like that for a 
lifetime, excellently in fact, only you never reach life 
that way; it leads inescapably to loss of contact with 
your own personality. For example, we can easily call 
our lack of the couraae to go down on our knees good 
breeding, our fear of self-realization unselfishness and 
so on. Most of us know only too well what we ought 
to feel in this, that or the other situation, or, as the 
case may be, must not feel, but even with the best 
will in the world we have great difficulty in finding 
out what we actually do feel. That is a bad state of 
affairs. A sarcastic attitude towards all emotion is its 
classical symptom . . .  Excessive demands on one­
self are inevitably linked with the wrong kind of bad 
conscience. One man blames himself for not being a 
genius, another blames himself for not being a saint 
in spite of his good upbringing, and Stiller blamed 
himself for not being the sort who could fight in 
Spain . . . It is extraordinary what we mistake for 
conscience, once we have begun making excessive 
demands upon ourselves and so losing touch with our 
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own personalities. The famous inner voice is often 
enough no more than the coquettish voice of a pseudo­
ego that does not allow me to finally give up trying, 
to recognize myself, and attemJ?tS with all the wiles of 
vanity, if necessary even w1th false voices from 
heaven, to bind me to my fatal habit of making ex­
cessive demands upon myself. We can see our de­
feats, but we do not understand them as signals, as the 
outcome of misdirected endeavor, of endeavor di­
rected away from our self. Curiously enough the di­
rection taken by our vanity is not, as it appears to be, 
the direction towards our self, but away from our self." 

We then discussed the well known line: Him I love 
who craves the impossible. Without being able to re­
call just where this line occurs in Faust, Part Two, 
we agreed that it could only have been uttered by a 
demonic figure; for it is an invitation to neurosis and 
has nothing to do with any real endeavor (it doesn't 
refer to endeavor, anyhow, but to craving) that pre­
supposes humility in the face of our limited potential­
ities. 

"I don't see Stiller as an exception," said my pub­
lic prosecutor. "I see some of my acquaintances and 
myself in him, although the demands we make on 
ourselves are of different kinds • • •  Many know 
themselves, only few also manage to accept them­
selves. How much self-knowledge is limited to pre­
senting other people with a. more precise and exact 
description of our weaknesses-a form of coquetry. 
But even genuine self-knowledge, which remains 
mute and is chiefly expressed in behavior, is not 
enough; it is a first step, indispensable and laborious, 
but not sufficient in itself. Self-lmowledge in the form 
of lifelong melancholy, of amused indulgence to­
wards our early resignation is very common, and peo­
ple of this kind may sometimes be very pleasant table 
companions; but what is it like for them? They have 
given up a false role, and that is certainly something, 



but it doesn't yet take them back into life • • •  It is 
not true that self-acceptance automatically comes with 
age. It is true that when we are older our earlier aims 
seem more dubious and it is easier, cheaper, more 
painless to smile at our youthful ambition; but this is 
not the same as self-acceptance. In a certain respect, 
even, it becomes more difficult as we get older. More 
and more people to whom we look up admiringly are 
younger than ourselves, our allotted span grows 
shorter and shorter, resignation becomes easier and 
easier in view of our nonetheless honorable career, 
easier still for those who have had no career at all and 
can console themselves with the ill-will of their en­
vironment, cheering themselves with the thought of 
their unrecognized genius . . . To accept oneself 
calls for an extremely positive attitude towards life 
• . .  The demand that we shall love our neighbor as 
ourselves contains as an axiom the demand that we 
shall love ourselves, shall accept ourselves as we 
were created. But even self-acceptance alone is not 
enough. As long as I try to convince those around 
me that I am none other than myself, I am necessarily 
afraid of being misconstrued, and this very fear keeps 
me a prisoner . . .  Without the certitude that there 
is an absolute reality, I cannot imagine, of course," 
said my public prosecutor, "that we can ever suc­
ceed in becoming free." 

P.S. Absolute authority? Absolute reality? Why 
doesn't he say "God"? It seems to me that he con­
sciously takes care to avoid this word. Only when he 
is talking to me? 

P.S. I am always hoping that precisely by recognizing 
myself as a negligible and unimportant man I shall 
cease to be a negligible and unimportant man. Funda­
mentally, to be quite honest, I am forever hoping that 
God (if I meet Him half way) will make me a dif-
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ferent, namely a richer, deeper, more valuable, more 
important personality-and it is precisely this, in all 
probability, which prevents God from setting me on 
the path to a real existence, that is to say from mak­
ing it possible for me to experience existence. My 
conditio sine qua non is that he shall revoke me, his 
creature. 

J ulika is still in Paris. 

The mother's grave. It is just like all graves in this 
country: neatly enclosed by a granite border, every 
grave a little too short so that you're afraid of tread­
ing on the dead people's feet, gravel paths in between, 
evergreens round the edge, in the center of the grave 
an earthenware vase containing a few withered asters, 
behind the headstone a rusty tin for watering the 
flowers. But today it was raining. We stood together 
under the umbrella, and the church clock struck three. 
The headstone was a bit queer, a typical piece of 
tombstone art, some kind of allegory. Here and there 
a small cypress towered above this gray Manhattan of 
tombstones. Once Wilfried asked: 

"How do you like the stone, by the way?" 
"Yes," I said . . .  
One would expect Wilfried to possess an umbrella. 

I've never had an umbrella of my own in my life, but 
now I was glad of an umbrella. It was a country ceme­
tery, an insignificant church dating from the nine­
teenth century, situated on a hilltop and surrounded 
by ancient elms. In good weather one would no doubt 
have a pretty, quiet, wide view out over the lake to­
wards the mountains. Today everything was gray, a 
dripping autumn day with mist hanging round the 
woods. We stood there for a long time, while the rain 
drummed on the black umbrella, both of us without 
speaking and without making a gesture, like any two 
Protestants. The inscription read: Here rests in God. 



Others had other inscriptions, Rest in peace, or else 
some vague lyric. The headstone, travertine, was 
slightly polished. The rain dripped audibly from the 
umbrella on to browri leaves. In the next row but one 
there was a fresh grave, a mound of loamy earth with 
wreaths on top of it. Then the church clock struck 
again. It was cold, wet, gray . . .  

Afterwards we went to a tavern. 
Wilfried Stiller, younger than I, is a hefty fellow 

with a tanned, rough and taut skin. You can see at 
once that he spends a lot of time in the sun and air. 
His black hair is cropped short like a peasant's or a 
soldier's. He brought me over in a jeep that belongs 
not to him personally, but to the Agricultural Co­
operative. He is manager of the fruit section . . .  

Naturally we talked about our mothers, while Wil­
fried smoked cigars all the time (except in the ceme­
tery),  the same brand as the inspector at the police 
station when I first arrived. Apparently his mother 
was extremely strict, mine not in the least. When Wil­
fried told me how his mother shut him up for a whole 
day in the cellar, because he had been pinching jam 
and she wanted to give him a lasting distaste for the 
place, I could laugh with the man who survived that 
day in a dark cellar with undiminished good health; 
but that wasn't my mother. She could never have 
brought herself to be so strict. His mother used to 
say: "Now pull yourself together, if you want to be 
a proper boy ! "  My mother used to say: "Leave the 
lad in peace, will you ! "  My mother was convinced that 
I should cope with life all right. I can remember lis­
tening at the keyhole as my mother told a group of 
friends all the witty and clever remarks I had made 
during the past week, enjoying a great success with 
them. 

Nothing like that ever happened to Wilfried; his 
mother was worried that Wilfried would never 
achieve anything worthwhile, and the healthy man sit-
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tin� opposite me at the varnished tavern table smoking 
a c1gar, rather rough but cordial in his dullness, admit­
ted himself that he was not a gifted child: he hadn't 
even learnt to play the /iano. My mother, I know, 
saved on charwomen an washerwomen and did the 
cleaning and washing herself, so that she could pay 
for my flute lessons every month; for I was considered 
gifted. 

Both mothers were funny! Wilfried told me that his 
mother, who was naturally just as respectable as mine, 
loved raw liver above everything else, far more than 
sweets. Now, no one could give her a packet of raw 
liver for her birthday or mother's day, so she had to 
buy her tit-bits for herself. And so she did. Once, 
when a football had been kicked into some bushes 
and Wilfried went to look for it, he found his mother 
in the most hidden corner of a public park, eating raw 
liver; the good woman wa� fnghtened to death, and 
obliged to keep Wilfried at bay with any excuse she 
could think of, until he believed anything of his 
mother-except that she had been eating raw liver! 

When Wilfried recalled incidents like this, it might 
have been my mother too, and we laughed together. 
Then again he described a mother whom I did not 
know at all, a clear-thinking and incorruptible woman 
whom you couldn't hoax, a practical woman who ac­
customed Wilfried at an early age to the idea that he 
would never be able to marry a proper woman if he 
didn't earn plenty of money. My mother wasn't like 
that at all. She enjoyed it when I hoaxed her, and as 
regards the future she attached more importance to 
my inner qualities, convinced that I could marry any­
one I liked, any woman whatever with the exception 
of my fond mother herself, which when I was young 
I regretted; my mother's worry was rather whether 
the person I should one day bring home would really 
be worthy of me. Once, I remember, I tried to sptt 
cherry stones on to our old neighbor as he sat reading 



the newspaper in his little garden; my mother was so 
furious at his outrageous suspicion, that I swore black 
and blue I hadn't done it, so as not to show her up in 
front of the old gentleman. My stepfather used to say 
that my mother and I stuck together like burs. Wit­
fried had his own father. And my mother, I know, 
would never have cried in front of teachers; she 
would have denied everything or demanded a little 
understanding on the part of the teachers. I was a deli­
cate child. When my mother, God knows how, paid 
the police fine, I brought her a whole lot of cowslips; 
that was when my mother cried, not before. His 
mother didn't expect any cowslips, but told Wilfried 
to apologize personally to the teacher he had been 
rude to. It's funny how different mothers can be! . . .  

"Now she's been lying over there four years al­
ready," said Wilfried. "Anything rather than be bur­
ied in the town, anything rather than lie alongside p;o­
ple she had never seen while she was alive, she d1dn't 
like the idea of that-" 

Once the taverner came, addressed Wilfried by 
name and then shook my hand too. Wilfried talks to 
people without the least trace of disguise. I can't do 
that. Why not? And then, when we were alone to­
gether again, I had to tell him about Julika-how she 
was getting on in Paris. Julika came here from Paris 
for the funeral with her red hair. Wilfried had not 
met her again since. Wilfried was wearing a knitted 
waistcoat. He was very interested in California; Wil­
fried once wanted to go and farm in Argentina, but 
couldn't because of his mother, so I talked about Cal­
ifornia, without thinking or seeing California; I saw 
rather the grave with the evergreens and polished 
travertine, without thinking or seeing my mother, and 
for Wilfried everything was fine. 

His brother, the missing man, must always have 
been rather queer. He didn't say so, didn't even hint 
it. Wilfried is not ambiguous, not subtle, not inquisi-
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tive; he is a man of natural existence, not a man of ex­
pression. Even when I keep silent, I feel like a chatter­
box beside him. \Vilfried drank little and probably 
even that was only for my benefit, yet he found the 
wine good, which I for my part found touching, for 
it was a mediocre wine, with no body, really tasting 
only of cask. And all this was very normal, very 
strange, a conversation with many pauses, so that you 
could hear the cat purring, and when \Nilfried once 
more repeated his invitation to go and stay with him 
and his wife I noticed I was ve(y close to tears; and 
yet the whole time I had felt empty of all feeling. He 
was a brother, which I wasn't, and it didn't even worry 
him that I wasn't. 

\Vas I also hungry? Wilfried didn't try to convince 
me of anything, and there was somethmg disarming 
about this. And he wasn't afraid of silence, whereas I 
resumed the conversation about modern farms in Cal­
ifornia, a subject on which \Vilfried was far better in­
formed than I, through his reading. We made one 
amusing discovery: the illustrated paper that con­
tained the article about the dancer Julika and her van­
ishing husband also carried a long report on modern 
methods of pest control, which set \Vilfried laughing 
when 1 referred to it in conversation; even over this 
matter, the paper didn't have the facts right. This 
amused me. 

Whenever anything we discussed (military service, 
for example) brought to light the fact that Wilfried 
was five years younger than I, it irritated me. I saw 
him as a small boy sees men, as ageless but under all 
circumstances superior. It also irritated me that this 
man, fo� his part, was not irritated by even the oddest 
diversity of our natures, but immediately took it for 
granted that my life, though incomprehensible to him, 
was certain to be perfectly all right in my own eyes; 
and somehow, by not poking his nose into my affairs, 
he maintained a respectful distance, which every time 



I observed it made me feel ashamed and unsure of my­
self. But he was perfectly serious about this respect. 
I didn't dare order any more \Vine, any different wine, 
although I knew quite well that \Vilfried would hwe 
raised no objection-after all, it was a special day that 
deserved a little celebration. 

Of his children, I heard that they had got over the 
mumps one after the other; there was nothing left 
now but measles. When Wilfried, after first hanging 
his jacket over the back of the chair, ate bread and 
cheese to fortify himself for the long journey in the 
not exactly comfortable jeep, I wondered whether I 
should not, even unasked, declare myself-but I didn't 
know how, nor actually why either . . . Wilfried 
took it as a matter of course that we were brothers, 
and after standing under a black umbrella in front of 
a grave were about to part again. 

just before five I was back in Zurich. 
Now (as I write these notes) I am sitting in a bar. 

Alone in the town! It is like a dream to me; and yet 
my immediate environment, a pack of freshly dolled­
up Zurich tarts waiting for the first job of the evening, 
is anything but dreamlike. Nobody claims to know 
me. Supposing I don't return to my cell at six? Wil­
fried drove me to Bellevue; he still had a long journey 
in front of him and tomorrow another hard day's 
work, on the other hand I had another hour's parole 
provided Wilfried stayed with me. He shook hands. 

"Yes," I said, "-and supposing I make a getaway?" 
He laughed, his hand already on the brake. 
"That's up to you," he commented, his j eep j erked 

and he was away . . . What should I have explained 
to him? There are many people to whom I am closer, 
in understanding much closer, than to this man; as a 
friend he is out of the question. He has his own 
friends, \vho are completely strange to me, and I don't 
think it would occur to him to number me among his 
friends. And yet he is the only person who can take 
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it for granted that I am the missing Stiller, that is to 
say fundamentally misunderstand me, without my car­
ing. What does understand mean anyway? Friends 
must understand one another to remain friends; broth­
ers are always brothers. Why was I never his brother? 
Today's meeting has set my mind in turmoil. How do 
I stand in this world? 

"You still deny it?" asked my counsel, the moment I 
was back in pnson. "You still deny it? " 

"Yes," I said, "I still deny it-" 
"That's ridiculous," said my counsel. 
"It's ridiculous," I said, "but if I were to admit what 

you want me to admit, Herr Doktor, that would be 
even more ridiculous." 

"I don't understand you," said my counsel. 
"I know that," I said. "That's why I have to deny 

everything you say about me, Herr Doktor-" 

Yes-who is going to read what I have written in 
these notebooks? And yet I believe that no one writes 
without the idea that somebody is going to read what 
he writes, if this somebody is only the writer himself. 
Then I ask myself, Can one write without playing a 
part? One tries to be a stranger to oneself. My reality 
does not lie in the part I play, but in the unconscious 
decision as to what kind of part I assign myself. At 
times I have the feeling that one emerges from what 
has been written as a snake emerges from its skin. 
That's it; you cannot write yourself down, you can 
only cast your skin. But who is going to be interested 
in this dead skin? The ever-recurring question 
whether the reader is ever able to read anything other 
than himself is superfluous: writing is not communica­
tion with readers, not even communication with one­
self, but communication with the inexpressible. The 
more exactly one succeeds in expressing oneself, the 
more clearly appears the inexpressible force, that is  



to say the reality, that oppresses and moves the writer. 
We J?<>Ssess language in order to become mute. He 
who IS silent is not mute. He who is silent hasn't even 
an inkling who he is not. 

Why doesn't Julika write? 

Friends! Now they come in flocks, today no less than 
five-all at the same time. They all find me unchanged, 
almost unchanged, and address me familiarly. And the 
fact that I don't utter a word doesn't in the least pre­
vent them from knowing me, oh yes, there's noth­
ing better than an old friendship. One of them, an 
actor, just wouldn't let go of my hand; his eyes were 
full of profound emotion, and when he stopped talk­
ing he oozed deep understandin� for Stiller. With a 
squeeze of the hand, a further Intensification of the 
pressure and another shake of my crushed hand, 
which he had clasped in both of his, I let him say to 
me that which cannot be expressed in words. For my 
part, I merely said, "Take a seat, gentlemen." And one 
of them, I observed as time passed, considered him­
self my benefactor, because he hadn't taken the miss­
ing Soller to court for the years of unpaid rent, as he 
would have been fully entitled to do. It apreared 
that my embarrassment was a sufficient expressiOn of 
gratitude for him. 

They are all of them very pleasant people, although 
on this visit, gathered together as probably never hap­
pens under natural circumstances, they were rather 
like a funeral party at the crematorium. The fact was 
that, apart from their connection with the missing Stil­
ler, a connection with such various origins, they really 
had nothing in common with one another. Each of 
them had perhaps heard of the others in the past 
through Stiller, whose absence was now painfully 
evident. vVe should have got to know one another tete-
4-tete. One of them, I learnt after a time, had in the 
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meantime become a professor, a fine brain who must 
have had a lot of trouble with the missing Stiller, . so 
vague in mind and temperament and so full of muddle­
headed radicalism. That he had come at all, this young 
professor, who naturally had other friends than Stiller, 
was an act of true loyalty. His circumspection, the 
tender consideration with which he treated me, en­
abled me to guess how sensitive the missing Stiller 
must have been; and as a matter of fact I, too, felt in­
ferior, felt the extent of my ignorance, relapsed into 
a lcind of timid esteem and hence into a tone that must 
inevitably have reminded him of his vanished friend. 
He didn't want this tone or this silence of timid es­
teem; but it seemed as though he were used to it, and 
the queerer my behavior, the more certainly he must 
have seen in me the vanished Stiller, who had often 
enough struck him as queer and with whom he had 
kept faith, in spite of everything, more out of a desire 
for fair play than out of friendship, which never bore 
fruit with Stiller. 

Why did it make me sad? They were all the sort of 
men one would like to have for one's friends. Why 
wasn't it possible? Incidentally, they were by no 
means agreed as to who Stiller was; and yet they acted 
as though they took me for one and the same person. 
A lively graphic artist already described the celebra­
tion that was to take place after my release, and the 
fifth, a compositor by trade, seemed to be a Commu­
nist who regarded the other four as arrant reaction­
aries and blamed me for talking to them, to judge by 
his expression. He was particularly annoyed with me 
over the friendly tone m which the property owner 
described the Sleeping-Beauty condition of Stiller's de­
serted studio; and at times, while they were talking, I 
seriously wondered what kind of person I must be to 
correspond, even in broad outline only, to the memo­
ries and expectations of these five visitors-something 
like a five-headed monster, I thought, and every one 



of them would have cut off my other four heads as 
not genuine, as superfluous, in order to produce the 
true Stiller. 

The actor, I observed, had become a Catholic and 
looked down, not without respect, not without under­
standing, upon the compositor, the Communist, whose 
views he had no difficulty in guessing, since they re­
minded him of the first intellectual adventures of his 
own youth. Apart from the Communist, it was obvi­
ous that none of them had stood still. The young pro­
fessor assured me that, although he still valued the 
classics above all else, he no longer regarded modern 
art as purely decadent, and the graphic artist, mani­
festly converted by a considerable degree of success, 
had shaken off all pessimism concerning contempo­
rary culture, pointed to the high level of Swiss 
graphic art and for his part, speaking frankly, had n o  
need o f  either Communism o r  Catholicism i n  order t o  
see his task i n  the world. The property owner, on the 
other hand, an antique dealer by profession, was more 
than ever attached to tradition, the more local the bet­
ter, not a word against the European Defense Com­
munity, but for that very reason it was the antiquar­
ian's duty to foster the sense of difference, for 
example the difference between the inhabitants of 
Basle and those of Zurich; for what were Europe's 
fraternal armies to defend if not the prerogative of be­
ing different, even over very short distances? 

As I have said, they were the pleasantest of people. 
Afterwards, I asked myself why I couldn't really feel 
myself their friend. I have offended them, without 
saying anything. My cell grows lonelier after every 
visit. 

Dreamed of Julika. Almost exactly the same again: 
She is sitting in a boulevard cafe among a crowd of 
people, trying to write to me, her pencil held to her 
lips like :1 c;choolgirl in difficulties. I try to go to her, 
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but am arrested by three foreign (German) soldiers 
and know that Julika has betrayed me. Our eyes meet. 
The men in helmets drag me away, I want to curse 
Julika, but her mute gaze beseeches me not to believe 
what she has written, she was forced to write it, I 
forced her. When I ask if I am going to be shot, the 
three soldiers laugh. One of them says: No, we cru­
cify now. After feeling very frightened I find myself 
working in a camp. We have to pin photographs to 
trees with drawing pins, that's what they call "crucify­
ing," nothing else. I "crucify" Julika, the ballerina . . .  

It is hard not to tire in the face of the world, in the 
face of its majority, in the face of its superiority, 
which there is no denying. It is difficult, alone and 
without witnesses, to know what one believes one 
has learnt in a solitary hour, difficult to carry a knowl­
edge that can never be proved nor even uttered. I 
know I am not the missing Stiller. And I never was. I 
swear it, even if I do not know who else I am. Perhaps 
I am no one. And even if they can prove to me m 
black and white that of all people who are registered 
as having been born, only one is at present missing, 
Stiller, and that I am not in this world at all if I refuse 
to be Stiller, I shall still refuse. Why don't they give 
up trying? My behavior is ludicrous, I know, my 
position is becoming untenable. But I am not the man 
they are looking for, and this certainty, the only one 
I possess, I shall not relinquish. 

Julika is still in Paris. 

That's not true. I cannot be alone, strictly speaking, 
and there has hardly been an hour in my life when I 
was able to be alone. Most of the time, strictly speak­
ing, there was a woman present. It began with my 
dear, good mother. I just managed to scrape through 
my school-leaving certificate and I was glad on my 
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mother's account, because my stepfather couldn't say. 
"Well, what about your precious son now?" Later I 
entered on my period of patriotic punishment with a 
federal blanket under my arm and spent nearly a 
whole summer in barracks, but I wasn't alone, because 
all the time I felt sorry for my mother, who was ter­
ribly upset by the whole thing. A host of hours, more 
hours than go to make a human life one would have 
thought, are on call in my memory, hours which I 
thought solitary-evenings in hotel rooms with a hub­
bub rising from foreign streets or a view into a court­
yard, nights spent in railway stations, spring days in 
a public park filled with prams and a foreign language, 
then again afternoons in my usual pub, wanderings in  
rain and forest and i n  the certainty that I should never 
again speak to some person for whom I yearned, part­
ings of all kinds, quick, clean and straightforward 
partings, but also pitiable, whimpering, dragged-out, 
cowardly partings-a host of hours, as I said, and yet I 
was never alone, strictly speaking, not for an hour. I 
always found some inner escape route, a tender or 
tormented recollection, a passionate conversation with 
an invisible person who generally didn't exist at all, 
but whom I invented in order not to be alone, or the 
hope of a magnificent encounter at the next street­
corner or the next street-corner but one. Is that soli­
tude? 

Right at the beginning of my artistic activity, per­
haps, I was alone or almost succeeded in being alone 
in a real sense in the hope of being able to realize my­
self in clay or plaster; but this hope did not last long 
before ambition raised its head, delight at the prospect 
of recognition, worry over possible rejection, for 
months all this clay and ambition and plaster kept me 
from seeing a single living soul, immersed in my art 
that never became real art, immured between the 
four walls of my studio, a hermit without a radio as in 
the Middle Ages, taciturn as a galley slave, a monk in 
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relation to girls, but only in relation ro them, a juui­
lant Rumpelstilz at the thought that nobody yet had 
any inkling of my genius; and I ·was as hard-working 
as a flogged beast, flogged by ambition. So I was not 
alone. 

And I was not alone by my ferry across the Tajo ;  
i n  the event o f  my death, I knew, Anya would not 
break down nor enter a convent, she would go on 
tending the living and go on letting herself be loved, 
but occasionally she would remember me. And when 
no one shot me, when they only tied me up with my 
braces, tied my hands and feet together and threw me 
into the gorse, I wasn't alone: I had my ignominy in 
front of Anya, I thought I should die miserably of 
thirst and never see Anya again; I shouted as long as 
I could, then I stopped shouting, but on the threshold 
of unconsciousness I had Anya, my searing ignominy 
in front of Anya. And I was not alone on my way 
back, although I already had a presentiment how for­
eign my homeland would seem to me; I spent whole 
nights on the march or in French waiting-rooms justi­
fying myself to Anya, feeling ashamed before Anya, 
becoming indignant about her or piling up hostile 
thoughts about her. I wasn't alone. 

And then, far away from her, I told my Spanish 
tale; my acquaintances believed it, more or less, but I 
knew who knew the truth-namely, Anya-so I 
wasn't alone. It's ridiculous but true: there was always 
a woman with whom I could delude myself. I had 
men friends, not many, sometimes one, sometimes oth­
ers; that was friendship, but no delusion about our sol­
itariness as individuals. I often thought of distant 
friends, curious about their ideas or glad of their con­
tradiction or even in painful discord; but in the hour 
of horror, in the hour of inability to be alone, it was 
never with anyone but a woman, with the memory 
or the hope of a woman, that I escaped from my lone­
liness. Why wasn't I capable of being alone, why was 



I compelled to bore myself with this ballerina, so much 
so that I even had to marry this sea beast? The fault 
was in myself, no doubt about that, time and again I 
was governed by an iron will operating in reverse. A 
thousand and one nights, at least, I took my head in 
my hands and fell asleep: even in marriage I couldn't 
be alone. I deserted her; she humiliated me and I hu­
miliated her; but I wasn't alone. 

And I wasn't alone stowed away in the after hold of 
an Italian tramp steamer, an emigrant without papers 
bound for America; only a bribed stoker knew I was 
down below among the barrels, and it was dark, stink­
ing and so hot that the sweat ran out of my every pore 
(it would have run out of anyone's in my place! ) ;  I 
knew very well that the beautiful Julika would be dis­
gusted by this sweat-so I wasn't alone. It was the 
chance of a lifetime to be alone, an opportunity of 
eighteen undisturbed days and nineteen nights with a 
calm sea most of the time, so I can't even make the ex­
cuse that I felt seasick. I was sick once, probably soon 
after we passed Gibraltar; the boat pitched for a few 
hours, then quieted do\'m again. And what did I 
do with my chance, that was as big as the Atlantic? I 
lit a cigarette and saw by the flame of my lighter the 
labels on the nearest barrels, Chianti Italian Wine Im­
ported, then nothing but blank darkness with a few 
slits of light between the planks and the throbbing of 
the propeller-shaft underneath me, day and night; it 
was enough to drive one mad; I didn't go mad, for in 
imagination I saw Julika on her art nouveau veranda 
and told her what still remained to be said. I was glad I 
should never see this woman again; that was my only 
pleasure down there in the hold. Was I alone? Every 
time I woke up after a longish sleep I was afraid the 
stinking tub was already homeward bound for Eu­
rope; it made no difference to my resolution not to see 
the beautiful Julika again. I had only to think, as I sat 
among the stinking barrels (I spent most of the time 
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sitting down, because whenever I walked about in the 
darkness I kept stumbling over ropes and crane 
chains) ,  of the letter she had sent me after her murder 
on the balcony, of the first senrence. "There is not 
much point in returning to the conversation we had 
last week, .etc." I only had to think of this opening 
sentence and I regretted nothing, not even if this tub 
were to run aground on a sandbank the very next mo­
ment and fill up with water. I had only to think of 
Foxli! Or of the famous gruel which this woman 
couldn't be bothered to make, and a hundred other 
trifles, each more ridiculous than the last; but eight­
een days and nineteen nights in succession in the dark­
ness, with water dripping through some crack be­
tween the planks-an eternity of dripping minutes­
were not enough to summarize the waste land be­
tween this woman and me, even in the rapid shorthand 
of thought; again I stumbled round and grazed my­
self on a piece of rusty sheeting, again I squatted on 
a coil of rope and licked the warm blood from my 
hand, squatted there stinking of stale sweat and fresh 
sweat, seen by no one and as blind as a mole, deafened 
by the throb of the propeller-shaft, and not a single 
waking hour went by Without my thinking of some­
thing against this frail woman at Davos, and nobody 
heard my loudest curses. But I wasn't alone. 

In Brooklyn harbor the propeller-shaft fell silent at 
last. My heart beat. First they discharged the forward 
hold. After ten hours my stoker came at last with the 
advice to remain hidden for another two or three days, 
because there was a dock strike. Five days passed, and 
naturally five nights as well, and then at last I heard my 
valiant stoker's whistle as agreed; but still I wasn't 
through with the waste land between this woman and 
me. 

Now I had to go ashore. Was I alone in New York? 
I pushed my way through the antlike swarm in Times 
Square; for weeks my eyes were continually drawn to 



telephone booths, but I was resolved not to ring Sib­
ylle. And I didn't ring, but boarded a Greyhound and 
headed west, no matter where to. The country varied, 
it was tedious and entrancing, repellent, delightful. I 
saw the prairie, the Chicago s1aughterhouses, the Mor· 
mons, the Indians, the bifjgest copper mine in the 
world, the longest suspensiOn bridge in the world; I 
talked to strange faces in a milk bar; I worked for a 
month in Detroit; I fell in love with the daughter of a 
conservative senator, who had a Cadillac, and we 
swam in Lake Michigan; I traveled on; I saw forest 
fires, baseball, sunsets over the Pacific and flying fish; 
I rarely had any money, but I whistled with joy at 
being so far from Davos, and slightly less far from 
Riverside Drive, New York; at this time I could have 
been as much alone as on the moon. They said Halla! 
and I said Halla! I listened to the last radio announcers 
after midnight, merely in order not to hear the silence, 
for in the silence I was not alone, so I preferred to lis­
ten to these ever-confident announcers telling me the 
best soap, the best brand of whisky, the best dog 
food, interspersed with symphonies or at least Tchai­
kovsky's Nutcracker Suite-so that I should not be so 
alone. 

And it if wasn't my graceful ballerina, it was Little 
Gray, that graceful beast of a cat, that kept jumping 
on to my window sill although it had nothing to say to 
me. Haven't I written about that already somewhere 
in this heap of paper? I picked her up and shoved her 
into a refrigerator, then I tried to whistle and later on 
to sleep, but in vain; after a few hours I took her out 
of the refrigerator, well knowing that her death would 
prey on my mind; and when, after a while, she opened 
the slits of her eyes slightly, I was moved to tears that 
she hadn't inflicted her death in the refrigerator on 
me. I cared for her until she began to purr again and 
rub herself against the legs of my trousers, but at least 
she was alive, even if she bore herself like a victress 
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and still had nothing to say to me; and then, as she 
began to exploit my bad conscience, I chucked her 
out into the not very cold night, where she hoisted 
her tail and spat; I shut the window, all the windows; 
she jumped on to the sill and spat, as though I had 
really killed her; I acted for a time as though I didn't 
see her, didn't hear her miauling, whereupon she ma­
ligned me throughout the neighborhood (especially to 
Florence, the mulatto girl ) .  "Enough! "  I cried, went to 
the window, took her by the scruff of the neck and 
flung the struggling bundle as far as I could. Catlike, 
she fell on her feet. To my surprise, she even re­
mained silent and did not hop upon the window sill 
again. She left me alone, I admit, but every moment I 
knew that any moment she might jump back on my 
window sill. So I wasn't alone. 

Am I alone now? I'm thinking of Frau Julika Stil­
ler-Tschudy in Paris. I see her in her black tailor­
made costume, which suits her so wonderfully, and 
her little white hat on her red hair. It must be cold in 
P:tris now. She had in mind to buy a new coat. I see 
her (although I am not in the least acquainted with 
this autumn's models) ,  in her new coat, which once 
again suits her splendidly. It may be that I fall in love 
very easily; but when I sit like this in my cell think­
ing of Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy, it is more than be­
ing in love; I can feel it by my hopeless dejection; 
Frau Julika Stillcr-Tschudy is my only hope. Quite 
apart now from her copper hair, her alabaster com­
plexion, her greenish or water-gray or perhaps color­
less, but anyhow exceptionally beautiful eyes-quite 
apan from all this, which anyone, even my defense 
counsel, can see, this woman (whatever the vanished 
Stiller may have against her) is a superb woman, not 
easy to love perhaps, a woman who has never been 
loved and has never loved. And for this reason, I be­
lieve, I am in no way deterred by what she and Stiller 
went through together. What has that to do with me? 



I don't want to be high-falutin and declare, I love her! 
But I may say, I should like to love her. And so long 
as Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy does not take me for 
her missing husband I dare to say, Why should it not 
be possible? On one of the next few days she will 
come back, according to her rather brief and reserved 
cards, wearing a Paris autumn model. 

I shall admit to her that it is all untrue: I am inca­
pable of being alone, I have tried, but in vain. I shall 
tell her openly that I have missed her. That is no ex­
aggeration. And then, as soon as possible, I shall ask 
her whether she thinks she could love me. Her smile, 
the astonishment in her plucked eyebrows-! shall let 
none of this deter me; that's the way Frau Julika Stil­
ler-Tschudy is. An orphan at eighteen, one quarter 
Hungarian, three quarters German Swiss, a tubercu­
losis that proved to be quite real, and then the mar­
riage with a neurotic Spanish volunteer-all that 
wasn't easy; her childlessness, her art and the way she 
went through everything, not without self-pity, un­
doubtedly, not without a graceful kind of malice, but 
always with a head held high on her narrow shoul­
ders-that is magnificent: a touch of arrogance (in the 
specifically feminine manner, namely as a tendency to 
"forgive") is only too understandable. My open ques­
tion, whether she thinks she can love me, will not be 
answered by any maidenly Yes. Frau Julika Stiller­
Tschudy is too experienced for that, and so am I; nor 
is this cell with a prison bed a green snuggery under 
blossoming apple boughs. I hope I don't become sol­
emn! For when I become solemn I inevitably become 
cowardly, if only for stylistic reasons: certain unsol­
emn things are then almost impossible to say. If Frau 
Julika Stiller-Tschudy does not answer me with an 
outright No, I must talk something like this: 

"The fact is, Julika, you are my only hope, and that 
is the terrible thing about it. Listen to me! There is no 
need for us to talk about Jean-Louis Dmitritch, per-
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haps he loves you much more than I e\'el' can, Dmi& 
tritch is a sensitive man, I take your word for it, a 
faithful half-Russian and a bit of an invalid. You 
haven't improved, my dear Julika; you're forever keep­
ing an invalid. And in fact there is no chance of our 
improving, neither you nor I. That is the choice that 
remains to us, I believe: either we smash ourselves to 
pieces on one another, or we love one another. So, to 
be perfectly frank, I don't imagine it's going to be 
easy. In fact it will get harder year by year. Don't you 
agree? But there is nothing else left to us. At all costs, 
I think, we must start from the fact that neither of us 
has ever loved the other. And that, you see, is why we 
can't even separate. That's a very funny thing! You 
have parted from Jean-Louis, you say. Out of loyalty 
to your husband, you say. Let us treat your husband 
as vanished! But you were able to part from Jean­
Louis, you see, so why can't we part? Every couple 
who were once happy in their own way and realized 
their potentialities, can get divorced; it is sad, distress­
ing, scandalous, incomprehensible, but neither of the 
two suffers hann to their soul: she has two sweet chil­
dren, a recompense for her innocence that is visible 
from afar, and he becomes deputy chainnan in spite 
of everything: who knows which of the two will be 
the first to remarry? And what about us, Julika, what 
have we got? The memory of Foxli, to put it in a nut­
shell. I know the little dog isn't personally to blame 
for the fact that we were never happy together. But 
you know what I mean. We were never through with 
one another. And I believe that is why, in spite of 
everything, we couldn't part. Poor Monsieur Dmi­
tritch! He might possess every conceivable masculine 
quality, in vain, they would be of no avail to him 
against the vacuum that binds us together. I know 
that, Julika, I was loved as you know, and it was sim­
ple to love that woman, it was joy. But it didn't work 
out. It didn't work out because I wasn't through with 



you, with us. She had a child recently, by the way, I 
wrote and told you, and she is now once more the wife 
of my only fnend. That's another thing. I still love 
her. That is why I ask you if you think you could 
love me; it's anything but easy for you to love me 
either. At times, to be quite frank, it's like trying to 
walk on water, and at the same time I know, we both 
know, that the water is rising to drown us, and will go 
on rising, even if we don't try to walk on it. There's 
not a great deal of life left to us. Everything, really 
everything, that is left to us in life depends upon 
whether we, you and I, can succeed in meeting one 
another above and beyond all that has haJ?pened. That 
sounds rather despondent, I know; but it ts just the re­
verse, it is the hope, the certainty even, that there is 
still a threshold for us through which we can enter 
life, you into yours and I into mine, but there is only 
this one threshold, and neither of us can cross it alont; 
you see, neither you nor I-" 

That roughly is what I shall say to Frau Julika 
Stiller-Tschudy, so long as she-she at least!-does not 
take me for the missing Stiller, and the rest my coun­
sel can settle to his own satisfaction, I shall no longer 
care about that. 

In view of the imminent final hearing, my counsel was 
very brief. He informed me that his defense (in case I 
really didn't decide to make a confession beforehand) 
was fixed and settled, already typed out. Further, my 
counsel had also received a picture postcard (also the 
Place de Ia Concorde? ) with the message that "we" 
could expect her tomorrow or the next day. 

All I did was nod. 

If I could pray, I should have to pray that all hope of 
escaping from myself should be taken from me. My 
occasional attempts to pray come to grief through the 
very fact that I hope to be somehow transformed by 
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praying, to escape from my powerlessness, and as soon 
as I find that this is not the case I lose all hope of being 
on the road. By the road, I mean in the last resort 
nothing but the hope of escaping from myself. This 
hope is my prison. I know that, but my knowledge 
does not burst my prison asunder, it merely shows me 
my prison, my powerlessness, my insignificance. I am 
not hopeless enough, or, as behevers say, submissive 
enough. I can hear them say: Submit and you will be 
free, your prison will be burst asunder, as soon as you 
are willing to go out from it an insignificant and pow­
erless man. 

They want to drive me crazy, merely so that they can 
make a citizen of me and have everything in order; 
they shrink from nothing now. Since yesterday there 
is not a single person who has not shamelessly be­
trayed me, with the exception of my public prosecu­
tor. It was a bitter day. I will record the facts: 

1 .  The Morning. 
Around ten I was called to the public prosecutor. 

After eleven I was still sitting in the antechamber 
along with Knobel, who also had no idea what was go­
ing on. Knobel was worried that he might be in for a 
reprimand-because of the cervelat he had slipped 
me, for instance-and I was disappointed by the way 
the good Knobel reacted to the mere thought of a 
reprimand; he was afraid of losing his job. Of course 
he didn't say so, but felt obliged to drop the cordial 
tone that was usual between us as we sat in this ante­
chamber. Knobel read a newspaper, to create an im­
pression of independence, with an expression of ill­
humor, as though churlishness provided some sort of 
guarantee that one was not crawling to one's superior. 
In Germany they click their heels, in the East they 
rub their hands together, in Switzerland they light a 
cigar and strain after a pose of surly equality as 



though nothing could happen in this country to a man 
who behaved correctly. When a smart young lady 
came and said, "The public prosecutor will see you 
now," Knobel made no attempt to hurry: the public 
prosecutor is only human, we're all taxpayers! All the 
same, he forgot his pince-nez. Oddly enough (on pur­
pose? ) they left the doors open; without being able to 
see anyone, I heard the following conversation: 

"I wasn't going to pay a fee for that! " 
"By the way," said the public prosecutor, "don't be 

upset by the fact that the documents of the case are 
full of references to a hair-oil gangster. As you've 
seen for yourself, the phrase is put in inverted com­
mas. It's an expression used by our prisoner-" 

"So I suppose! "  
"Everything else-" 
"Hair-oil gangster! "  said the indignant voice. "I 

shall bring an action for slander, no matter what it 
costs. You can tell the prisoner so today." 

A short pause. 
"Just one more question, Herr Direktor-" 
"Certainly, Herr Staatsanwalt, anything you please." 
"Have you any contact with Jamaica?" 
"How do you mean?" 
"I'm not trying to find out about your business con­

tacts," said the public prosecutor. "Don't misunder­
stand me, Herr Direktor. All I want to know is: when 
this Herr Stiller was doing the plaster head of you, did 
you ever talk about Jamaica? " 

"It's possible-" 
"Aha." 
"I have a house in Jamaica." 
"Aha." 
"\Vhy?" 
I heard the chair being pushed back . 
.. Once again, very many thanks, Herr Direktor," 

said the public prosecutor. "\Ne are very relieved to 
see that you haven't been murdered." 
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"Murdered? " 
"The fact is, our prisoner maintains positively that 

several years ago he murdered you with his own 
hands." 

"Me? " 
"In Jamaica-yes." 
Now it was Knobel's turn, he was introduced as the 

warder and asked to relate everything I had told him. 
He was obviously unsure of himself. His story of 
the murder was poor, muddled and lacking in graphic 
quality. 

"In the jungle! "  laughed the company director. "Did 
you ever hear of such a thing, Herr Staatsanwalt? In 
the jungle! I've never seen a jungle in Jamaica, these 
are freaks of fancy, Herr Staatsanwalt, believe me-" 

"I believe you." 
"Freaks of fancy! " 
Knobel seemed to have lost his nerve: he didn't dare 

describe the way the blood of the director, who was 
standing in front of him, mingled with the brown 
marsh water and how the black zopilote and the well­
dressed vulture waited-just the things he should have 
told them now, when they asked him for more details. 
Instead, Knobel asked in return: 

"Are you Herr Direktor Schmitz, then? " 
"Answer my questions," said the director. "What 

does the prisoner claim to have murdered me with? " 
"With an Indian dagger." 
"Oh." 
"Yes," said Knobel, "into the throat in front and 

then round to the left." 
"So." 
"Or else round to the right," said Knobel, losing his 

grip again. "I can't remember now." 
"Thank you." 
Then Knobel was told he could go. 
"I'm sorry," said Knobel; and as he went through 



the ante-chamber, cap in hand, his ears were lobster 
red; he didn't deign to glance at me . . .  I didn't hear 
how the director felt about this murder because Kno­
bel had tidily shut the door. Their conversation inside 
lasted another ten minutes. I was trying to read the 
newspaper my warder had left behind, a Social Demo­
cratic publication I should think, when suddenly the 
gentleman was standing in the doorway. He said: 

"It's been a pleasure, Herr Staatsanwalt, to explain 
the true position to you personally. It's not a question 
of the money here, as I have said, I told him at the 
time that I was willing to pay half the agreed fee, the 
full half, I give you my word, but I wasn't going to 
be blackmailed, and if Herr Stiller wasn't satisfied he 
could have taken me to court, but he didn't care to, as 
you see. He had no money for litigation! They always 
say that, these psychopaths, and when I told him he 
could sue me for the money if he wanted to, he just 
called me a gangster. Now really, Herr Staatsanwalt, 
you wouldn't have put up with that either." 

The gentleman wh0 then put on his overcoat in the 
ante-chamber was a thoroughly worthy citizen, but 
no more striking than any passer-by in the Bahnof­
strasse. Round his neck he wore a simple scarf of plain 
silk. He covered his bald head with an equally simple 
hat of plain felt, which, when he caught sight of me, 
he did not raise; instead he clutched at his throat, as 
though adjusting the scarf. I nodded. I wonder why? 
He left with the words: 

"We shall see one another in Court." 
Then I had to go to the public prosecutor. 
"There is a type of millionaire," I said, "you can't 

get at in a state where the rule of law prevails, so it's 
no wonder they keep on being resurrected-" 

The smart young lady was quickly got rid of with a 
job, a letter to be delivered to the Hotel Urban. I 
thought at once: I wonder whether Julika is back 
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from Paris? Meanwhile the public prosecutor, whom 
I had hitherto only seen as a guest on my prison bed, 
invited me to sit down. 

"Yes," he smiled, "my dear chap--" 
He was interrupted by the tefephone. He turned a 

little to one side with the official telephone receiver, 
as was proper for an unofficial conversation, listened 
with his hand on his bunch of keys and gazing out of 
the window, for his part said only that he would not 
be home for lunch, an on-the-spot investigation he 
had in the afternoon, and rang off rather abruptly, ob­
viously bothered by a question he didn't want to have 
to answer in my presence. Then he turned to me 
again, not without a trace of embarrassment. 

"Sibylle sends her good wishes." 
"Thank you," I said. "How is she? " 
"Thank you," he said, "she's glad to be home again." 
Then-after the last smile had vanished from his 

fact: and a silence of unconcealed embarrassment had 
lasted long enough, a silence that seemed to imply it 
was now settled that I was the missing Stiller and 
therefore the former lover of his wife, who was now 
glad to be back home, and after he had put away his 
bunch of keys-he uttered his not very original re- · 

mark: 
"Life's a funny thing." 
I couldn't think of anything either. 
"If it's all right with you, Stiller, let us have lunch 

together. vVe've got until two o'clock-! suggest," he 
said as he stood up, "that we drive a little way out 
into the country." 

2. Lunch. 
A rather taciturn drive through fields and woods. 

Everything very autumnal. The sun was still just hot 
enough to sit out of doors, at least round midday. \Ve 
sat in a rather quaint open-air restaurant which never­
theless had a wide and delightful view; above our 



heads there were vine leaves and in front of us a few 
straggling vines between which we looked out on the 
lake sparkling under a hazy light; everything was as 
though beneath a veil of blue smoke, including the 
brown ploughed fields and the woods with their dy­
ing leaves glowing. Here and there ladders still leaned 
against the trees and baskets stood down below. Wasps 
even came at our campari. The mountains towering 
up above the autumnal haze were as clear as glass and 
somehow unreal; their snow gleamed dazzling white 
from behind the spectral branches of leafless fruit 
trees, like a monstrance behind a black rood-screen. 

"It's beautiful here," I said, "very beautiful." 
"Didn't you know this place?" 
The food was excellent. 
"What shall we drink? "  asked my prosecutor and 

friend. "They have a very good Maienfelder here, I 
believe." 

"That'll do fine," I said, "fine." 
I couldn't help looking again and again at the land­

scape, which fell away to the lake in a magnificently 
broad sweep. The autumn mist blotted out the petti­
ness of the housing development, which "\Vas neither 
town nor village; there remained the hills covered 
with trees, the gentle hollows filled with ploughed 
fields and bogs, a landscape that preoccupied me pre­
cisely because it did not in the least surprise me. I 
knew it. Did I love it? 

"I've heard," said my public prosecutor, "that our 
friends were rather disappointed the other day. They 
found you cold." 

"Perhaps I am." 
·Why?" 

l shrugged my shoulders. I felt about them as I did 
abouc this landscape, which in fact, like almost every 
land��.ape is worthy of affection. It must be my fault 
. . . Once more everything was there, the wasps in 
the boctle, the shadows on the gravel, the golden still-



ness of transience, everything as though spellbound, 
the crackling hens in the meadow, the brown and 
over-ripe pears littering the roadway, the asters lean­
ing over an iron railing, their centers bloody stars that 
ran towards the edges, the bluish light under the trees. 
It was as though everything were bidding itself good­
bye; the whispering foliage of a poplar, the metallic 
bloom on the fallen fruit, the smoke rising from the 
fields where they were burning weeds, the lake glit­
tering behind a grille of vines. Soon the sun would be 
turning rusty in the haze of midafternoon, the time 
of walking home without an overcoat, hands in trouser 
pockets, the damp leaves that no longer rustle, the 
farmsteads with their wine presses, the dripping bar­
rels in the dusk, the red lanterns of a lakeside landing­
place in the mist . . . 

That is autumn here, and I can also see the spnng. 
I see a rather young couple: they are tramping across 
country and the fields, sodden with melted snow, 
squelch under their feet, dark and soft like a wet 
sponge; the Fohn blows above their heads and the sun 
gives warmth; they pick their route entirely by the in­
viting accidents of the terrain and always at a com­
radely distance from one another; all around is the 
smell of scattered manure, springs gurgle and comb 
the grass of the sloping banks and the leafless woods 
stand with arches of March sky between their trunks;. 
two steaming brown farm-horses are pulling a plough 
over a gently sloping hillside; in black clods, the earth 
gapes hungrily after the light. A strange reunion after 
years apart! Young as they are, they are talking about 
the ages of man, and they already know that at every 
age, apart from childhood, time is rather horrifying; 
and yet every age is beautiful the less we deny or 
dream away what belongs to it, for death itself, which 
will one day be our lot, cannot be denied, nor dreamed 
away, nor postponed. How much the young man talks 
about the two conditions of his life, work and expia-



tion, as he calls it; and work-that is the joy, the fever, 
the excitement, so that you cannot sleep for jubiliation, 
a cry that rings out across hours and days, so that you 
feel like running away from yourself-that is work, 
the elation that wins people without wishing to, that 
puts no one under an obligation, ties no one and ad­
vances no one, that is not calculating and avaricious, 
but behaves like the angel who has no hands for tak­
ing; work is a grandiose fervor of the heart in which 
all human contacts are purely incidental, an extra, a 
cheerful squandering from excess of j oy; later, of 
course, it afways nuns out to be the finest sort of con­
tact that is possible between human beings, unattain­
able as soon as it becomes a goal, a need, an urgent 
objective. Again and again there comes this sudden out­
break of depression that does not develop because 
people stay away, on the contrary-people only stay 
away because depression is about to break out, they 
can scent weeks ahead, as a dog can scent an earth­
quake, that everything which has been built up will 
once more be reduced to rubble and smothered in 
ashes, smothered in melancholy like a flock of black 
birds flapping their wings over the scenes of past joy, 
the shadow of fear-that is the expiation, the after­
pangs of doubt, the horror of uncreative solitude. 

How the young man likes talking, and how beauti­
ful the young woman finds it, nevertheless! The silver­
edged clouds melt before the sun and little woods rise 
like islands out of a metallic glitter; they wander 
through a reedy marsh and as she jumps across a mur­
muring rill her shoe sticks in the clinging morass; the 
young woman balances like a tightrope walker with 
one stockinged foot in the air, so that the young man 
has to hold her. They kiss for the first time. Behind 
the copses there are lakes of coolness with snow still 
lying in the shady patches between the red-barked wil­
lows. As they are leaving a wood they stand still, arm 
in arm; the lake lies before them again like a flashing 
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scythe, and over the Alps froth the silent breakers of 
the clouds, a mass of luminous foam. 

They stop at some peasant inn. A child with plaits 
serves them. Behind a row of low windows full of 
shoots and a tangle of plants and sun slanting into the 
stillness of the wooden room and gleaming on their 
waiting plates, they feel how far they have roamed; 
they enjoy the well-earned meal-bacon with bread, 
peasant bread, that breaks up into moist and delicious 
hunks. A By is buzzing against the window pane. The 
moment is enveloped and borne aloft by the clouds of 
a happiness that is close to sorrow, a strange, an alert 
sense of existence, an unexpected community of senti­
ment, that was lying in wait for them in this work­
aday peasant room, the knowledge that they have met 
one another. No question is yet raised as to what will 
come of it; there prevails only the complete sense of 
how much is possible in a lifetime . . .  

That is spring here, and in summer the hens cackle 
under the wooden tables, the vine leaves overhead are 
green and dense, the sky whitish, the lake like dull 
lead, bees hum round the edge of the wood, the blue 
haze above the motionless stalks in the tall meadows 
is alive with darting butterflies, the mountains are lost 
in the glare of the sun, and now (almost before I have 
emptied my glass) it is already autumn again and once 
more all this: baskets full of leaves, the dampness of 
mist and suddenly it is midday, a midday as at this 
moment, with gold in the air and time passing like an 
invisible gesture over the hillsides and apples falling 
with a thud. If you walk through the woods now 
there is a smell of mushrooms. Here it smells of new 
wine. Wasps buzz round the sweetness of fermenta­
tion, returning again and again, and the summer sun 
comes back to us once more in the fruits that have 
reached their brief hour of ripeness, the sweetness of 
remembered days; people sit in their gardens and feel 
the cool of shadow on their skin, and the gardens sud-



denly appear surprisingly wide, vacant but serene, a 
bluish spaciousness fills the empty treetops, and once 
more the red glow of dying foliage climbs up the 
walls of �he houses, the last leaves go up in flames. 
vVho not1ces the passing of the years and all that hap­
pens? All things are one, space filled with existence, 
nothing comes back to us, everything is repeated, the 
span of our existence is but an instant and the day 
comes when we no longer count the autumns, all liv­
ing things are like the stillness over the ripening slopes, 
the grapes of parting hang on the vines of our lives. 
Pass on! Once more on days like these the lake beck­
ons; your skin tingles if you swim now, you feel the 
warmth of your own blood, you swim as though in 
glass, you swim above the shadowy deeps of cold, and 
the glittering waves splinter on the shore; far out a 
sail sweeps along in front of silvery clouds, a moth on 
a sparkling web, canvas steeped in the shimmering 
rays of the sun against a background of faint and hazy 
shores. There are moments when time seems to be 
standing still, dizzy with happiness; God gazes upon 
himself and the whole world holds its breath, before it 
crumbles into the ashes of twilight . • .  

At one point my public prosecutor said to me: 
"That's Herrliberg down there, you know, and that 

place you can see in the distance is Thalwil." 
Then the peasant girl took our plates away and 

asked if we had enjoyed the meal, and after she had 
brought the box of cigars we were once more alone. 
Of course, I had felt long ago that my prosecutor and 
friend had something on his mind. Had I prevented 
him from coming out with it? When our cigars were 
alight, the moment had arrived. Our glasses were 
empty, the black coffee hadn't been brought yet, the 
wasps had disappeared and in some little country 
church a clock struck. 

"I'm glad," he said, "I'm really glad that we have 
got to know one another at last. But that's not what I 
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want to talk about now. At two o'clock we have to be 
back in town for an on-the-spot hearing, don't be 
alarmed, an on-the-spot hearing in the studio-I can 
understand," he immediately added, "your looking at 
me as though I had behaved like an underhand perse­
cutor, a hypocrite who came uttering friendly words 
and carrying a straitjacket, I quite understand your 
fear of that dusty studio down there-altogether, my 
dear Stiller, perhaps I understand you better than you 
think." 

My inquiry as to the purpose of this on-the-spot 
heanng went unanswered. 

"If you will permit me," he said, "I should like to 
give you a piece of advice." 

His cigar had gone out. 
"Look," he said at last, after lighting his cigar for 

the second time, "I'm not only talking to you because 
Sibylle has asked me to. Sibylle wants to spare you 
any unnecessary suffering, and I think she's right: the 
court will not understand you at all, Stiller. The court 
will quite simply treat you as a convicted swindler, a 
figure of fun; the court is used to swindles, as you 
may imagine, but only to swindles that bring some ad­
vantage, a fortune or a title or the like, in short you 
will be condemned to some punishment. I don't know 
what, or maybe they will dispense with the punish­
ment, but not the shrugs, the headshakes and the 
sneers. What will you gain by that?" 

"What is your advice?" I asked. 
"Stiller," he said, "speaking as a friend: spare us the 

necessity next Friday of publicly condemrung you to 
be yourself, and above all spare yourself this ordeal. 
A legal judgment will only make it more difficult for 
you henceforth to bear the name of the missing man, 
and that you are at least outwardly none other than 
the missing man is something we need no longer seri­
ously discuss. Admit it of your own free will! That's 



my advice, Stiller, advice given out of sinL�re friend­
ship, I believe." 

Then the black coffee arrived. 
"Fraulein," said the public prosecutor, "make up 

the bill please." 
"Everrhing together?" 
"Yes,' said the public prosecutor, "please." 
Then came my reply: 
"I can't admit what isn't true." 
But the peasant girl, evidently misconstruing our si­

lence, did not go at once, but stood around on the 
gravel chatting about the weather and then about the 
dog, while we sipped taciturnly at our hot coffee; 
only when the public prosecutor asked for the bill 
again did she leave us in peace. 

"You can't admit,'' reiterated the public prosecutor, 
"what isn't true-" 

"No," I said. 
"How do you mean, it isn't true?" 
"Mr. Public Prosecutor," I began-
"Don't address me as your public prosecutor," he 

interrupted as I groped for words. "I should like rou 
to think of me as a friend, if you can. Call me Rolf.' 

"Thanks,'' I said. 
"I suppose,'' he smiled, "that must have been how 

you spoke of me in the old days-" 
Now my cigar had gone out, too. 
"I'm happy,'' I said, after lightin� my cigar a second 

time, "that you offer me your fnendship. I have no 
friends here. But if you are serious about not want­
ing to be my public prosecutor, and I believe it with 
all my heart-Rolf . . .  why, then I can expect of 
you what one must expect of a friend: that you will 
believe what I cannot explain, let alone prove. Noth­
ing else matters now. If you are my friend, then you 
must accept my angel as part of the bargain." 

"What do you mean by that?" 
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"You must be able to believe that I am not the per­
son people take me for and for whom you, as a public 
prosecutor, take me-I'm not Stiller," I said, God 
knows not for the first time, but for the first time 
with the hope that someone would hear it. "I'm not 
Stiller, seriously, and I can't confess what my angel 
has forbidden me to confess." 

I shouldn't have said that. 
"Angel-?"he asked. "What do you mean by that?" 
I didn't answer. Then came the bill, which the pub-

lic prosecutor paid, and as our peasant girl once more 
did not go, it was we who went. Our footsteps 
crunched in the gravel. In the open car, before the 
public prosecutor started up, we looked out once 
again over the noonday landscape, over the brown 
ploughed land with flapping crows, the vineyards and 
woods, the autumnal lake, and all the time I knew that 
my prosecutor and friend was waiting for the answer. 
As he started the engine I said: 

"That's something one can't talk about." 
"The angel, you mean?" 
"Yes," I said, "as soon as I try to describe it, it leaves 

me, then I can't see it any more myself. It's very odd: 
the more exactly I can picture it, the nearer I come to 
being able to describe it, the less I believe in it and 
everything I have experienced." 

We drove into town along the shore of the lake. 

3· The Afternoon. 
At about a quarter past two, in other words late, be­

cause it was almost impossible to find a parking space 
in the Old Town, we arrived at "the house," which 
differed from other houses in this narrow street solely 
by the fact that in front of it stood Knobel, my warder, 
in mufti. We were the first. Addressing himself exclu­
sively to my public prosecutor, Knobel said: "I've got 
the keys." In a dark, rather musty passage stood bi­
cyles, a rather antiquated pram and garbage pails 



Knobel was not carrying the keys in his coat pocket. 
but took them out ot a rather rusty letter-box bearing 
the name A. Stiller. There was no indication of pro­
fession. From a backyard came a noise like a tin­
smith's workshop, or perhaps a plumber's; I saw moss­
grown cobblestones and the long, already bare 
branches of a plane tree on which the sun probably 
shone only at midday in the summer, and also a water­
less little fountain of sandstone, likewise overgrown 
with moss; there was a certain idyllic quality about it 
all. I also saw bundles of iron pipes, short and long; 
one of these bundles of pipes still bore the little red 
tag that had been attached when it was brought here 
by lorry. Then Rolf, my friend, who seemed to be 
paying his first visit to this house, remarked: 

"I think we'll go straight up-" 
Since I made no attempt to lead the way, Knobel 

pointed to the one and only staircase of old and tread­
worn walnut, an aristocratic staircase, broad and not at 
all steep, flanked by banisters with worm-eaten volutes. 
On the fourth floor, where it smelt of sauerkraut, these 
stairs came to an end. Knobel informed the Herr 
Staatsanwalt that this was not the top; opened a parti­
tion and invited us to mount a narrow and suddenly 
very steep staircase of deal. They kept me in the mid­
dle all the time, either by chance or design. The taci­
turn gravity of the whole proceedings, especially on 
the part ot Knobel, who had cut me dead since the 
morning, was funny; but even my friend and prosecu­
tor was mute in a way that suggested we were ap­
proaching the scene of a tragedy with an unknown 
number of corpses. 

"Yes-," he said, when we reached the top, once 
more half to me and half to Knobel, "I hope the others 
will soon be here . . ." 

There were three doors here, the first was fitted 
with a padlock, the second bore a humorous sign indi­
cating a lavatory, the third led into the missing man's 
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studio. Knobel unlocked the door; as an official on 
duty he went in first, while the public prosecutor said 
to me, "After you." To avoid giving the impression 
that I felt in any way at home here, I took advantage 
of his politeness, and I also noticed that at this moment 
Rolf, my friend, was feeling far more uncomfortable 
than I, more edgy than I had ever known him. No 
sooner were we inside the studio than he asked me: 

"Where's the wardrobe?" 
Knobel pointed to a nail on the blue door. 
"Yes," said the public prosecutor, immediately rub­

bing his hands together, "-open a window, Knobel. 
the air in here is ghastly." 

I felt sorry for my friend; as I knew, this studio had 
once assumed a certain importance in his own life, a 
disproportionate importance, as he now very well 
knew; but that is the infamy of these outside hearings 
-they are intended to overwhelm the I?risoner with 
long-buried memories by suddenly placmg him in a 
familiar environment. Fortunately I didn't have time 
to utter any well-meant remark, for at that very mo­
ment the bell rang, and we were both glad of it. Kno­
bel looked for the press-button that opened the door 
downstairs and found it. I still didn't know who was 
actually attending this idiotic investigation, presum­
ably my counsel, possibly also Julika, I thought, and 
I didn't even take my coat off: I had no intention of 
making myself at home here. The good Knobel obvi­
ously hadn't pressed hard enough, for at that moment 
the bell rang again. The public prosecutor exclaimed: 

"Why don't you press it?" 
"I am pressing," said Knobel, "I am pressing." 
Meanwhile I took a look round, my hands in my 

trouser pockets under my open coat and my hat on 
my head-after all it wasn't a dwelling in which any­
one dwelt. There was a lot of art standing about. 
Apart from the thick dust on every sill, every spatula, 
every easel, every stand, every piece of furniture-so 



that for this reason alone one felt unwilling to touch 
anything-it was just such a studio as I had imagined 
from Frau Sibylle's descriptions, rather topsy-turvy, 
like a workshop that was lived in, half proletarian, half 
romantic; a stovepipe running right across the room 
demonstrated with an inescapable gesture that con­
vention had no place here, and yet it was precisely 
the stovepipe you find in every Paris studio, the con­
ventional symbol of a cew:in bohernianism. I should 
worry! For the rest, it was a large, and to that extent 
agreeable room, a kind of garret with rough deal 
planks that creaked softly when we walked on them, 
and plenty of light on a sunny autumn day like today. 
Below a sloping roof, exactly as Frau Sibylle had re­
membered it, stood an old gas cooker, its enamel 
scarred with rust, a terrazzo sink and a crooked cup­
board containing crockery, on the top shelf of which 
-Qbviously intended as a joke-was displayed stolen 
crockery bearing various inscriptions: Hotel des 
Alpes, Bodega Granada, Kronenhalle Ziirich, and so 
on. The rubber rube on the tap, once no doubt red. 
now a gray and mildewed rubber mummy, was still 
attached with string; it was dripping and I wondered 
whether it had been dripping like that for six years, a 
passing idea that somehow irritated me, reminding me 
of the dripping in the Carlsbad caves. On a nail hung a 
dishcloth spotted with blackish mould like a leper, and 
naturally enough there was no lack of spider's webs, 
for example on the telephone, which stood next to the 
couch and presumably no longer rang, having fallen 
silent under the burden of unpaid bills. The couch 
was broad, big enough for two, also covered in dus� 
so that nobody sat on it, which gave this piece of fur­
niture an obtrusive importance, as though it were 
standing in a museum with a notice saying Do Not 
Touch, like King Philip's bed in the Escorial. 

My public prosecutor, I noticed, also kept his hands 
in his pockets to avoid touching anything. He was 
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looking at the two bookcases. To call what the missing 
man left behind a library would be an exaggeration. 
Alongside a small volume of Plato and one or two 
things by Hegel stood names which today have been 
forgotten even by secondhand booksellers; Brecht 
rubbed shoulders with Gorki, Nietzsche and a great 
many paperbacks, some of which contained opera 
texts; Count Keyserling was also there, but with the 
black imprint of a public library; then there were all 
sorts of art books, especially modern ones, and an 
anthology of Swiss poetry; Mein Kcrmpf was flanked 
by Andre Gide and supported on the other side by a 
\Vhite Paper on the Spanish Civil War; there were vari­
ous volumes in the Inset series, though not a single 
complete set of anything, isolated volumes like 
W estdstlicher Diwan and Faust and Gespriiche mit 
Eckermann, Don Quijote de Ia Mancha, Der Zauber­
berg, the only work by Thomas Mann, the Iliad, 
Dante's Commedia, Erich Kistner, Mozarts Reise nach 
Prag, also Morike's poems, Till Eulenspiegel, then 
again Marcel Proust, but not the whole of La 
Recherche, Huttens Letzte Tage, of Gottfried Kel­
ler's works only the Diaries and Letters, a book by 
C. G. Jung, The Black Spider, something by Arp and 
suddenly Strindberg's Dream Play, some early Hesse, 
too, Chekhov, Pirandello, all in German translation, 
Lawrence's Mexican story, The Woman Who Rode 
Away; a good deal by a Swiss called Albin Zollinger, 
of Dostoyevsky only The House of the Dead, Garcia 
Lorca's first poems m Spanish, Petite Prose by Claude! 
and Das Kapital, the latter supported by Holderlin; a 
few thrillers, Lichtenberg, Tagore, Ringelnatz, Scho­
penhauer, again with the black imprint of a public 
library, Hemingway (on bullfighting) next door to 
Georg Trakl; piles of periodicals ready to fall apart, a 
Spanish-German dictionary with a very tattered cover, 
the Communist Manifesto, a book on Gandhi and so 
on. Anyhow, it would be a difficult job to make a 
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spiritual warrant o f  arrest out o f  this lot, especially 
as no one knew which of these books the missing man 
had read, which of those he had read he had under­
stood or �imply not understood or misunderstood in a 
way that was valuable to him, and my prosecutor and 
friend had the look of a man who cannot quite find 
what he wants. For a moment, when in spite of the 
dust he pulled out a single India-paper volume with a 
crimson leather back, I thought: Perhaps he is looking 
for books out of his own library. But he put the leath­
erbound volume back on the shelf and instead turned 
the pages of A nna Karenina . . .  

Apart from the bookcases, the main article of fur­
niture in the studio was a broad and long table of or­
dinary planks, like a bench, on trestles with the name 
of a plaster-caster stenciled on them and also smeared 
with plaster. Some good fairy seemed to have tidied 
the pbcc up, all the ashtrays had been emptied and so 
had the garbage pail in the kitchen recess under the 
sloping roof. On the wall. as Frau Sibylle had de­
scribed them, I found two gaily colored but faded 
bauderillas from Spain, an African mask of very dubi­
ous authenticity, all sorts of photographs so faded as 
to be unrecognizable, the fine fragment of a Celtic axe 
and a poster by Toulouse-Lautrec, also completely 
faded. At one point the public prosecutor said: 

"Why are they taking such a long time? " 
"Don't know," said Knobel. "I pressed the button." 
I didn't meddle in their on-the-spot investigation, 

which didn't seem to be going too well; I was here in 
the role of prisoner, so I just looked out of the win­
dow during their worried confabulation. 

"Do you think they have lost their way?" 
"How could they?" said Knobel. "The lady knows 

her way around here, she was the one who showed me 
everything." 

Now I knew whom I had to expect. I lit a cigarette 
and couldn't believe that Julika, if she loved me, 
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would lend herself to this farce. I was waiting eagerly 
to see what would happen, but I felt confident and 
certain of victory; in the last resort everything de­
pended upon Julika, upon Julika alone . . .  

As regards my own part in this performance, I 
couldn't imagine any place where I should feel more 
of a stranger than here. A few works in clay, which 
the vanished Stiller had left behind, were wrapped in 
brown sacking to prevent the clay from drying; but 
since this sacking had not been wetted for years, it 
was probable that the clay had completely dried out 
and was only held together by the sacking. I didn't 
touch it, naturally. All that was needed to complete 
this on-the-spot hearing was to unroll these strips of 
sacking, and everything would crumble into dust like 
a mummy. My fnend and prosecutor could not escape 
the same impression and was likewise reminded of 
mummies, such as you see in ethnological museums 
where, with good reason, they are put behind glass. 
In particular, he scrutinized the plaster head of the 
company director whom he had met in the flesh that 
morning, but he refrained from any expression of 
opinion. One or two of the things had actually been 
cast in bronze which in my opinion was more than 
they were worth; bronze, a metal of some durability 
after all, took away the spurious charm that came 
from their unfinished look and created a feeling of ex­
pectancy which more or less counterbalanced their 
weaknesses; what remained in bronze was not enough 
to constitute a grown man's testimony. No wonder 
Stiller (who must have seen this for himself at some 
point) made off! A single glance round his dusty 
studio and one couldn't help thinking: How much 
labor, oh, how much dogged perseverance, how much 
sweat and grind, and yet one doesn't even feel an urge 
to raise one's hat to the result. It was rather sad, no 
more-and I was glad the bell rang again. 

The public prosecutor grew somewhat irascible and 



told Knobel to go downstairs and let in the lady and 
the gentleman, who, there seemed every reason to 
suppose, were unable to open the front door-and be 
quick about it. My warder, understandably offended, 
since he had pressed the button as hard as he could, · 
went to the door and found himself face to face with 
the old hawker who had been serving the other floors 
and was now standing outside our studio, an open suit­
case on his trembling arm. This, of course, was some­
thing we had none of us reckoned with, but nor had 
the hawker reckoned with us. "No ! "  said Knobel an­
grily, in the tone in which he himself had just been 
addressed, "nothing." Naturally, the hawker had no 
idea that we were not the occupants of this garret, 
that there had been no life here for the last six years; 
he insisted on his right at least to show his wares, most 
useful wares, as Knobel did not venture to deny. Since 
we were three gentlemen he particularly recom­
mended razor blades, shaving soap, styptics and so 
forth. Knobel tried to cut him short, so that Herr 
Staatsanwalt should not get angry again; on the other 
hand the hawker couldn't understand how the three 
of us could live here without a single toothbrush, 
without fly paper, without toilet paper and without 
shoe polish, without anything, but particularly with­
out razor blades. Knobel couldn't get rid of the little 
old man. As though he actually had come to doubt our 
masculinity, the hawker pushed everything he had so 
far shown us back into his case and tried saucepan 
brushes, sewing things, elastic garters, best-quality 
pine-needle oil and finally even hair-slides, an article 
that is forever getting lost and is always wanted again. 
Knobel kept saying, "That's enough, that's enough! "  
but without the slightest success. Finally my public 
prosecutor intervened and with a superior air bought 
something or other, possibly razor blades, and once 
more we were alone, but still without the other partici­
pants in this on-the-spot investigation, who evidently 
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(it was striking 2 :45) hadn't even rung the front door 
bell yet. 

"I've got to be in court by 3 :  30," said Rolf, adding 
rather inconsequently: "This is a fine studio--?" 

I nodded vigorously. "And very good light." 
Then Knobel, in order not to be as superfluous as 

he had been just before with the hawker, made him­
self important or useful with his knowledge of the lay 
of the land by saying, not to me, but to the public 
prosecutor: 

"This leads out on to the parapet." 
And since we had no urge to go out on to the para­

pet: 
"There's still some mail here, Herr Staatsanwalt, 

the mail since last Saturday-" 
"Mail?"  
"Printed matter," said Knobel and read out: "Old 

age and dependents insurance, but Herr Dr. Dolmen­
blust already has the whole pile of unpaid contribu­
tions. And this letter is for Herr Stiller personally-" 

Since I had no intention of reading their vanished 
Stiller's letters, my friend and prosecutor took the lib­
erty of slitting open the envelope. To judge by his ex­
pression it was of no importance. Only considerations 
of tidiness prevented him from throwing it in the 
wastepaper basket. 

"An anonymous patriot abuses you," he said laconi­
cally. "People take it ve7 much amiss that you don't 
grasp the opportunity o being Swiss as a boon-and 
therefore unconditionally." 

Later, since the people we were waiting for still 
didn't ring the bell, we stepped out on to the parapet 
after all; like everything else here, it tallied exactly 
with the Frau Staatsanwalt's recollections. Fragments 
of tiles smashed by a hailstorm lay around, proving 
that they were in nobody's way. The weeds on the 
roughcast roof were probably higher than ever; a few 
stalks of autumnal yellow swayed in the wind. My 



friend and prosecutor seemed also to be finding every­
thing much as he had expec�cd; he looked at the rot­
ten frame of an armchair with no fabric covering that 
still lay in the corner, and we stood without a word, 
Rolf and I, while someone beat a mattress on the para­
pet opposite. I was well aware how Rolf, my new 
friend, must be noticing all these irrelevant details. He 
had no eye for the splendid view over gables and sky­
lights and chimneys and party walls, a view that even 
contained a wedge of the lake that glittered under 
the hazy autumn light when a steamboat set its lazy 
waves in motion-a really delightful view, it seemed 
to me. He was smoking rather nervously. Why did 
we have to come to this place where there were so 
many things to cause him pain, irrelevant details that 
were not meant like that at all and nevertheless as­
sumed for him, Sibylle's husband, a distressing signifi­
cance, whether it was this mattress that was just be­
ing beaten in front of our eyes, or the elastic garters 
the hawker had offered him, the best quality pine­
needle oil for the bath, or the hair-slides that are for 
ever getting lost and are always wanted again; why, I 
mean, did we have to look at this place which his wife 
and he had inwardly overcome long ago? I could see 
from his lips that it was costing him more than he had 
anticipatecf, and to no purpose. I don't know what he 
was thinking about during those two or three minutes 
during which he smoked his cigarette down to the tip; 
but it was futile, no doubt about it, there are tests 
which are completely off the mark, like this one. The 
rotten frame of an armchair, on which his wife may 
never have sat, because the fabric was already missing 
seven years ago, was all at once sufficient to cast fresh 
doubt on their love after years of certainty, to appear 
to show in one minute that they had made no progress 
in six or seven years, and to conjure up menta1 images 
of agonizing precision, images of the past, which in 
any case, whether accurate or inaccurate, could only 
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leave a bad taste in the mouth. Or did my friend ex­
pect of himself that he should be able to bear these 
torments, which only the inert physical surroundings 
re-awakened in him, without distress? It was futile. 
What had all this stuff here, even if it were not rotten, 
to do with his living Sibylle, with his relationship to 
her? There is a disgust that can never come to an end, 
a disgust that is the inevitable punishment for harbor­
ing mental images that have nothing to do with us, or 
so I believe. Why did he inflict this on himself? It is 
possible to overcome jealousy, to overcome it from 
within and in relation to one's partner, to overcome it 
as a whole, as he had succeeded in doing; but it is non­
sense to imagine that one must also be able to swallow 
the individual fragments without turning a hair. His 
smile was rather strained. Didn't he know, my friend 
and prosecutor, who had accompanied so many peo­
ple to the scene of the crime, didn't he know that 
there is often something diabolical about inert objects? 
Naturally, I didn't know what to say to him on this 
parapet. It was such an unnecessary humiliation, and 
for the first time I realized what false reactions can be 
evoked by an on-the-spot investigation, when a person 
is confronted with inert objects, as if there existed a 
truth outside time . . .  As he said nothing, I asked 
rather abruptly: 

"How old is your wife now, by the way?" 
"Sibylle-?" 
"Hannes must be nearly ready to go to grammar 

school," I went on chattily, "and now this little one, 
that must be wonderful for your wife, and a girl 
too--! "  

"Yes," he said, "it's wonderful." 
"For you, too--" 
"Yes," he said, "it is." 
The good Knobel, who, as a petty official, was not 

yet used to being so inactive while on duty, left us 
no peace and warned us about the rusty balustrade it 



would be better not to touch. So we didn't touch it. 
Pigeons were cooing on the roof. We could also see 
the blue ridge of hills where we had been at midday. 

"It was glorious up there," T said, "in that open-air 
restaurant-" 

"Wasn't it? " 
"Of course I don't mean an angel with wings," I 

said, recalling the question he had asked up there. 
"Not an artist's angel like you see in sculptures and 
the theater. It may be that the people who first in­
vented this image of the angel had experienced some­
thing like I experienced, that is to say something in­
communicable. All I really know is that I experienced 
something-" 

To my distress (it made me feel as though I'd been 
gagged) the bells of the nearby cathedral began to 
ring just at that moment. I couldn't see what it was 
for-a wedding perhaps or a final departure; anyhow, 
there was a ghastly booming. A swarm of p1geons 
whirred off over our heads. At this close range we 
didn't hear any notes at all, only a metallic tremor in 
the air, the noise of clappers that seemed as though it 
would burst our ear drums. We left the parapet, and 
when we stepped back into the studio to escape from 
some of the din they were already there-Julika and 
my defense counsel, who was just helping her off with 
her new Paris coat. Although we shut the window, 
conversation was out of the question. Julika was more 
attractive than ever. We greeted each other with a kiss. 
The fact that Julika was wearing her glorious hair 
rather more blonde again, more unobtrusive, as was 
appropriate for Zurich, did not escape me; it made 
me more convinced than ever that she had finallf said 
goodbye to Paris and Monsieur Dmitritch. was 
rather strangely affected, I must admit, by the little 
dog that Julika had brought here just because she did 
not intend to return to Paris; it was another fox terrier. 
I stood there stroking it, since the frightful din of the 
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bells made speech impossible. Everyone lit a cigarette. 
Julika fetched ashtrays with the air of a hostess and 
invited us with a gesture to sit down. But it was far 
too dusty. 

I waited with eager anticipation to see what would 
happen when the bells stopped ringing and we could 
speak again. It seemed to me that the comedy of the 
situation would resolve all our problems at one stroke, 
if only it dawned on us. My counsel, who was fum­
bling through his brief-case as usual, was naturally the 
main source of comedy, precisely because he could 
see nothing comic in the situation. The bells went on 
and on ringing. Knobel did his best to pretend he 
wasn't there, and Rolf, my public prosecutor, spent 
as long as he could taking his overcoat off the nail. It 
was not his fault that the others (probably on Foxli's 
account) had come so late. At last, when we were be­
ginning to get used to this pantomime, the Cathedral 
fell silent . . . 

"Well-?" inquired Julika. 
Julika seemed to have expected to find my confes­

sion already made, and when the public prosecutor in­
formed her to the contrary and moreover had unfor­
tunately to take his leave, Julika sat down on the dusty 
couch as though staggered by a telegram containing 
bad news. My counsel didn't know whom to stare at, 
the public prosecutor or me. The disappointed Julilca 
had probably already started crying; but we didn't 
notice it yet. My counsel tried unsuccessfully to stop 
the public prosecutor leaving. As he shook hands with 
me I had the feeling my new friend was deserting 
me; but I soon realized that precisely because he was 
my friend the last thing he wanted was to be present 
at this monstrous performance, which he had not been 
able to refuse my official defense counsel. When I no­
ticed that the beautiful Julika was crying, I asked: 

"Do you love me? " 
My counsel tried to say something-



"I'm asking the lady," I interrupted, s1tt1ng down 
beside Julika on the dusty couch. "Do you love me, 
Julika, or don't you?" 

She sobbed more and more bitterly. 
"Look," I said as tenderly as I could in the presence 

of an official defense counsel and a warder, "every­
thing depends on that now. Everything depends on 
you, Julika, and no one else! "  

"Why?" she sobbed. "Why o n  me? " 
Still with the warm tranquility of confidence I en­

deavored to explain to Julika why, as long as she really 
loved me she needed no confession from me that I 
was her lost husband. It seemed to me so simple, so 
self-evident. Nonetheless, I went on talking for quite 
a while, far too long, and as time went on I grew con­
fused, as always happens. Never in my life have I 
been able to cope with this situation: as soon as I feel 
that I am alone with a simple and self-evident truth I 
lose sight of its self-evidence, blurring it with hasty 
similes that are supposed_ to help the other person to 
understand me, but in reality only confuse what 
was originally a clear realization, and finally defend­
ing what I have ruined with arguments that are sheer 
nonsense. I could see exactly what I was doing. But as 
the lovely Julika said nothing at all, not even nonsense 
that would at least have re-established an equilibrium 
of mutual helplessness, I couldn't stop. \Vhy didn't she 
help me? I held her tear-stained hand as though we 
were alone, and could think of nothing else than to re­
peat my question as to whether she loved me and 
wait-

"How much longer are you going to torment this 
unfortunate woman? " said my counsel, no doubt with 
the best intentions. "That Frau Julika loves you, God 
knows, is obvious enough-" 

He also spoke for much too long. 
"-and altogether," he finally concluded, "have you 

no feeling for this woman? It's monstrous the way you 
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treat this frail woman. Instead of making u p  your 
mind to confess at last! Now this woman has come all 
the way from Paris for your sake, has given up her 
dancing school for your sake, and you treat her-One 
may really wonder how a person like Frau Julika can 
have deserved to be married to you! " 

At this I looked at him. 
"Yes indeed! "  he added forcefully. 
Thereupon, not at once, but after some hesitation, 

after waiting in the hope that Julika might correct 
him after all, I rose, suddenly felt my legs very heavy, 
dusted my overcoat to leave time for some happier 
rum of events, and finally walked over to the door, 
which (I shall never forget the feeling in my hand) 
was locked. Locked. It was no illusion and the door 
wasn't jammed; it was simply locked. 

"Knabe�" I said and heard myself utter a laugh 
that even I didn't like,"-give me the key." 

Knabe� his ears scarlet, said nothing. 
"What do you want from me?" I asked. 
Meanwhile Julika, the traitress, had placed herself 

between me and the door, the knob of which was still 
in my hand-at least this gave me a chance to ask 
without being overheard: "Why do you betray me? " 
Her innocent face with the exceptionally beautiful 
eyes and the arches of her plucked eyebrows, which 
give her such a charming expression of permanent 
childlike surprise, did not show the slightest hint that 
she understood why I was acting as I did; her incom­
prehension struck me dumb. Likewise under her 
breath she said: "Don't act like that! " And it was 
quite true that, carried away by some burst of primi­
tive emotion, I had all too often done the wrong 
thing; the possibility existed that I was wronging 
everyone, but especially Julika, who a moment ago 
had been my only, but confident, hope. Why was I 
acting like this, really? So now I stood arm in arm 
with julika, whom I perhaps just didn't understand, 
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in front of my counsel, who also thought Julika a 
wonderful woman, and in front of Knobel, my 
warder, who had the key in his trouser pocket, and 
furthermore surrounded by these sackcloth mummies, 
which Julika began to introduce to 'me as my life's 
work. For a little while, as though my conscious­
ness was temporarily paralyzed, I let her go on, let 
Julika lead me around, almost touched by the fact 
that this stuff meant so much to her, permitted myself 
little jokes-for instance about the company director's 
head in plaster • • • 

I don't know what paralyzed me in this way, nor 
how long it lasted. Suddenly awake again, and ap­
parently having lost all recollection of the locked door 
and the impertinent remarks of my counsel, as 
though waking from a silly dream that was already 
forgotten and conscious that it had only been a dream, 
I found myself right back at the question I had 
asked already once, directly before th1s dream about 
the locked door: Did Julika love me or not? That, I 
realized, was the point at which we had lost the 
thread, and I interrupted her touching commentary 
on the sackcloth mummies by reiterating this ques­
tion. I could understand, to some extent, that it was 
difficult for a shy and reserved person like Julika to 
answer it in the presence of an official defense counsel 
and a warder; I was very conscious of the enormity 
of my question in these surroundings. Perhaps for 
that very reason I couldn't tolerate my counsel open­
ing his mouth to helf. the mute Julika, as he imagined. 

"Devil take you, ' I shouted in his face. "What's 
this got to do with you? I don't deny I'm having an 
affair with this lady-" 

Julika, offended: 
"Anatol-? !"  
I yelled: 
"What's Anatol got to do with it? What's Anatol got 

to do with it? Don't imagine that's going to make me 
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take over this load of rubbish from your lost husband 
-There! "  I cried, laughing with an anger that had 
never really left me and ripping off a sackcloth wrap­
ping. As I expected-nothing but dust, which no de­
tense counsel could hold together, a heap of crum­
bling clay, and the next likewise, mummies, nothing but 
mummies, then a scaffold of rusty iron and twisted 
wire-that was all there was left of their vanished 
Stiller, dust to dust, as clergymen say, a few grayish­
brown lumps on the floor, but above all a cloud of 
brown dust when I shook the sacking. Unfortunately 
the bell rang. Unfortunately; for dumbfounded them­
selves by the art that was coming to light, they 
wouldn't have stopped me from making a clean sweep 
of the lot. But the ringing irritated me. 

"Whom else are you bringing here," I asked my 
counsel, "to drive me crazy? " 

At this instant I had a very definite suspicion, and I 
saw how Knobel, at a sign from my embarrassed 
counsel, finally took the key uut of his trouser 
pocket to open the door and go downstairs. Then ·I 
forgot my very correct suspicion under a torrent of 
words from my counsel, who once more (how many 
times already? ) admonished and adjured me: I 
should come to my senses, my last chance of making 
a confession, otherwise there'd be a court verdict, 
distressing for Frau Julika, just a single sensible 
word and I'd be free, things weren't so black as they 
looked to me, a fine studio with good light, friends 
were planning a welcome home, so chin up and out 
with the confession, Stiller a highly esteemed artist, 
not a great artist, who is great? but esteemed and the 
Arts Council ready to meet the legal costs, every­
one so nice to me, my ridiculous obstinacy hurt no 
one but myself, just a bit of commonsense called for, 
Julika a fine and worthy person, marriage never child's 
play, but Julika forbearance and kindness personified, 
so chin up and make a fresh start, flight never a real 
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solution, liberty only in attachment, marriage a moral 
obligation, not a pleasure, a little maturity called for, a 
little good will and everything would be all right, 
Julika's hard years in Paris and her magnanimous re­
nunciation of her successful dancing school, Julika's 
sacrifice, nothing but a woman's sacrifice, I ought to 
show some gratitude, so once again chin up, shake 
hands and hallelujah! 

During this speech we stood arm in arm again, 
either because Julika was afraid I might take advan­
tage of the now unlocked door, or because she clung 
to me out of genuine affection; I could feel the 
warmth of her body. 

My counsel was still speaking: So chin up, there's 
no place like home, an occasional trip abroad of course, 
so that we learn to appreciate our homeland afresh, but 
man needs roots and so no doubt does the artist in me, 
roots, that's the important thing, roots and again roots, 
millions homeless, so I should be thankful, mustn't al­
ways look on the black side, a little love for mankind, 
the Swiss are only human too, nobody can change 
his skin, a more positive attitude called for on my part, 
more composure, no smashing things up like just now, 
all due deference to self-criticism, but one shouldn't 
make a filthy mess of dust and fragments, all due 
deference to temperament, but moderation in all 
things, things weren't as bad as I thought, and Zurich 
was just about the finest city in the world, but as he'd 
said, a more positive attitude was essential, enough 
nihilism in the world today, every individual must do 
his bit to improve the world, if everyone whole­
heartedly desired the good, things would be all right, 
like Frau Julika for example, Frau Julika was a model 
in every way, all respect for Frau Julika, nothing 
could divert her from womanly fidelity to me, a rare 
woman, but a typical woman, a wonderful woman, 
men often stubborn and egoistic, women so different, 
motherly, difficult in her way, certainly, but only be-
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cause I didn't understand her, her wealth of emotion, 
Julika's inner life so much richer than most other 
women's, hean in the right place, a little more feeling 
on my part, the eternal feminine draws us upward, 
enough Intellectualism in the world today, mustn't al­
ways think and doubt, but hope, chin up and hope, 
no marriage without hope, without hope no peace be­
tween individuals and peoples, anyone can see that, 
without hope no true an as in the Middle Ages, in 
short, without hope no hope, so hand on hean and no 
silly fuss, Stiller, too, good at heart, my counsel con­
vinced of his good heart, everything else dust in the 
balance, the name for example, but we must have or­
der, everyone has to bear a name, my counsel no bu­
reaucrat, naturally, my counsel positively shattered by 
his glimpse into this marriage of two estimable peo­
ple, my counsel married himself, been through all the 
difficulties, got over them all, but sacrifice needed, 
sacrifice and again sacrifice, the recompense a soul at 
peace, the soul the most important thing of all, enough 
materialism in the world nowadays, a little trust in 
the Almighty indispensable, destruction of true values 
by the speed of modern traffic, also by the cinema and 
spon, for instance by the building of stadia that make 
masses out of us, but above all by Communism, but 
my counsel broadminded and no grudge against Stiller 
for his youthful exploits in Spain, forget it, my coun­
sel was also at one time a member of a pany that 
ceased to exist, forget it, to err is human and Franco 
imponant for Europe, Stiller couldn't know what was 
gomg to happen, no, nor could my counsel, the eternal 
laws therefore all the more important, the Ten Com­
mandments still the best, thou shalt not make unto 
thee any images, as Frau julika says over and over 
again, quite right, quite right, but also thou shalt not 
lust and certainly not kill, anyhow not in peacetime, 
as a machine-gunner it's a bit different, naturally, 
antimilitarism out of date long ago, but that's not 
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what we are talking about, no, thou shalt not kill, 
my friend, not even in thought, we don't do that here, 
the family the germ-cell of the nation, Frau Julika not 
too old for children, it was always her secret wish, 
only working people reproduce themselves en masse, 
a serious failure on the part of the intellectuals over 
this point, it's not a question of income but of the 
inner will, besides, a decent artist can earn so much 
in Switzerland that a moderate level of procreation 
may be considered perfectly feasible, splendid grants 
in the last resort, provided the artist is of good char­
acter, this proviso quite right, heaven knows, no chil­
dren of drunkards and people suspected of leftist 
tendencies, liberty is something to be valued, in short, 
Switzerland is still an ideal country and not to be 
compared with unhappy France that does nothing but 
strike, so once again, chin up, hand on heart and for­
get the past, everything will be all right, my friend, 
everything will be all right, it must be, even a 
lawyer has to keep starting all over again, human des­
tiny, but anything's possible with a little trust in the 
Almighty, mustn't be fanatic about that either, of 
course, but everything with good Swiss common­
sense, a social conscience goes without saying and 
then another point: Stiller mustn't forget his step­
father in the old age home, or as Goethe so magnif­
icently puts it: The gifts of your fathers you must 
earn to possess-speaking spiritually, speaking hu­
manly, it isn't nice to forget your stepfather in an 
old age horne, one doesn't do that, a spot of piety, 
Stiller not alone in the world, damn it alf, but a mem­
ber of the community, a stake in the community, a 
sense of duty called for, but everything with a little 
love, not always thinking of yourself, Herr Stiller, 
take an example from Frau Julika, once again all 
respect for this fine and valiant woman who took it 
upon herself to marry such a difficult man, so once 
again: Shake hands, there's no more point in denying 
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it, proof overwhelming, nothing left but a voluntary 
confession, Herr Stiller, so courage and a bit of com­
monsense, a little trust in the Almighty and Frau 
Julika, in marriage, in Switzerland, in the good in my­
self, a bit of-

Thus my Doktor Bohnenblust. 
I give Julika great credit for the fact that as they 

brought in the little old man from the old age home 
she at least blushed, like a wife when the disguised 
mental nurses come into the house with a straitjacket. 
The first moment, I took him for the hawker who'd 
been up before, and I was astounded when my coun­
sel quickly offered him a chair with a politeness that 
was due to embarrassment; he probably hadn't imag­
ined the situation would be so painful. He only 
wanted to knock a little sense into me by means of a 
confrontation, as is often done with obstinate prison­
ers; none of the other confrontations had affected 
me. So what else could my counsel do? Knobel sat 
the little old man down in the dusty rocking chair, 
where he positively wilted with respect for the court 
and the authorities and the Herr Doktor and the 
dancer from Paris. I wept when I recognized him, and 
I noticed that he could not see my tears. He was 
pretty doddering. I turned away, too fainthearted for 
this sight, which at bottom didn't surprise me; when 
he came to my mind that night in the Bowery I pic­
tured him much like this. Now I could only hear them 
behind my back, his malicious, highpitched old man's 
voice: Soso, you're back are you? Soso! He giggled 
and my counsel had to point out to him which of the 
men present might possibly be his son. He giggled: A 
nice son, yes, yes, doesn't bother his head about me, 
soso. My counsel asked him whether he would recog­
nize me. Soso, he giggled, goes off without a word, a 
nice son, and when he comes back to the country 
years later he doesn't think of asking whether I'm still 
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alive, a nice son! • • .  Of course I did quite the 
wrong thing. 

"Stop that drivel ! "  I said as insolently as I could. 
"I don't know you." 

Soso, he giggled, soso. 
"That's enough," I shouted, and I felt I was cutting 

an utterly ridiculous figure and the situation was so 
unbearable-out of pure helplessness I picked up 
some plaster object, at  first only as  a threat, but then I 
saw the lovely Julika's cool, calm face and her scarcely 
smiling certainty that I, her Stiller, would never 
dare to throw anything at her, and true enough, I 
didn't dare. I flung the plaster object at random, aware 
of the ridict �ous figure I was cutting, as I have said, 
and furious at my own absurd behavior (the others 
were behaving with impeccable dignity) I took the 
nearest thipg, a head, and hurled it on the floor, 
where it merely rolled along without breaking in 
pieces; I felt a nightmare impotence; an unparalleled· 
impotence, however hard I threw the things--and 
no one hindered me, even my counsel and Knobel 
ju:;.- watched in amazement, but entirely convinced 
that I was the missing Stiller and therefore had the 
right to smash everything in this studio to pieces, 
only the little dog barked, and I felt paralyzed by 
their misunderstanding, so that in some cases I could 
barely lift the things off their stands--so I kept to 
the smaller figures, flinging them at the wall, where 
some of them did shatter to bits after all, which de­
lighted me, but I could already see the humiliating 
possibility that my rage would not be sufficient to 
smash everything, but only the smaller objects, while 
the larger works, because I couldn't lift them off 
their stands, would survive my fury. I felt I couldn't 
bear such a humiliation, which was all they were wait­
ing for, and it was really fear of this humiliation that 
compelled me to go on wreaking havoc. It was some 
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job! And nobody uttered a word, so convinced were 
they that at any moment I should give it up, only the 
little dog went on barking, and I was in despair at my 
own vanity which forbade me to stop this idiocy, 
this smashing of plaster objects that no one mourned, 
there seemed no end to it, until, armed now with an 
iron clamp, I had smashed all the plaster stuff in 
pieces or at least mutilated it beyond repair; now 
there remained the bronzes, of which there were not 
many, but some all the same; the first was so heavy 
that throwing was out of the question, but now I 
simply had to complete the job and finish off the 
bronzes as well, the bronzes especially; exerting all 
my strength I could just manage to lift it and drop it 
on the floor; I was the only one who laughed to see 
how little effect it had on the bronze to thud once or 
twice or ten times on the floor-then out of the win­
dow with it! 

Now, of course, they jumped up, alarmed by the 
thought that there might be someone in the court­
yard down below; the crash as it hit the corrugated 
Iron roof was balm to my soul, oh yes, now my de­
light in this holocaust returned, so did my physical 
strength, Knobel seized me by the arm, but he was 
afraid I might simply drop a bronze on his foot and 
kept his distance, so that in spite of all appeals I 
reached the window with my next bronze, crash, the 
corrugated iron reverberated and a storm of voices 
.mse from the courtyard, an alarm of curses, there 
was a cracking as though of shots, and dripping with 
sweat I looked round to see what was left and tore 
open cupboards; small objects flew out through the 
window in an arch, someone was ringing the bell 
like mad, although now only sketchbooks, spatulas, 
tins and suchlike were raining down; of the people in 
the studio I saw nothing, I was merely aware of their 
presence, and as long as I could still find something­
the African mask, the banderillas, the Celtic axe-
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head-anything with which to enliven the corrugated 
iron roof, I felt at ease-at ease is not the right ex­
pression, I ·was free from the fear of doing the wrong 
thing, and once more myself. But the moment which 
seemed to me, although I was now satisfied with my­
self, the most miserable moment in my life-the mo­
ment when I could find nothing more on any sill or 
easel with which to make the corrugated roof rattle 
and scrape and echo, the moment when I could not 
imagine what was going to happen next, a moment 
that was quiet and rather empty and transient like 
every moment and for that very reason so wretched 
-came at last . . . 

I was sweating. Knobel had gone out to pacify the 
people in the tinsmith's or plumber's workshop and 
tell them that the hail of bronze was now at an end. I 
tried to smile, and then, as I couldn't manage it, at 
least to laugh, and found myself alone with my laugh­
ter and too exhausted to laugh on my own. Now I 
saw julika again, lovely Julika. She was the first to 
speak: 

"What now?" 
Julika was sitting holding on her lap the little fox 

terrier, which had been so terribly upset by my be­
havior, but was now safe in Julika's arms. During 
the whole of my rampage, I don't think she even 
stood up. She didn't shake her head, but merely 
looked at me as she would look at a man who had 
spilt wine or trodden on a lady's evening gown: it was 
pardonable but embarrassing. But pardonable. And I 
couldn't believe my eyes: her face with the great big 
beautiful eyes was so unchanged that I now asked 
myself what I had actually expected. She smoothed 
her red hair-unnecessarily, for Julika hadn't budged; 
I was the only one who had so heated myself with all 
my rampaging that I was now sweating from every 
pore, my shirt drenched, my hair in disorder, my tie 
crumpled, and for that very reason Julika smoothed 



I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

her hair again, a gesture of embarrassment, understand­
able embarrassment. Was she waiting for me to 
apologize? 

A loud buzz of conversation could be heard from 
the stairs; it seemed no one had been hit, otherwise 
there would have been silence. But there was a great 
deal of hostility and indignation, understandably, I 
could see that. Julika took out a cigarette, where­
upon I offered her a light. Yes, she was right: What 
now? For a few seconds, as I looked at my Julika with 
the lighter still in my hand, I thought I should burst 
into scalding tears and the next moment fall on my 
knees with both hands over my face, until Julika freed 
my sobbing, ugly, ludicrous face. I should have liked 
to, but I didn't; it was as though the tears flowed in­
wards, and I stood there as· unchanged as she. Her ar­
rogance (her forbearance) was so stubborn and un­
shakable; she was smiling like a victress who couldn't 
help the fact that I always came off worst, or like a 
mother, more like a mother, who loved her incor­
rigible son in spite of everything, and her superiority 
seemed to me so immense, her innocuousness so in­
comprehensible, her imperturbability so murderous, 
her lack of response so idiotic, that I went on staring 
at Julika dumbfounded. And how beautiful she was, 
I shall never forget it-her red hair, her alabaster 
complexion, her girlish lips, her blue or possibly 
colorless eyes, oh, so big and so beautiful, as I have 
said, and so limpid and without a background, her 
aristocratic nose with the rather large nostrils, and her 
charming ear, and this noble and erect and slender 
throat with the really very gentle voice emerging 
from it. I shall never forget it! And the gracefulness 
of her wrist as she sat there smoking-for a moment I 
felt as though I was going to take Julika by the wind­
pipe and throttle her. But I didn't do that either, nat­
urally . . . Then Knobel came back and informed 
my counsel of the approximate extent of the damage. 



"God be praised," said my counsel, "at least no 
one's been hurt, at least that-!" 

They had to explain to my stepfather what had 
happened; the noise hadn't escaped him and he wanted 
to know what it was all about, for after all he had 
been sent for personally, personally, as he em­
phasized several times. 

P.S. Now, as I can see in full awareness of my im­
potence, is the moment to tell everything, to tell the 
truth. But what does this everything of mine amount 
to? As soon as I try to explain it, there is nothing 
left. Should I not otherwise have explained it long ago, 
this everything of mine,- this experience of mine-? 

What I can say is this: 
About two years ago, I tried to take my life. The 

decision was an old one. I was convinced, as probably 
most suicides are, that once it was done everything 
would be over, lights out, end of the performance. 
About this I had no doubt, and therefore no fear. 
Failure was due to purely technical causes. The little 
firearm I found in the shingle hut-an old-fashioned 
thing that functioned after being thoroughly cleaned 
-had a much lower pressure-point than I was used 
to from my rifle, or perhaps none at all. The weapon 
probably went off prematurely, so that the projectile 
(there was one single bullet belonging to this ancient 
weapon in the drawer with it) only grazed the skull 
without penetrating, on the right above the ear. Later, 
they showed me the X-ray. I remember that my head 
was held by two hands as though by two clamps, 
above me was the face of Florence, the only person 
who had heard the shot, and then everything went 
blank-except for a round opening in the distance 
(as boys we used to crawl through a sewer, the distant 
hole filled with daylight seemed far too small for us 
ever to get out-it was just like that) and the condi­
tion was unbearable, yet not painful. More like a 
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craving for pain. The feeling of being called and pos­
sessing no voice myself. Later, when I was already in 
the City Hospital, I am supposed to have said some­
thing like this and to have begged for sleep. Looking · 
back on it I think the terrible pain consisted in sud­
denly being unable to do anything more, unable to 
move either backwards or forwards, not being able to 
fall, no longer having any above or below and yet 
being still there, motionless without end, without 
death. Just as one knows in dreams that it is a dream, 
so I knew that this was not death, even if I now died. 
Put prosaically, I felt tremendously perplexed, rather 
as though I had jumped over a high wall in order to 
dash myself in p1eces, but the ground didn't come, it 
never came, there was nothitlg but falling, a falling 
that was actually no falling, a state of total powerless­
ness accompanied by total wakefulness, only time had 
disappeared, as I said, time as the medium within which 
we normally act; everything stayed as it was, nothing 
passed away, everything remained like that once and 
for all. As I was told later, I was given injections at 
short intervals. It was probably these palliatives, restor­
atives, narcotics-no doubt necessary for my sensitive 
and injured body-which repeatedly brought me 
close to the terror that took on vivid form while I 
was in a coma and afterwards reverberated in my 
memory. That's what I think, at least; I've never 
talked about it to anyone. Can one talk about a 
thing like that? All I can say here is that it is this 
terror I cal! "my angel" . . . 

(Interrupted by the information that today's final 
hearing w1th judgment, originally fixed for 4 P.M., 
has been put forward to 10:30 A.M.) 

As I said, I have never talked about this business to 
anyone--quite rightly: you can't make the incompre­
hensible comprehensible without losing it completely, 
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and I notice now the way I involuntarily keep trying, 
as I set down this declaration, to sort things out and 
give everything a "meaning." Yet I have nothing to 
give. I have merely received the "meaning." And I 
have to preserve it • . . 

Of the dreams that came to me in a never-ending 
stream during that period I remember little, since I 
could not tell them to anyone. (Once Florence, the 
mulatto girl, paid me a visit in the City Hospital; I 
understood her very well, although I couldn't utter 
more than a word or two.) One of the dreams went 
like this: 

Just as I am strangling Little Gray I realize that it 
is not the cat, but Julika, who is laughing in a way I 
have never known her to laugh, Julika is alto­
gether quite different, gay, I strangle the cat with 
all my strength, Julika mocks me in front of an au� 
dience that is invisible to me, the cat doesn't defend 
itself, but afterwards jumps up on the window sill 
and licks itself, J ulika was never my wife, it was all 
just my imagination . . .  

Another dream: 
Mother is lying in my bed, ghastly although smil� 

ing, a wax doll, hair like brush bristles, I am filled with 
horror, I try to switch on the electric light but can't, 
I try to ring Julika but can't, everything has been cut 
off, darkness through the whole house and yet I can 
see my wax mother perfectly clearly, utterly hor­
rified I fall to my knees with a cry in order to wake up, 
suddenly I am holding in my hands an Easter egg ai 
big as a head . . .  

Other dreams I can remember even less clearly. 
They all seemed to be about the same thing, and they 
continued while I was in a coma, for instance . . . 

(Interrupted by Dr. Bohnenblust, my defense coun­
sel, who gave me the same information orally. I am to 
hold myself in readiness.) 
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All I can really say is that I had a premonition. It is 
not shame that prevents me from laying my cards on 
the table, but sheer inability. I never felt ashamed of 
my action. I threw away a life that had never been a 
life. Even if the way I did so was ridiculous. I was left 
with the memory of an immense freedom: everything 
depended on me. I could decide whether I wanted 
to live again, but this time so that a real death took 
place. Everything depended upon me alone, as I have 
already said. I have never been closer to the essence of 
grace. And I realized that, certain of grace, I had de­
cided in favor of life, by the fact that I began to feel 
a terrible pain. I had the distinct sensation that I was 
now being born for the first time, and with a cer­
tainty that need not fear even ridicule. I felt ready to 
be nobody but the person as whom I had just been 
born and to seek no other life than this, which I could 
not cast from me. That was about two years ago and 
I was already thirty-eight. The day I was finally dis­
charged from the City Hospital 

(Interrupted again! ) 

The j udgment of the court is expected: I am (for 
them) identical with the Anatol Ludwig Stiller, citi­
zen of Zurich, sculptor, last address I I Steingarten­
gasse, Zurich, married to Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy, 
at present domiciled in Paris, who disappeared six 
years, nine months and twenty-one days ago, and is 
now condemned to various fines in respect of the box 
on the ears inflicted on a Swiss customs officer, in 
respect of all sorts of acts of culpable negligence in­
cluding failing to apply for permission to leave the 
country (as a result of which a hundred and seven 
different reminders have now been addressed to Stiller 
by various government departments ) ;  further, dis­
charge of debts in respect of government tax, military 
tax, old age and dependents insurance; further, dam-
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ages in respect of a Swiss army rifle; plus one third of 
the legal costs: total 9,J61 .05 francs, payable within 
thirty days of the signature of the present judgment. 
Moreover: After conclusion of these proceedings re­
mand in custody is to continue until possible connec­
tions with the Smyrnov affair have been cleared up 
in the course of subsequent proceedings, if no appeal 
is lodged against the present judgment. 

I waived the right to a final speech. 
I waived the right to appeal. 
Frau Julika Stiller-Tschudy, as from to day's date 

my legal wife, is now busy trying to console Herr Dr. 
Bohnenblust, the counsel for the defense provided by 
the court. This man has done really everything he pos­
sibly could and deserves my heartfelt gratitude today. 
I had intended to give expression to a kind of grati­
tude, but then forgot all about it. Herr Direktor 
Schmitz, the millionaire, was also in court; he has 
lodged an action for slander as from today's date. As 
regards the Smyrnov affair I shall very soon disappoint 
the federal police, who have now taken me over: as­
suming that the good Theo Hofer, my -former com­
rade in Spain, a Czech, who later lived in the 
Bronx, New York, as a hairdresser and took me in 
when I first arrived in America, is still alive, it should 
be possible to produce my alibi for the relevant date, 
1 8. 1 . 1 946, within a few days. 

I have just heard Julika coming along the corridor­
My angel keep me on the alert. 
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Postscript 

WE were sorry that Stiller, after wntmg the fore­
going "Notes in Prison"-reproduced here una­
bridged and of course unaltered, with the permission 
of those of the people involved who are still alive­
did not follow them up with "Notes in Freedom." 
Our attempts to persuade him did not shake his re­
solve for a moment. Stiller felt no urge to continue 
his notes. Subsequently, we realized ourselves that it 
was a mistake to try and persuade him. His sudden 
loss of voice, if one wants to call it that, was in fact 
an essential, perhaps even the decisive step towards his 
inner liberation-a liberation which we could observe 
not only in our friend himself, but even more clearly 
in those nearest to him and in an almost imperceptibly 
slow but nevertheless real change in our relationship 
with him. It became possible to be his friend: Stiller 
had become free of the morbid impulse to convince. 

The Smyrnov affair requires no further mention here. 
Stiller's alibi for the crucial date was irrefutable: long 
before 1 8 . r . 1 946 he was in New York, where he 
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stayed for the first few weeks with his Czech friend. 
Stiller could not prove this until he had given up 
denying his identity. His indifference towards this 
suspicion seemed to me genuine from the very first, 
more genuine than most of what he said and wrote 
while remanded in custody. On the other hand the 
authorities, lacking personal knowledge of the man, 
could not understand why Stiller denied his obvious 
identity so obstinately, and they felt obliged to exam­
ine any possible links with previously unsolved 
crimes, as indeed was their duty. Among the unsolved 
crimes which had to be considered were two Zurich 
murders; about these Stiller knew nothing. In every 
instance an unambiguously negative verdict was 
quickly reached, and his release took place the same 
month. 

Stiller lived first in a small pension on Lake Geneva, 
accompanied by his wife, who was resolved to live 
with him again. Both of them probably found it diffi­
cult to imagine how their life together would work 
out. For my part I was more than curious. He pre­
ferred not to move into our small, primitive but heat­
able country cottage on the Forch, "because it's too 
damned close to Zurich." Fortunately his home town 
had decided, after tough opposition inside the council, 
to give him two thousand francs as an encourage­
ment, a sum which, at that time, was sufficient to 
keep a married couple going for two or three months. 
So they lived on this and the hope of further miracles 
beside Lake Geneva. We found it hard to imagine 
Stiller at Territet, a district which, to the best of our 
recollection, consisted of hotels, tennis courts, funic­
ular railways and chalets with turrets and garden 
dwarfs. But friends had been able to make arrange­
ments on a friendly basis for him there. 

When we heard absolutely nothing from them 
over Christmas we began to feel worried. Then Stil­
ler's first letter arrived at last, still addressed to "My 
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dear friend and prosecutor" and asking for the loan of 
an electric cooker. It was winter, and apart from a hot 
breakfast included in their arrangements, they were 
living on cold snacks in their hotel bedroom. In this 
short letter Stiller thanked me "for everything" with 
an alarming servility. We felt anxious about the two 
of them, a possibly attractive but isolated hotel bed­
room in a holiday resort out of season appeared to us 
the most unpromising setting for this couple's re­
newed encounter with each other. 

Eventually, one week-end towards the end of Feb­
ruary, my wife and I drove out to Territet and found 
them both, tanned by the sun, in a really pleasant 
little room with a small balcony that afforded a little 
extra space; their piled-up trunks made_ the room even 
smaller. Seen from their window, Lake Geneva 
looked all the larger by contrast. Stiller behaved gaily, 
a little too gaily; he took his wife by the arm and in­
troduced "a couple of Swiss inland emigrants." Any 
mention of their future was avoided. Downstairs in 
the dining-room we none of us succeeded in passing 
beyond a rather laborious conversation. Although the 
room was practically empty and the whole place had 
a family atmosphere, Stiller and his wife sat there as 
awkwardly as thouah they had never dined off a 
white tablecloth before. Apart from ourselves there 
was hardly anyone in the dining-room-an aged Eng­
lishman who was partially paralyzed, so that a nurse 
had to cut up his meat for him, and a French marquis 
reading a book over his soup, outsiders, solitaries, 
except for a young German couple whose wedding 
rings, as I noticed immediately, were not of the same 
gold, two happy but strikingly shy people. A young 
waiter, a German Swiss, made them blush scarlet with 
his French. Anyhow, we could see no reason why 
Stiller and his wife should be so ill at ease. 

Unfortunately it rained the whole week-end. Walk­
ing was out of the question, and Stiller and his wife 
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fought shy of the empty lounge. So we spent al­
most the whole time sitting in their small bedroom 
among the trunks. I cannot remember any particular 
conversation, but their appearance has stuck in my 
mind. His wife, elegant even in shabby clothes, kept 
walking up and down, said practically nothing, listened 
to other people and smoked incessantly. They looked 
to us like Russians in Paris, or, as my wife said, like 
German Jews in New York-people to whom nothing 
belonged. Frau Julika and my wife were meeting for 
the first time; apart from conventional politenesses 
they hardly exchanged a word. Stiller made several 
attempts to save the situation with his humor. All in 
all it was depressing, an endless afternoon with rain 
on the window, tea and a great deal of smoke, really 
a disappointment-probably for all parties. Their 
money was running out, it was easy to guess that. It 
seemed virtually impossible to find work at all in 
keeping with their abilities, for which there was not 
much demand. To return to the Paris dancing school, 
which incidentally did not belong to Frau Julika, but 
to Monsieur Dmitritch, was presumably out of the 
question. Stiller laughed about this utterly hopeless 
outlook. Frau Julika stood waiting for the water in 
the electric cooker, her slender hands in the pockets 
of her tailor-made costume, smoking, while Stiller 
squatted on a trunk, his hands clasped round his up­
drawn knees. One had the feeling that they must live 
very much the same when they were alone together, 
perfectly friendly and therefore rather taciturn, two 
people in chains who had the good sense to put up 
with one another. Stiller asked for books. 

For a long time we heard nothing of them. I 
couldn't think of anything to write myself, after 
our visit even less than before. I felt I ought to 
write, but I just didn't know what to say. I sent a large 
parcel of books, including Kierkegaard, but received 
no reply. For months the Stillers seemed not to exist. 
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We felt that in any case they had probably changed 
their address. vVe give little thought to people whose 
life we cannot visualize, even if we imagine they may 
need us. I neglected them completely; my wife, for 
her part, had different reasons for feeling she couldn't 
write, worthier reasons. 

After about half a year, in the late summer, came 
the elated letter in wh1ch Stiller announced: "As a re­
ward from God for all the months I spent in the re­
mand prison, we have just found, rented and moved 
into the house of our dreams, une fenne vaudoise!" 
We breathed a sigh of relief. It really seemed to be a 
godsend. A fabulously low rent suggested an equally 
fabulous state of dilapidation, but our friend did not 
tire of singing the praises of his fernze vaudoise in 
lengthy descriptions. Anyhow, he seemed to be thor­
oughly happy. We had to imagine a capacious house, 
originally a Vaudois farm-house, perhaps even a 
winegro\ver's house, Stiller wasn't sure about that; at­
tached to it were a vineyard, a wine-press of venerable 
age, an airy barn that made an ample studio, and an 
avenue of plane-trees that gave the whole estate a 
manorial touch. In other letters they were not planes, 
but elms. In subsequent letters the barn vanished al­
together. Instead other joys made their appearance: 
Stiller suddenly wrote about the old well in the court­
yard whose wrought ironwork he drew for us, about 
the beehive or the rose garden. He described all this 
with affectionate good-humor as rather overgrown, 
rather rusty, rather dried up, and everything was 
smothered in dark ivy. At times our imagination was 
severely strained, especially as we knew the district 
round Glion. \Ve could only suppose that our happy 
friend was exaggerating a bit. Sketches by his hand 
showed a steep tiled roof with ends as well as sides in­
clined, as is usual in the V aud, a broad terrace with 
fruit trees all round and in the background the 
mountains of Savoy; the avenue with the eighty elms 
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was mtssmg. My wife took the liberty of inquiring 
about this. A special sketch-as a sketch so charming 
that we hung it up in a passepanout-showed the in­
terior with a great farmhouse chimney and Frau Ju­
]ika kneeling in front of it making up the fire; on the 
edge of the sheet was a cordial invitation to a raclette. 

"When are you coming? " every letter soon began. 
At the end of the letter he wrote: "I must impress on 
you once again that you can't come here with the 
car. Nobody will be able to tell you the way. Just 
garage your car at Montreux. I'll come and fetch you; 
otherwise you will never find my ferme vaudoise!" 

Winter came and we did not see Stiller. He hadn't 
the money to come to Zurich, and no desire, even if 
we had invited him. Spring also went by without a 
meeting. Today this surprises me. Stiller wrote to us 
quite often; Frau Julika appeared in his letters fairly 
frequently. We knew that she had worked for a time 
as shop assistant in a grocery. But on the important 
point, their married life together, his letters gave not 
the slightest hint. Instead he devoted two or three 
pages to descriptions of sunsets. Fundamentally he said 
nothing at all; to me it was always as though his 
letters had reached me in a bottle carried by the waves 
from some distant outpost, and I had no right to 
break his silence as in a legal interrogation, either by a 
direct or leading question or by putting a provocative 
misconstruction on what he had said. He did his best 
to write in a humorous vein. 

"I suppose you don't believe that I have found the 
house of my dreams," he wrote again. "\Vhy don't 
you come? I admit we see Chillon Castle and the Dents 
du Midi, and that when the west wind is blowing 
you can hear the State Railway, loudspeakers from an 
mternational regatta and the jingle-jangle of dance or­
chestras playing for the visitors to our spa, and I 
don't deny that you can see from here a few Mon­
treux hotels, the whole lot in fact, but we are simply 
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above them, inwardly above them as well, you know. 
You'll see! The cellar-I haven't told you about this 
before-is full of empty barrels, if /ou shout into 
them your flesh creeps at the soun of your own 
voice, and if you keep quite still you can hear the 
mice in the beams, perhaps rats too, anyhow it's a 
sign that the beams are genuine, and that's the point. 
you see, everything here is genuine, even the swal­
lows under my roof that I have spent a whole week 
patching up to the perpetual horror of Julika, who 
was afraid I might fall off. And yet I am now caution 
personified, I cling to life as never before, you see I 
always have the feeling death is on my heels-that's 
quite natural, you know, a sign of life. Seriously, I have 
rarely felt like this: I almost always look forward to 
the next morning and only hope the following day will 
be like the one that has just gone by, for the present 
suffices me to an extent that is often astounding. And 
then I'm going to fit up a workshop, I can't spend all 
my time reading your Kierkegaard and similar heavy 
stuff, I've got to tie up vines, pull up weeds and 
then buy glass-paper, artificial fertilizer, snail pow­
der-as you can see, it is a case of retour a la nature. 
By the way, will you tell your wife they're not 
planes, but elms, unfortunately diseased like almost 
all elms nowadays, nobody can explain why; elms 
don't like our times and when they have to be felled 
it cuts us to the quick, even if they belong to our 
neighbors. Will you see them before they go? I'm 
already waiting for you in spirit on the platform at 
Montreux; then I shall lead you up a rather steep and 
stony 'Vieux sentier flanked by vine-clad walls that � 
as hot as an oven in summer, but more airy in autumn, 
overgrown with moss for decades and only used 
today by woodcutters and le menage Stiller (pro­
nounced Stillair) . But why should I describe this 
countryside to you? You can read about it in your • 
.and now also my, beloved Ramuz. When are yo11 
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coming at last? I beg you, come before the old walls 
tumble down, the moss covers my feet and ivy grows 
out of our eyes." 

When we received letters like this we always re­
called with a smile Stiller's former jeers at country 
life as "sentimental escapism"; now he seemed to be 
feeling better in his ferme vaudoise than ever before. 
We were particularly relieved to hear that Frau Stiller 
had found a satisfactory part-time job; she was teach­
ing eurhythmics in a Montreux girls' school. And 
Stiller himself had started working. On my wife's 
birthday she received a whole consignment of pottery 
-bowls and jugs and plates, most useful things. 
Stiller had never breathed a word about this. Now 
he wrote in connection with his present: 

"Here in Glion, you must know, in case you ever 
come, I've been a potter from birth. I'm making a lot 
of money now. And once I've got my own kiln 
things will really start humming. And when I'm tired 
of making money I shall go up to Caux, which is quite 
near here, ten minutes on the little railway. But I 
haven't .reached that point yet; I'm not doing my 
own finng yet. For preference I sell my wares to 
Americans with good taste. I've got a notice on my 
garden gate saying "Swiss Pottery," in English. 
Americans who know something about pottery are 
frequently astonished to find almost the same decora­
tive patterns in Switzerland that they have seen with 
their own eyes among the Indians around Los Alamos, 
New Mexico, and especially in the Indian Museum at 
Santa Fe." 

Stiller never lost his delight in mischievous pranks. 
He needed a certain measure of disguise in order to 
feel at ease with people. After my wife had visited 
Stiller in Glion on her way to the South of France 
with the children, I asked her about his fe1·me 
vaudoise; she merely laughed loudly. I must see it 
for myself! In reality things were probably not so-
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fabulous as in  his letters. Frau Stiller had once more 
to go "into the mountains." It was during this period 
of solitude that he kept ringing me up in the evening. 
His calls were often a nuisance, coming just when 
we had company. As a rule Stiller had been drinking; 
he began talking about Kierkegaard and pretended to 
be in urgent need of elucidation from me. He made 
these calls from a tavern-his own telephone had been 
cut off because he hadn't paid the bill. I was never an 
expert on Kierkegaard; I sent him the book foll0w­
ing a conversation about melancholy as a symptom of 
the aesthetic attitude to life. When he rang me I hadn't 
got the book handy, and nor had Stiller. Above all, it 
was obvious that he had scarcely read Kicrkegaard 
yet, so there must have been something else on his 
mind. He used to hang on for a quarter of an hour or 
more, half an hour sometimes, probably just to listen 
to a voice. In the background I could hear sounds 
from the tavern, the clink of glasses being rinsed, the 
clank of a pin-table. I could scarcely make out what 
he was saying. He must often have thought me a 
miserly skinflint and cursed me in his heart. I knew 
his economic position and tried to bring these expensive 
conversations to an end. I probably wasn't sufficiently 
capable of putting myself in his place. His jokes did 
not deceive me as to the degree of his loneliness, his 
longing for a friend. It was precisely because I was so 
clearly aware of this that I felt so helpless. ·  All too 
often I simply couldn't provide what he expected, 
for I hadn't got it, and consequently he was doing me 
an  injustice with his sudden question: "Are you 
mean?"  Then he would continue:  "Say something for 
heaven's sake, I don't care what, but say something ! "  
And h e  regularly concluded with the words: "If you 
ever come to Glion, though I don't believe now that 
you ever will-! " and fell silent, without replacing 
his receiver. Then I would say goodbye several times 
but continue to hear the clink of glasses being rinsed 
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and a French waitress calling out the orders. Stiller 
waited for me to ring off without saying goodbye 
himself. We feared these nightly calls. Sometimes we 
just dieln't pick up the receiver; then he would go on 
ringing until two in the morning. 

It was over eighteen months since we had last met, 
when finally I alighted at Montreux one sunny October 
day. I didn't recognize him at once on the platform; 
my own discarded suit gave him a positively bourgeois 
appearance, and strange to say Stiller did not take a 
single step towards me. Our greeting was a trifle 
strained. With his steep and stony vieux sentier in 
mind I had only brought an attache case; Stiller 
wanted to carry it, but I wouldn't let him. To look 
at, Stiller was miraculously unchanged, his thin hair 
slightly grayer and slightly more thin, his bald patch 
more extensive. My old suit was too short for him, 
especially at the sleeves, which gave him a boyish 
look. Stiller immediately asked after my wife and 
then inquired very heartily about the children, whom 
he had seen. After a few paces, conversation was no 
longer the least bit difficu1t. The fact that I had al­
lowed eighteen months to pass without seeing him 
was due partly to pressure of work, but partly to other 
reasons. I re-alized that now. I had felt slightly afraid 
of this reunion: our friendship sprang from the time 
when he was remanded in custody, and it might now 
have proved, against our wishes, out of date, a recol­
lection instead of a present reality. 

Before leaving Montreux Stiller bought wine, St. 
Saphorin, "to support local industry." He forced two 
bottles into his coat pockets and held the third 
against his neck like a hand grenade. Then we set off. 
In fact, and almost to my surprise, there was a vieux 
sentier to Glion. Stony and steep, as described, it led 
upwards between vine-clad walls. As we advanced we 
began to feel our age; rather out of breath we stood 
5till and looked at Chillon Castle, below us Territet 
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with its hotels, tennis courts, funicular railways and 
chalets, but beyond it the great blue Lake Geneva. 
It was almost like being by the Mediterranean. 
Once you can forget the shoddy-looking chalets, this 
landscape has a liberating breadth that is unusual in 
our country. Whereabouts on this vandalized hillside 
a ferme vaudoise could possibly be concealed was a 
puzzle to me. And we must be almost at Glion. Our 
conversation dealt with wine-growing, then with the 
concept of culture, of leisure as a prerequisite for 
culture and with the nobility of enjoyment, with the 
fundamental difference between potatos and vines, 
th� spiritual serenity of all districts devoted to viticul­
ture, the connection between luxury and human 
dignity and so forth-I did not fail to see the little 
sign on the iron garden gate bearing the inscription 
"Swiss Pottery" in English. Stiller pushed the rusty 
little gate open with his foot, and without interrupting 
the conversation led me along a moss-grown path, past 
all sorts of garden dwarfs, to his dream-house. 

One glance at the universal dilapidation showed 
why the rent was so low. Vases of cast iron liberally 
decorated with arabesques, some of them damaged, 
a sandstone Aphrodite or Artemis with a broken 
arm, a little j ungle that was doubtless supposed to be 
the rose garden, lots of steps everywhere, crooked., 
flanked on both sides by banisters, some of them 
crumbling away, revealing that they were all only 
cement, a moss-grown fountain, an old kennel, weed­
grown terraces-this must have been the garden, 
populated by a considerable number of jolly garden 
dwarfs of brightly painted pottery, some broken, 
some undamaged. I still thought this was no more than 
the path leading to his own estate. Stiller talked and 
talked, unperturbed by the nauseating surroundings, 
with which he was familiar. The house itself, a chalet, 
was fortunately smothered by ivy, only the upper part 
emerged in all its fake antiquity-a brickbuift turret 
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with cute little loopholes. In addition there was a 
wooden fac;ade covered in scroll-work that looked as 
though it had been made with a fretsaw, and else­
where blocb of tufa. Everything was united under 
a roof with enormous eaves. And the whole place was 
not large, but tiny, like a toy; I couldn't believe my 
eyes. It was a Swiss chalet distantly related to a Scot­
tish castle. 

Stiller now pulled the two bottles out of his jacket 
pockets, hauled a key from his trousers and an­
nounced that Frau Julika would be back from her 
girls' school in about an hour. 

So there we were. As on so many chalets of this 
kind, there was a fake marble tablet bearing in gilt 
letters, some of which had already turned black, the 
inscription MON REPOS. The interior held no 
more surprises. A wooden bear stood ready to receive 
urrbrellas and above it was a badly tarnished mirror. 
It was a sunny afternoon and on the ceilings of all the 
rooms the light reflected off Lake Geneva flickered 
over gray stucco or bare lath and plaster. A greenish 
light, like that of an aquarium, filtered in through a 
vera nda with art nouveau leaded windows. You could 
hear the State Railway about as loudly as it must sound 
in a line-keeper's cottage, and the greased cable of a 
funicular railway hummed close by. 

Stiller was busy, so I was able or compelled to look 
around to pass the time; he was standing our white 
wine under a jet of cold water. Later, we sat out of 
doors on a mossy balustrade surrounded by the ever 
jolly garden dwarfs, and at last I had to say it: "So 
this is your ferme vaudoise?!" Stiller seemed unwilling 
to discuss any discrepancy between his description 
.and the reality, he merely said: "It's a terrible pity you 
.never saw my eighty elms, they were supposed to be 
diseased." And with that the joke was over. I asked, 
"How are you?" · and received the impression that 
Stiller had made up his mind not to complain. "How's 



your wife?" he asked back. In subsequent conversa­
tions, too, he avoided uttering her name; I don't know 
why. Apart from this he did not inquire after anyone,. 
and conversation was really a great effort. 

"Why don't you put these garden dwarfs in the 
tool-shed? "  I asked, for the sake of something to say. 
Stiller shrugged his shoulders: "I haven't got time, I 
don't know, they don't bother me.'' But in spite of 
everything I felt he was glad of the visit. "\Nhen 
Julika comes," he said, "we'll drink our wine." l\1ean­
while we smoked . . •  

I remember that insignificant quarter of an hour 
very well. ·what does man do with the days of his 
life? I was scarcely aware of the question, it just ir­
ritated me. How could Stiller bear to face this ques­
tion unprotected by affairs or social or professional 
importance, without any defenses? He sat on the 
weather-worn balustrade, one knee drawn up and 
his hands clasped round it; when I looked at him I 
could not imagine how he could bear this existence, 
how any man can bear his existence once he has 
learnt from his experiences and is consequendy free 
from vain expectations . . • 

His pottery was situated in an underground cham­
ber with a good light cut into the side of the hill 
lower down-once a wash-house with a drying room 
and a storehouse for garden furniture, formerly white­
washed, but now papered with gray mold although 
the sun shone in from midday till dusk. I was relieved: 
here I found it easier to imagine my friend's days. 
"One has to do something," he commented as we 
looked at his finished wares, the "Swiss pottery" with 
which he earned his meager livelihood. "Julika still 
likes these shallow bowls best," he said. Another 
time: "Everything has to be learnt, you know, and I 
shall never become a proper potter now." Stiller took 
particular pleasure in displaying a potter's wheel he 
had made himself. As a layman, I considered him a 
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master of his craft when he talkt:d about the pottery 
of various peoples and periods, about the mystery of 
certain glazes. In what way had he changed? It 
seemed to me that his mind was directed more to­
wards things themselves than it had been. Once he 
had spoken only of himself when he talked about 
marriage in general, about negroes, volcanoes and 
heaven knows what else: now he talked about "his" 
pots, "his" wheel, "his" glaze, even "his" skill, without 
speaking of himself at all. 

"Herr Staatsanwalt! "  Frau Julika greeted me. And 
Stiller gave her a kiss on the cheek; his hands were 
rather dirty from the potter's wheel. I found Frau 
Julika noticeably older, an unusually beautiful woman 
still, her striking girlish hair with its almost natural 
sheen stranger than ever. "He never misses a good ex­
cuse to drink wine!" she remarked when Stiller went 
to fetch his bottles, having first put the two wobbly 
armchairs out in the garden for us. "It's nice here," 
said Frau Julika, "isn t it?" In spite of the growing 
sympathy I felt for this unusual woman, I never quite 
knew what to talk to her about. It would be wrong to 
take her cool manner, which was probably only a 
mask to cover her shyness, personally. In all likeli­
hood she had no inkling how little she communicated 
herself, and couldn't understand it when J?eople failed 
to notice her goodwill, her delight at seemg someone 
or in a little present. She looked at the little hand­
printed cloth. "You can't get anything like that round 
here," was all she said. I think she had a profound 
aversion to expressing herself in words, but on the 
other hand the way Frau Julika immediately put the 
little cloth aside, although she probably liked it, made 
me feel thoroughly embarrassed too, as though I had 
been expecting a speech of thanks. Now I inquired 
about her job at the girls' school down in the valley, 
but learnt practically nothing and had to think what 
else might interest her. She had cushioned her head 
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day's work. 

"Our Stiller has become a real potter! "  I began, and 
she nodded. Earlier on, in the underground chamber, 
I had been struck by Stiller's remark: Julika still likes 
these shallow bowls best. Th.is suggested a limited ap­
preciation on h.is wife's part, a lack of interest or even 
scepticism regarding h.is endeavors, yes, the good 
Stiller seemed to miss something, someth.ing like en­
couragement, criticism within the framework of en­
thusiasm; down in the underground chamber one got 
the impression that Frau Julika really regarded his 
whole activity as a potter as humbug. Now she said to 
me: "Don't you think it's amazing what he's done in 
these two years? "  I did think so. "You should tell him 
that," I remarked. "He'd like to hear it."-"Don't I tell 
h.im?"-"You know what we men are like," I said 
evasively. "We like to make an impression on the 
woman we love, and if we can't manage that we try 
the public." I meant it more as a joke. "I don't know," 
said Frau Julika, rubbing her eyes with both hands, 
"what he expects of me. Haven't I told h.im? Can I 
help it if he doesn't listen? " I had no intention of in­
terposing myself in the role of guardian, so I broke off 
the conversation. 

"You're very formal with one another," burst in 
Stiller, making our embarrassment complete. "Well, 
prosit!" he said to bridge the gap, and Stiller and I 
went to work on the cool little glasses. "Aren't you 
drinking?" he inquired when Julika did not pick up 
the glass he had filled for her, because she didn't feel 
like it. He repeated, "Well, prosit!" For a moment I 
really wondered whether Julika might not be expect­
ing a ch.ild; her refusal to drink wine was as mute as it 
was definite, as though she wasn't allowed to, and I 
thought it a pity she didn't at least take a sip. In some 
way she shut herself out from the start. There is noth­
ing trickier, I find again and again, than a three-
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cornered gathering. I made a great effort not to be 
drawn into an alliance with Stiller. It was easy with 
him, he has a feminine gift of adaptability, and for her 
part Frau Julika did nothing to prevent herself from 
being shut out. She lay back among her long hair 
without a word; her face, which I saw in profile, en­
tranced and disturbed me in equal measure, it seemed 
to wear an expression of mute terror that had become 
permanent. Stiller paid no heed to this, but let him­
self go in witty persiflage, frequently directing his 
remarks to Frau Julika with an undertone of tender 
entreaty, half consideration and half coercion. Several 
times I thought: He makes it too easy for himself, he 
pays with charm, of which he has plenty, that doesn't 
cost him anything. It also seemed to me that Stiller 
was perpetually trying to make amends for something; 
on such occasions he became polite to the point of 
timidity. 

"Take it away," said Frau Julika. "I don't need a 
cushion, really I don't." Stiller felt rejected, to judge 
by his brief glance at Julika, unjustly rejected. If I 
had been asked to act as arbiter, I should have had to 
take Frau Julika's part as regards the superfluousness 
of the proferred cushion. "Where are you going to 
set up your kiln?" I asked, to change the subject; but 
Stiller didn't hear. "Why don't you want this 
cushion? " he insisted, until poor Frau Julika finally 
took it for the sake of peace, without thanking him, 
and instead of putting it behind her head pushed it 
under her knees, where it was less in the way. Two 
well-meaning people! I thought and praised the de­
licious wine. 

For no particular reason I recalled the little story 
someone had told me recently. "You once discovered 
Mexico," I said, "this will interest you. Some chap was 
breeding pigs there, I don't know where exactly, any­
how it didn't pay, he sweated his guts out, but to no 
avail, and he had invested all his means and half his 
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short, the business simply didn't pay, and then on top 
of everything else there came a devastating drought. 
That happens, doesn't it? The river dried up, I don't 
know which one; and then apparently things got so 
bad that the crocodiles migrated overland to the near­
est water. One fine day a convoy of these crocodiles 
started heading straight across his pig farm. What was 
he to do? The unforrunate fellow could have climbed 
up on to a roof, for example, and shot the croco­
diles dead. But he didn't. He let them eat all his pigs, 
which had never paid anyway, made a stronger fence 
round the whole place, acquired a crocodile farm, went 
into the handbag business and made a fortune." Stil­
ler Iaugher loudly. "It's supposed to be true," I added. 
"Isn't that wonderful? " exclaimed Stiller, turning to 
Frau Julika. Her laugh was completely forced, and as 
a matter of fact, when I look back, I can't remember 
this woman ever laughing in any other way. Her 
laughter always stayed on her face; it was as though 
she had no inward laughter, as though she had lost it. 
It was quite useless trying to cheer Frau Julika up; 
afterwards one felt utterly silly. 

Now I was annoyed at myself. What was the point 
of all this talk? It was a late afternoon in autumn with 
a gentle sun, the hour Stiller had described in his letter: 
"-and then, my dear sir, when we sit outside and the 
autumn sun is enough to make you happy, when there 
are grapes again, when a metallic haze hangs over 
the lake, but the mountaintops are clear and bright 
with golden woods against a Mediterranean sky and 
the light lies across the lake in a pathway of pure 
quicksilver, later of gleaming brass, then of copper-" 
The quicksilver phase was already over, the lake was 
at the brass stage. 

Every now and then I had to look round again; the 
ever jolly garden dwarfs, the chalet with its turret, 
the weeds, the gray Aphrodite, the empty, moss-
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grown fountain with its basin choked by dead leaves 
and its rusty water-pipe, the veranda with its art 
nouveau leaded windows, the ivy, the funicular rail­
way blood-red in the setting sun, all this remained 
pretty incredible. They themselves, Stiller and Frau 
Julika, wore this environment like an alien suit of 
clothes with the unexpressed awareness that ultimately 
every suit of clothes is alien and provisional. I admired 
them. What really belonged to them was the sun with 
its vast radiance on the surface of Lake Geneva, the 
pottery down below in the underground chamber, all 
kinds of difficulties such as are usual among human 
beings, and no doubt also their helpless guest. As 
soon as one left Frau Julika in peace everything went 
smoothly. Now, however, Stiller wanted to know 
whether I believed in the educational value of eu­
rhythmics. Frau Julika pleaded its cause without any 
real conviction, Stiller was of the opinion that Julika 
should devote herself to purely artistic work again and 
start a ballet school of her own at Lausanne. The dis­
cussion never got as far as a consideration of the prac­
tical obstacles; Frau Julika �as positively vehement, 
Stiller sorrowful because she would accept nothing 
from him, neither a cushion nor his belated belief in 
her artistic gifts. He rose disconsolately to fetch the 
other bottle . • • 

"Rolf," she said the moment we were alone, "you 
must talk him out of that idea! I beg you, talk him 
out of it! He's driving me crazy with this scheme!"  My 
attempt to examine the idea from a practical stand­
point, to consider what Stiller hoped Frau Julika might 
gain from it, and to ask what future Frau Julika her­
self desired, fell on totally deaf ears ; since it was im­
possible to talk to me either, she had thrown herself 
back in the chair again and was shaking her head as 
she lay. "What does he want of me?" she said at last, in 
a tired voice, as I remained silent. Her eyes were 
glistening; with her slender, pale hands she was 



grasping the anns of the chair as one does at the den­
tist's to stop oneself trembling. Her whole behavior, 
I must admit, struck me as overwrought and I felt I 
was being called upon to take sides in a long-stand­
ing argument, something I had no wish to do, particu­
larly as I lacked all expert knowledge in the matter. 
"Stiller has made a pretty fool of me with his ferme 
vaudoise," I said. She didn't react at all. "But this posi­
tion! " I chatted on, "what I like most about Lake 
Geneva-" She heard neither my small talk nor my 
effort to pass beyond it to a genuine conversation: 
"Talk him out of it! " she begged again, just as excited 
as before. "How do you imagine I could do it?" she 
protested with a violence that was also directed 
against me and which she toned down by adding in 
a gentler voice: "It's impossible, believe me. Impossi­
ble." And soon afterwards: "Of course, he can't 
know."-"What can't he know? "-"Don't ask," she 
begged, pulling herself together and taking another 
cigarette. I clicked my lighter. "I shouldn't smoke all 
the time," she remarked as though frightened or 
something, as though I were forcing her, in any case 
without thanking me for the light, which she did not 
use. "He can't know," she said to herself, "I've been 
to see the doctor-" I'm sure Frau Julika did not in­
tend to talk to anyone about it and was sorry she had 
started; naturally I waited to hear more, though in 
silence. "The whole of my left lung," she said. "I 
don't want him to know yet. It's got to be done. As 
soon as possible." Her sudden calm, a kind of com­
posure that made me think the unhappy woman had 
no idea what it was all about, although she herself sub­
sequently employed the medical expression, which she 
head learned not from her doctor, but from her own 
commonsense; her lack of complaint amazed me, so 
that I stared at the ground, as though searching for 
something in the gravel, and dared not look her in 
the face for fear of showing by my expression what l 
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could not help thinking. "Yes," she said drily, "that's 
the way it is." I assumed the same dry tone. "When 
is the operation to be?" I asked. "I don't know yet. 
As soon as I am no longer afraid." 

A moment later Stiller arrived with the other bottle. 
He was just going up to Glion, he said, to fetch some 
grapes . . .  

"Talk him out of it! "  repeated Frau Julika, as 
though the ballet school idea was still the topic of 
conversation. She was lying back with her head cush­
ioned in her girlish hair again. I don't think I've seen a 
lonelier person than this woman. Between her suffering 
and the world there seemed to be an impenetrable 
wall, not merely detachment but rather a kind of cer­
tainty she would not be heard, an old and hopeless, 
absolutely indelible conviction derived from experi­
ence, unreproachful but incurable, that her partner 
could hear only himself. I wanted to ask whether she 
had never been loved in her life. Of course I didn't 
ask. And did she herself love? I involuntarily tried to 
picture her as a child. Was it due to the fact that she 
was an orphan? Expecting every minute that Frau 
J ulika would begin to pour her heart out, I too re­
mained silent, listening to her regular, muffled breath­
ing. What had happened to this woman? I found it im­
possible to believe that any human being could have 
been like this from the outset, so completely unable 
to express herself even at a moment of agonizing 
misery. Who had made her like this? Stiller had been 
gone a quarter of an hour already, in another quarter 
of an hour he would be back. "Now you too," she be­
gan at last, "are waiting for me to say something. 
I've nothing to say. How can I change? I am as I am. 
\Vhy does Stiller always want to change me? "-"Does 
he want to? "-"I know," she said, "he probably means 
well, and he is convinced he loves me."-"What about 
you?" I asked, "do you love him too?"-"I under­
stand him less and less," she replied after painful 



thought. 11Do you know what he's always wanting me 
to do, Rolf?" . . • 

After this, to take my mind off what she had said, 
but of course without being able to forget her hor­
rifying revelation, I tried to put into words my current 
ideas about Stiller, about his human disposition, his 
actual make up and his potentialities, his develop­
ment during the last few years as I had sensed it; I 
tried to express myself in a way that neither blamed 
nor defended and scarcely excused, and for a long time 
I was under the impression that Frau Julika was listen­
ing to me. Certainly, I found it easier to "understand" 
Stiller than Frau Julika, and after her last question I 
felt that in any case this was my task for the moment. 
As I spoke I drew with a twig in the gravel. When I 
glanced up to try at least to read from her expression 
her opinion about an idea, a question, which I as a 
man could not decide, I saw an utterly distorted 
face. I shall never forget this face that was no longer a 
face. Her mouth was open as in antique masks. She 
was trying in vain to bite her lips. Her mouth re­
mained open as though paralyzed, trembling. I saw her 
sobs, but it was as though I were deaf. Her eyes were 
open, but unseeing, blurred by silent tears, her two 
little fists in her lap, her body shaking-there she sat, 
unrecognizable, beyond the reach of any cry, with no 
-personal characteristic left, no voice, nothing but a 
despairing body, flesh screaming soundlessly in the 
terror of death. I can't remember what I did . . •  

Later, when I held her two little fists that were still 
trembling convulsively, while her face had grown 
calm with exhaustion, she said: "You mustn't tell 
him." I nodded in order to give her some sort of feel­
ing of support. "Promise me! "  she begged. 

Soon afterwards Stiller arrived with his grapes, 
Frau Julika rose quickly to her feet with head averted; 
from the distance she said something about sweets and 

· was gone. Stiller absolutely insisted on my trying the 
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grapes, which were for dessert. Whether he really 
saw no signs of what I had been through, or only 
acted as though he didn't, I could not decide. Stiller 
said how glad he was I had come and promised him­
self a merry evening. I steered the conversation on to 
the subject of the wine when Stiller asked casually 
what I thought of Julika. "I mean, as regards her 
health," he said. "Isn't she looking splendid?" We stood 
drinking, our left hands in our trouser pockets. When 
Julika finally came back with the sweets, she was wear­
ing a woollen jacket and looking splendid. She had 
powdered her face; but that wasn't the only reason. She 
herself seemed to know nothing. I had the irritating 
feeling that it wasn't the same person at all; as though 
I had merely dreamed of this woman. It really was 
growing cool, and we went indoors. I couldn't imagine 
how we were going to get through the evening; but 
to Stiller everything was just as usual, and so it was 
to Frau Julika. 

At that time I had not yet read the foregoing notes, 
though I knew that Stiller had written something like 
a diary in custody. It is not my purpose in this post­
script to rectify Stiller's statements. The mischievous 
element in Stiller's notes, his subjectivity which oc­
casionally did not shrink from falsification, seem to 
me obvious enough; as the report of a subjective ex­
perience they may be honest. The picture which these 
notes give of Frau Julika amazes me; it appears to me 
to reveal more about the person who drew the picture 
than about the person who is so grossly misrepre­
sented by it. Whether there is not something in­
human in the very attempt to portray a living human 
being is a major question, and one that applies sub­
stantially to Stiller. Most of us do not keep note­
books, but perhaps we do the same thing in a less 
manifest way, and the result is in every case bitter. 

My visit to Glion naturally exercised my mind for a 



long time. Soon after my return I received a letter 
from Frau ]ulika in which, without giving any 
reason, she once more adj ured me to say nothing. 
Whatever might be my own opinion, I had no right 
to break from without this silence between a couple, 
unasked, merely because I happened to have come into 
possession of the facts by chance and probably 
against the will of the person concerned. Did the un­
happy Julika fear that Stiller would lose his head and 
bring about an impossible situation? I don't know. Or 
had she reason to hope that perhaps the operation 
would not be necessary after all? 

The other thing that occupied my mind was, of 
course, Stiller himself. Something had happened to 
Stiller, it seemed to me. The tiresome question of 
whom we took him for had lapsed, so had his fear of 
being confused with someone else. In his company I 
felt as though I had been liberated from some hitherto 
barely conscious constraint; I myself became freer. 
As long as a person does not accept himself, he will 
always have this fear of being misunderstood and mis­
construed by his environment; he attaches much too 
much importance to how we see him, and precisely 
because of his own obtuse fear of being pushed by 
us into the wrong role, he inevitably makes us obtuse 
as well. He wants us to set him free; but he doesn't 
set us free. He doesn't permit us to confuse him with 
somebody else. Who is misrepresenting whom? On this 
point much could be said. The self-knowledge that 
gradually or abruptly alienates a person from his pre­
vious life is merely the first step, indispensable but 
by no means sufficient in itself. How many people we 
know who come to a halt after this first step, who are 
satisfied with the melancholy that comes of mere self­
knowledge and who make this melancholy look like 
maturity! Stiller, I believe, had already passed beyond 
this stage when he first disappeared. He was in the 
process of taking the second and much more difficult 
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step, of emerging from resigned regret that one is not 
what one would so much have liked to be and of be­
coming what one is. Nothing is harder than to accept 
oneself. Actually only the naive succeed in doing it, 
and I have so far met few people in my world who 
could be described as naive in this positive sense. In 
my view Stiller, when we met him in custody, had al­
ready achieved this painful self-acceptance to a pro­
nounced degree. Why did he nonetheless defend 
himself in such a childish way against his whole en­
vironment, against his former companions? I had the 
good fortune never to have been directly acquainted 
with that earlier Stiiler. This made a sensible relation­
ship much easier: we were meeting for the first time. 
In spite of all his self-acceptance, in spite of all his 
will to self-acceptance, there was one thing our friend 
had failed to achieve, he had not been able to forego 
recognition by those around him. He felt himself a 
different man-quite rightly, he was a different man 
from that Stiller as whom people immediately recog­
nized him-and he wanted to convince everyone of 
this: that was the childish thing. But how ·can we 
forego being recognized, at least by those nearest to 
us, in the reality that we ourselves do not know, but 
at best can only live? This renunciation of recogni­
tion will never become possible without a certitude 
that our life is directed by a suprahuman authority, 
without at least the passionate hope that such an 
authority exists. Stiller reached this certitude very 
late. Had he reached it? After my visit in autumn I 
gained the impression that he had, although Stiller 
never mentioned the subject-perhaps precisely be­
cause he never mentioned it. Stiiler himself-and this, 
no doubt, was an essential reason for his silence-had 
absolutely no desire to announce his metamorphosis. 
His new work did not serve the purpose of expression 
either; he made plates and cups and bowls, useful 
things which in my opinion showed a great deal of 
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good taste, but this work was no longer a form of 
self-portrayal. He was free from the fear of not being 
recognized, and in consequence one felt freer in one's 
attitude to him, as though released from a spell. Now 
I could understand why, in spite of all my friendly 
feelings towards him, I had always felt rather afraid of 
meeting Stiller. The word "silence" may be mislead­
ing. Naturally, Stiller was by no means untalkative. 
But like everyone who has arrived at himself, he 
looked at people and things outside himself, and what 
surrounded him was beginning to be world, some­
thing other than projections of his self, which he no 
longer had to seek or conceal in the world. He him­
self was beginning to be in the world. That was my 
impression after my first visit to Glion, and inciden­
tally it was confirmed by his letters, insofar as they did 
not concern Frau Julika. 

Things were, understandably, most difficult in rela­
tion to Frau Julika, his wife from before; with her he 
had the greatest temptation to relapse into old fears 
and destructive perplexities, to be at a less advanced 
level of development that he really was in relation to 
other people. A shared past is no small matter; the 
habituation that springs up whenever our energy is 
naturally at a low ebb, the habits that present them­
selves at every stop, can be diabolical. They are like 
water-weeds to a swimmer-who doesn't know that? 
On the other hand, I believe, our friend was now 
aware of the impossibility of flight: it was no use 
starting a new life by simply leaving the old one be­
hind. \Vas not Stiller's main concern to really do away 
with the past in his relationship with this woman, the 
sterile force that had knit the two of them together, 
not to flee it but to melt it down in the new living 
present? Otherwise this new present would never 
become quite real. That's what it was all about-to 
re:1lize potentialities or suffer failure, to breathe or 
suffocate, in this sense to live or die; more accurately, 
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to live or waste away. Naturally, the relationship with 
a woman, in the sense of marriage, need not always 
become this ultimate touchstone; in this case it had 
become so. There are all kinds of touchstones: Stiller 
had found his. Our hope, as I have already mentioned, 
was based on our own happy experience that Stiller, at 
least in his dealings with his friends, had attained a 
living, fearless, not merely willed but real and natural 
openness, that the further he penetrated into himself 
the more he was able to pay heed to people and 
things outside himself. These he loved or hated. Caux, 
for example, he hated wholeheartedly and intol­
erantly, and boundlessly. Stiller remained a man of 
temperament, a turbulent spirit; there was no gentle 
universal love in our friend, but more love than ever 
before in his life, I believe, and it was to be hoped that 
this love would also reach Frau Julika, who had such 
need of it. 

The winter passed without another meeting. Nat­
urally I waited from letter to letter to hear that the 
operation was imminent or perhaps even happily 
over. I interpreted every remark I could not under­
stand (P.S. "How does one behave under a curse?")  as 
meaning that our friend was now also informed. But 
the very next letter proved me wrong, since he barely 
replied to my inquiry after Julika's state of health, or 
said it was excelfent. Meanwhile it was already Feb­
ruary. The dreaded operation seemed to have been 
unnecessary after all, and in my relief I was merely 
surprised that Frau Julika, knowing my concern, had 
never written about it. But that was her way. At one 
point the seven notebooks he had filled in custody 
arrived. "Here are my papers" was the only comment 
Stiller made in his letter. Why he had sent these note­
books, which I never expected to receive, was not 
clear to me. Did he want them out of the house so as 
not to be haunted by their ghost? After reading bits 
of them, I hoped more than ever that Stiller would 
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at last be able to advance to a condition of living real­
ity also in his relationship to Frau Julika, who ap­
peared to me in these papers as having been shock­
ingly misrepresented; at the same time the fear crept 
over me that time would be too short. 

The operation took place in March. We were unaware 
of the fact, my wife and I, when we went to Glion for 
Easter. Our visit of two or three days, to be combined 
with a short trip through France, had been arranged 
long ago. To our surprise, the doors of MON REPOS 
were locked and bolted. For a while, as I walked 
round the chalet and shouted from every side, I had 
the feeling that Stiller and his wife were no longer 
there, no longer in Glion, no longer on the earth, that 
they had vanished, leaving behind them this nauseating 
example of architectural bad taste that had never be­
longed to them. The glass door of the underground 
chamber was not locked, but there was no one in the 
pottery. Nevertheless there were signs of recent 
work here: a once blue, now washed-out apron lay on 
the table as though flung down in haste, a lump of 
damp clay stood on the wheel. We decided to wait. It 
was a rainy day, mist hung over Lake Geneva; we sat 
in our raincoats on the wet balustrade, doing our best 
to convince one another that there was nothing to 
worry about. The wet and hence especially shiny gar­
den dwarfs, the house with its ivy and the brick turret, 
the rusty iron fence, the fake marble tablet bearing 
the inscription, of which the letters had mostly fallen 
out, the wet and consequently blackish moss and the 
cracked fountain-everything was still there and 
totally unchanged, but in the absence of sunshine ex­
tremely lugubrious. We tried to cheer ourselves up by 
cracking jokes, but with no success. The red funicular 
railway was empty. After an hour dusk began to 
fall ;  the State Railway ran along the floor of the valley 
with its lights on, the hotels of Montreux were ablaze 
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with light, around us was nothing but gray, and no 
light went on in our friend's house. Drops of water 
were dripping from the trees. "Let's go to a hotel," 
I suggested, "and ring up later." My wife was un­
decided. "Now that we've waited so long . . .  " she 
suggested. So we smoked one more cigarette. The 
lights of Montreux, although they did not stand up to 
the comparison, reminded us of the shimmering Baby­
lon we had once seen at our feet, years ago, from the 
Rainbow Bar . . .  

Stiller arrived without coat or hat and apologized 
for not having pinned a note on the door-he had 
actually forgotten all about us. He had jmt come from 
the Val J\:lont Nursing Home: Frau Julika had been 
operated on that morning. He addressed his not very 
clear explanations primarily to my wife, who sat on 
the balustrade as though paralyzed, her hands in the 
pockets of her raincoat. It was now raining as well. 
Stiller, full of timid trust in the doctor's statement, 
reported that the operation had been successful, very 
successful indeed, as successful as it possibly could 
be. I wasn't sure whether he understood what the 
operation meant, whether he was merely minimizing 
it to us so as not to have to bear our horror too. Frau 
Julika hadn't recognized him and wasn't able to speak. 
A great deal now hung on this night, he explained, 
clinging to the doctor's permission for another visit 
to his wife next morning at nine o'clock as though it 
were an obj ective consolation. 

"What are we standing here in the rain for? " he ex­
claimed. "Let's go indoors, I'm glad you've come." 
Indoors, in the light, he was deathly pale, busied him­
self with our cases, and insisted on cooking up a 
proper supper. My wife was no doubt right not to at­
tempt to dissuade him, but actually to encourage 
him by saying she just felt like something hot to 
eat. "Yes, that'll be nice, won't it? " he said. She also 
did very little to help him; action was now the only 
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thing that could possibly help our friend to relax. "You 
know," he declared to me, "this operation is very 
common." To hear him, one would have thought that 
people with two whole lungs were quite an excep­
tion. He cooked and prepared and laid the table in the 
kitchen, without taking off his jacket; if he had been 
wearing an overcoat, he wouldn't have taken that off 
either. It was as though he had only dropped in for a 
moment; and yet it was another fourteen hours be­
fore his mormng visit to the nearby nursing home. 
"You know," he said to me, "it happened quite sud­
denly; it had to be done, the quicker the better." 

He cooked us a magnificent rice dish; of course we 
only ate to keep each other's courage up. We all  
smoked one or more cigarettes with the meal. My 
wife did the washing up, while Stiller dried; then she 
went to bed early. She had driven our car, and Stiller 
believed her when she said she was tired. Alone with 
me, from about nine o'clock on, he seemed to have no 
desire to speak of the crucial matter or of Frau Julika 
at all. We discovered that we had both once played 
chess and wanted to find out whether we could still 
manage it. I couldn't remember where the castles and 
bishops went. He showed me. Even Stiller had for­
gotten which way round the board was supposed to 
go, whether there should be a white or a black 
square on the right-hand side. But we played. lt was 
a kind of vigil. We played until four in the morning, 
when the darkness outside the window slowly turned 
to gray. A fine Easter day seemed to be breaking; 
the sky was starry. Stiller took it as a sign. 

Frau Julika survived the night, all things considered 
she got through it excellently in fact, and our friend 
came back from the nursing home like a man re­
prieved; we breathed a sigh of relief. On top of that it 
was a sunny morning and Easter; Stiller suggested 
we should go for a walk with him. "She recognized 
me! "  he said. I have never seen our friend so happy. 
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We strolled along the riverside promenade to Chillon, 
my wife in between us. Stiller was very talkative in an 
absent-minded way, all sorts of things occurred to 
him in confusion-his brother's last visit, jokes, then 
he talked enthusiastically about new friends at Lau­
sanne, about a. bookseller and his girl-friend, the 
world was full of nice people. At intervals he fell 
very silent, and also deaf. On the sun-warmed stones 
of the railway embankment we watched the wriggling 
love-play of two lizards. I asked our friend what he 
had against Chillon Castle, which he had always re­
ferred to scornfully in his letters, not against the 
hackneyed little pictures on chocolates and musical 
boxes, but against the reality before our eyes. He 
had nothing against it, and we found Chillon Castle 
with its walls lit by the morning sunshine very beau­
tiful. Stiller didn't even notice that I had been teasing 
him a little about his former disparagement of every­
thing to do with this country. (As regards this dis­
paragement, which vexed me when I first read his 
notebooks-probably unjustly, since he never ex­
pressed himself in these terms to me-it is clear that 
once our friend accepted himself he had no further 
reason for playing the foreigner; he accepted the fact 
of being Swiss.) It was a. hazy blue March day, the 
nearby Valais mountains appeared quite thin and light 
and silvery gray. "How are your children? "  he in­
quired. Rather ostentatiously, he always addressed 
me, never my wife, although she was walking be­
tween us. We lunched at the Hotel du Port, Ville­
neuve-fish washed down with wine from the nearby 
slopes. As was natural, at the back of his mind he 
was thinking almost incessantly of Frau Julika. I be­
lieve that from the hotel you can see the Val Mont 
Nursing Home. Between the soup and the main 
course, he rang up. "She's sleeping,'' he reported. 
Only Stiller remained completely clear in the head 
after the exquisite, but not exactly light white 
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wine. Stiller had been drinking pretty regularly during 
the last few years. 

The only sign here that it was Easter, once the 
morning bells of the churches had fallen silent, was 
an excessive quantity of traffic on the main road. We 
wandered into the Rhone delta, rather dazzled by the 
sun and muzzy from the wine. Fishing nets were 
hanging up to dry. Fishing skiffs lay bottom up on 
the riverbank waiting for a fresh coat of paint; others 
were floating in a canal surrounded by swans. "On a 
working day you're quite alone here," said Stiller, but 
even today there weren't many people about. Our 
path led through sparse woodland beside the reed­
beds. There were clumps of alders, birches, beeches 
and her� and there an oak; all the trees were still 
bare and so we could see a great deal of airy blue 
all the time. The ground was covered with the gray 
autumn leaves of the previous year, not yet hidden 
by any green growth, and in places the earth was al­
most black, a bog. I recollect this walk as one of the 
most enjoyable I ever went for. On the right, away 
over the dun-colored reeds, we could see Lake 
Geneva; on the left the other blue of the equally 
broad, flat valley of the Rhone enclosed by precipi­
tous mountains. Unusually large flocks of birds were 
gathering on a distant high-tension cable; we could 
not make out the species, but in any case they were 
gathering for their great flight northwards. Two lads 
in blue track trousers and stripped to the waist were 
burning reeds on a pile that gave off bright, trans­
parent flames. The smoke recalled autumn, yet it 
was March and the birds were twittering. I regretted 
now that my head was heavy with wine, for a long 
time I walked along as though under a veil, and 
Stiller kept asking questions. He inquired about my 
work and my views on education. We found an ut­
terly deserted spot on the riverbank, though it was 
really quite noisy: a hwn of distant trains came to 11i 



I ' M N O T  S T I L L E R  

over the water, we kept hearing the signals from a 
railway station, and all the time gurgling, rustling, 
whispering sounds came from among the reeds, birds 
cried and beat the smooth water with their wings 
as they took off. The sun made us very warm, the soil 
on the other hand, proved damp and cold. Stiller tore 
up the dry reeds in bundles to make a comfortable 
place for my wife to sit. He did not stop even when 
I offered him one of his favorite cigars, and finally it 
became a veritable nest; my wife gave his work the 
praise it deserved, lowered herself on to the dry reeds 
and shut her eyes against the sun. Stiller stroked her 
brow with his hand. At moments like this, which were 
rare, I became very conscious of the past; then the 
present shared by the three of us astounded me, 
seeming impossible, or at least unexpected. So we 
smoked our cigars. 

Unfortunately the obtrusive hotel up at Caux was 
again visible from here, and Stiller couldn't help 
launching out on the subject once more. His stand­
point: "They work miracles up there, no doubt about 
it, they produce Christianity not with the poor, but 
with the rich, where it apparently pays better, and 
they really manage to fix it so that one of those 
bandits, after he's collected sufficient swag, repents 
and spends two, three, four or nine million for the 
peace of his soul, or at least so that a better ideology 
can quickly be o_pposed to Communism; he only 
keeps one single million for himself so that he shan't 
be a burden to the community in his old age. I can't 
stand that sort of Christianity. Seven millions are bet­
ter than nothing, they say, and it's all given back in 
such a voluntary and human way, you know, so that 
the workers of the world, if they have any tact at all, 
can never take action against a bandit, for the possi­
bility that one of these capitalist bandits may suddenly 
repent and improve the world from the center out­
wards has been proved once and for all in that hotel 



up there-so please, if you want a better world, no 
revolutions please!"  

My wife had meanwhile fallen asleep, and to avoid 
waking her by our voices Stiller and I walked down 
to the riverbank, where we discussed flints and other 
geological matters about which we knew practically 
nothing. Then we tried playing ducks and drakes, as 
we used to when we were boys, making flat stones 
bounce over the surface to the water. We took off our 
Sunday j ackets and had a little competition. For a 
time everything seemed forgotten, we could see the 
Val Mont Nursing Home, but we knew that poor 
Frau Julika was, so to speak, doing fine. We were 
really fascinated by our game. 

After a time our lady urged that we should continue 
our walk. The later afternoon, although still just as 
cloudless, seemed to be part of quite a different day 
from the morning. I felt as though the morning lay 
years back in the past. On the way home Stiller talked 
about almost nothing but Frau Julika. I have never 
heard her express any regret at not having children; 
Stiller was convinced that she did regret it and made 
this regret his own, or the other way round. He spoke 
without reproach, without self-reproach. No doubt 
things couldn't have been different, he commented, 
but his voice was heavy with regret. Finally, as we 
stood beside the funicular railway, he concluded with 
the remark: "It's a pity you never had a chance of re­
ally getting to know Julika! "  When I answered that 
there was still plenty of time, Stiller seemed shocked 
by what he himself had said. 

Stiller came back very quickly from his visit that 
Easter Sunday evening. She was doing fine! he re­
ported. The doctor had asked him not to go in and see 
her. "I can come back tomorrow," said Stiller and im­
mediately dispersed our secret alarm: "She's doing 
fine, but she still needs complete rest." We all under­
stood, and Stiller was very optimistic; there was noth-
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ing to prevent him from preparing the raclette he 
had so often promised, from organizing a sociable and 
jolly evening, making up an open fire, cooling off 
white wine and cutting three pointed sticks with 
which to toast the cheese over the fire. Of course it 
was no farmhouse chimneypiece like that shown in his 
sketch, but rather an over-decorated fake marble fire­
place in an equally spurious art nouveau style. By 
German-Swiss standards, at least, our raclette was 
highly successful; we were hungry after our walk. 
Stiller drank a great deal. Whenever the party seemed 
on the verge of breaking up, he uncorked another bot­
tle, and we carried on like this to the accompaniment 
of desultory conversation till eleven o'clock. He 
wasn't drunk. He drank hurriedly in little sips from 
the slender Vaudois white-wine glasses and remained 
more wide-awake than we. But we could see he wasn't 
listening to anything we said. His eyes seemed close 
to tears. Even when I tried to talk about Frau Julika, 
he didn't listen. It was all a great strain. Perhaps if 
he had been alone with either of us, my wife or me, 
he would have felt like talking. But there we sat, the 
three of us, and all we could produce was a rather 
cheap attempt at gaiety, to which Stiller contributed 
more than we did. After half an hour of relative con­
viviality, we said good night and went up to our room 
in the turret. Stiller remained standing in the hall 
down below-just as after his nightly telephone calls, 
without any salutation at the end, not even in response 
to our repeated "good nights"; I thought it shocking 
bad manners, a sentimental kind of coercion, the way 
he stood there without a word until I broke off, either 
by replacing the receiver or by shutting the door • • •  

Despite our fatigue, my wife and I could not sleep. 
Around one o'clock I got up again. The light was 

out in the hall, but not in the living-room, and I went 
downstairs just as I was, in pajamas and barefoot, 
hence almost soundlessly. Our friend was sitting in 



front of the cold fireplace and seemed to have fallen 
asleep. I went over, intending to cover him up with 
something. But his eyes were open. "Why aren't you 
asleep?" he said, and his voice was thick. Stiller was 
now very drunk. "There's no point in drinking any 
more . . ." I said. He filled his glass again as though 
in defiance and looked me up and down. I said all sorts 
of sensible things. Stiller drained his glass, and as he 
rose to his feet he staggered visibly. "Childish," he 
said, "I've drunk too much, I know it's in bad taste, 
disgusting, childish . . .  " He shook his heag and 
glanced round as though he had lost something, sup­
porting himself on the back of a chair. "Is she going 
to die?"  he asked, without looking at me. I tried to 
calm him, but he didn't hear a word I said: he had 
picked up the fire tongs and didn't know what to do 
with them. His eyes were swimming in tears, which 
didn't impress me, in view of his drunkenness. 
"Come," I said, "let's go to bed." He looked at me. 
"Yesterday afternoon," he began, "when I thought 
she was dying-yesterday afternoon . . .  " I waited in 
vain; he didn't finish the sentence. Stiller had not reck­
oned with having someone to talk to, now he was pre­
vented by the knowledge that his speech was thick. 
"Too late," he said laconically. "What's too late? " I 
inquired. I was beginning to shiver. "Everything," he 
replied at last. "Two years, my dear fellow, two years! 
I've tried, God knows, I've tried-" He belched wine. 
"Pardon," he said and fell silent. Perhaps he was less 
drunk than I had first thought. He had started to say 
something, I reminded him: "You've tried-?" Now 
he had to sit down again. "It doesn't matter," he said. 

I had never seen Stiller in this state and I felt sorry 
for him in his physical and mental discomfort that 
was at the same time ridiculous. I didn't know what to 
do. I felt that my commonsense approach was very 
shallow. "Is she going to die? " he asked as though for 
the first time, his head in his hands; he seemed to be 
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giddy. "You talked to the doctor yourself," I replie�. 
"\Vhat did the doctor tell you? Exactly?"  Even when 
he was sitting down he swayed, without noticing it, 
nor did he notice that he kept taking hold of the 
matches by the wrong end; finally he gave it up and 
sat with an unlit, bent and crushed cigarette in his 
mouth. "It's never too late," I said, found this a sadlv 
commonplace remark and then couldn't remember 
what I had really wanted to say. "Never too late ! "  he 
said with a dull laugh. "Just make a fresh start. And 
suppose it just can't be done-because it's too late?" 
All of a sudden Stiller seemed to be much more wide 
awake. "Rolf," he said quite clearly, quite firmly, in 
spite of his thick voice, "-1 can kill a person, but I 
can't bring her back to life again . . .  " And he evi­
dently imagined that explained everything. He 
reached for the bottle again, but fortunately it was 
empty and only a few drops trickled out. "What," I in­
quired, "what can't be done?" He merely shook his 
head. "Do you love her, then?" I asked. "Do you 
want to-" He shook his head, without having heard 
me. "She can't take anything more from me," he 
said, "can't take anything more from me. She says so 
herself. 'Leave me alone,' she says, and there you 
stand. Honest as she is. I don't know what's wrong, 
Rolf. I never ask. I've ruined that woman . . .  " His 
fingers were twisting the disintegrating cigarette and 
trembling, but at least he had started talking. "I'm 
driving her mad. I know. I'm always expecting some­
thing. A miracle! And then I start trembling the mo­
ment I see her. My mistake, maybe. Probably. She 
hasn't changed much. No desire to change. 'Leave me 
alone,' she says, and there you stand. I can't make her 
out. That's all there is to it. I can't make contact with 
her. Then I hate her. I perish if I can't love, and she-" 
He tore his cigarette in shreds. "How do you know, 
Stiller, that she too doesn't-" He shook his head. "Stil­
ler," I said, "you're self-righteous."-"Isn't she?" 



-"Her self-righteousness is her own affair," I com­
mented. He said nothing. "What do you mean by 
love?" I asked, but meanwhile Stiller had found an­
other bottle, which nearly filled his glass after all. 
"Stop that drinking ! "  I told him. He drank. "That's 
absurd," he said, "you're shivering, Rolf, you've got 
no slippers on . . .  What do I mean by love?" he 
mused and tried to drain the empty glass again: "I 
can't love on my own, Rolf, I'm not a saint . . .  " 

It was really too cold now; I had looked around in 
vain for a rug or something of the sort, now I 
crouched down, snatched a newspaper from the low 
table and bundled it into the fireplace. There were 
still a few pine logs in the hearth and even a large 
beech stump. For a while I was occupied . • .  

"\Vhat am I to do?" I suddenly heard Stiller at my 
back. "What am I to do? What?" He had risen from 
the chair again and I just caught sight of him drum­
ming with his fists against his forehead. He was chalky 
white and still unsteady on his legs; but the alcohol 
seemed to be leaving his brain. His speech was no 
longer thick. "Why could I never make contact with 
that woman? Never. Not for one day, Rolf, not for 
one hour in all this time. Never! Why was that? " he 
asked. "Tell me."-"What did you expect?"-"Ex­
pect?" he asked back. "Yes," I repeated, "what did 
you expect, Stiller, two years ago, I mean, when you 
came here. To live with one another. I'm asking you 
because I don't know. It seems to me you expected a 
transformation-on her part."-"On my part, too."­
"Don't be offended," I said, lighting the fire, "but that 
makes me think of novels. Transformation? A person 
realizes he has wronged somebody, and himself as 
well, and one day he is prepared to make amends 
for everything-provided the other person is trans­
formed . . .  Isn't such an expectation a bit cheap, my 
dear fellow?"-"Like everything about me," I heard 
him say. I disregarded this and asked: "What did you 
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really expect?" Stiller seemed to be thinking it over, 
I had to busy myself with the fire. "Everything-ex­
cept what was humanly possible," I finally answered 
myself. "Even in your letters it sometimes seems to 
me as though you are not talking about love at all, 
but about tenderness, about well, yes, about Eros in 
some form or other. Men of our age need that, 
Stiller, and I think it's wonderful if one has it . • . 
Only," I added, "that's not the point here." 

The fire was now crackling cheerfully, and Stiller 
was leaving all the talking to me, more than I fancied. 
But now I had started. "Things don't go right, you 
said, and that really surprises you? After so many 
years' experience? And then, you say, you've tried? 
There are times when one might imagine you think 
yourself a magician who can change this Frau Julika 
mto her opposite. And all the time, it seems to me, 
that's the only thing you worry about-It's hard to put 
into words. Julika has become your whole life, Stiller, 
that's a fact. Why did you return from Mexico? Sim­
ply because you had come to realize that. What a 
couple you are . • •  Bring her to life! That's your old 
nonsense, Stiller, if you don't mind my saying so-your 
murderous conceit. You your own savior ! "  Stiller said 
nothing. "Over one point," I went on after a pause, 
"perhaps I understand you only too well. One gives 
in, one comes back in order to give in, but one never 
gives in for good and all. For then, who knows, it 
would be only spineless resignation, no more, a deci­
sion to make the best of things prompted by some sort 
of narrow-minded conventionality . . .  You tremble, 
you said. Tremble! You tremble because again and 
again the same surrender is expected of you-Stiller?" 
I called him, "what are you thinking about? " 

Stiller was standing; I was sitting on the stool, my 
bare feet stretched out to the warming fire; he said 
nothing. "You don't imagine," I said, "that with a dif­
ferent, perhaps more open woman-Sibylle, for exam-



ple-{)ne can get over everything one has in oneself? 
Or do you imagine that?" As I turned round I only 
saw his face from below; he was staring over my 
head into the fire. "You let me go on telling you a 
whole lot of stuff you already know," I finished off. 

Stiller wasn't asleep, he was standing with his hands 
in his trouser pockets, and his eyes were open, awake, 
but empty, expressionless. "Stiller," I said, "you love 
her! " He seemed to hear nothing at all. "Tell me," � 
said to him, "if you want to be alone." In the warmth 
streaming out from the glowing embers I suddenly 
felt my fatigue again and had to suppress a yawn. 
"What's the time? " asked Stiller. It was getting on for 
two o'clock. "-She waited, you see, and I didn't wait. 
For her! From our first walk onwards. For her-for 
some sign for some utterance, for help, for j oy, for 
anything, for a single sign in all these years! I humili­
ated her, you see, and she didn't humiliate me! . . .  
Isn't that so? " he asked. "Who says so? " I countered. 
Now he gazed at me with piercing eyes. .. Rolf," he 
declared, "she wants to die ! "  He only nodded: .. That's 
the way it is." He was deaf to everything I produced 
for the next five to ten minutes by way of contradic­
tion; he only spoke to murmur "Pardon" when he 
belched wine!-"You'll keep on until one day it will 
really be too late, Stiller," I said. "Are you going to 
continue bickering even when she's in the nursing 
home? "-"1 know I'm being ridiculous," he said. 
"You've gone a long way, Stiller, you musm't make 
yourself ridiculous. What you said just now, you don't 
believe yourself. Whoever dies to please or spite some­
one else? You overestimate your importance. I mean 
your importance to her. She doesn't need you as you 
would like to be needed . . .  Stiller," I called, as he 
began to sink into himself once more, feigning drunk­
enness, "why are you suddenly afraid she is going to 
die? "-"I overest:J.mate my importance? "-"Yes," I 
replied. "This woman never made you her purpose in 
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life. Only you made something of the sort of her, I 
think, from the beginning. As I've told you already, 
you set yourself up as her savior, you wanted to be 
the one who gave her life and joy. You!  That's the 
way you loved her, I'm sure, until you bled yoursdf 
to death. You wanted her to be your creation. And 
now you're afraid she might die on you. She didn't 
become what you expected. An unfinished life's 
work! . . .  " 

Stiller walked over to the window and opened it. 
"Are you feeling sick?" I asked. "Why don't you sit 
down?" He turned his back to me and wiped his brow 
with a handkerchief. "Just go on talking," he begged. 
"I'll get you some water," I said, putting down the 
fire tongs ready to stand up. "Did she write you many 
letters? " "Only one," I replied. "Why? " He wiped his 
forehead again. "Doesn't matter," he said, dismissing 
the subject. "I don't imagine, Stiller, that I understand 
your wife, that I understand her better than you do. 
We're almost complete strangers, your wife and I, 
we've scarcely talked to one another. Her letter was 
very short, anyhow." He nodded sadly: "You under­
stand her. Yes, yes. It's lucky for her." And then: "I 
feel lousy, you must forgive me." Nevertheless, Stiller 
didn't go out and relieve himself, as I had expected. 
He was like wax, and every time I saw his eyes I 
knew that there was actually only one question for 
him: Is she going to die? He made an effort to think 
about something else. And to that extent, he was glad 
someone was talking. "Weren't you going to say some­
thing? " he asked. But I could no longer remember at 
what point our conversation had been interrupted. 

Now I remarked casually: "By the way . . .  I've 
read your papers."-"Burn them! "-"What do you 
hope to gain by burning them?" I replied. "That's 
what you wrote them for . . .  You've striven for this 
woman, as the saying goes. I understand her perhaps 
over one single point. Who would ever think of ask-



ing his savior how he was himself? In all those years, 
you see, she got used to the idea that you didn't want 
to be a poor, weak man, but her savior." Stiller smiled. 
"\Nhy don't you say it straight out?" I didn't know 
what he meant, his vague smile baffled me. Vlhen I 
looked at him he was shaking in every limb;  he had 
the shivers. "It's nothing," he said, "just this idiotic 
d l'inking! "  At this I steered him over to the only chair 
with a high back against which he could rest his head, 
and shut the window. "Wouldn't it be better," I 
asked, "if I were to take you up to bed?" He shook 
his head. I placed the beech stump in the glowing em­
bers. "What can I do?" he asked from under the hands 
that supported his face. "I can't be born again, Rolf. I 
don't want to either . . . What have I done wrong? 
Tell me. I don't know. What have I done? Tell me, 
I'm an idiot. Tell me! "-"I've read your papers," I re­
peated. "In them you know quite a lot." He took his 
hands away from his face. "If knowing would do it! " 
he said and sat for a long time unspeaking, his hands 
dangling, his elbows resting on his knees. "Do you re­
member last autumn" he asked, "the evening the three 
of us spent together? It was nothing special. But ev­
erything went smoothly. So I thought. For me it was 
a feast . . .  The whole of this winter we never man­
aged another evening like that, she and I. We just sit, 
she there, I here. It's enough to kill me, but she's 
quite satisfied! "-"How do you know she's satisfied, 
Stiller?"-"Why doesn't she cry out? " he demanded. 
"I'm proud am I? Isn't she? She waited. Do you hear? 
She waited for my understanding. For how many 
years? Two years, fourteen years. What does it matter. 
That's why she's worn out, do you see. I've made a 
wreck of her. And she hasn't done the same to me!"  
-"Who says that?"-"She," he answered with a 
scornful laugh, resting his head on the wooden chair­
back. "I have humiliated her-hasn't she humiliated 
me? "-"Stiller," I commented, "it's no good feeling 
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sorry for yourself now. What did you expect after all 
that had happened? That she would go down on her 
knees? To you of all people?" He kept silent, his head 
resting on the back of the chair, his eyes staring at the 
ceiling. "I can quite believe, Stiller, that there are 
times when you feel ready for anything, for all kinds 
of things. Then you rise in revolt again-in self-pity, 
in hate, in hopelessness. Because you expect mercy 
from her-from a human being. Isn't that so?" I asked. 
"Your occasional kneeling is out of place."-"I hate 
her," he said to himself, "sometimes I hate her." And 
then: "What good is it to me, what she says to other 
people? I'm the one who is waiting for her. I! Not a 
wise friend or a venerable aunt, but I, Rolf, I'm the 
one who needs a sign!" He was enjoying his anger, it 
seemed to me. "Why didn't you separate? " I asked. 
"You know, that's what most people do when things 
don't work out. Why did you come back like that? I 
suppose it was because you love her. And because we 
can't just switch over to another life when things go 
wrong. After all, it's our life that has gone wrong. 
Our one and only life. And then-" Stiller made as if 
to interrupt me; but when I stopped, he said nothing 
either. "I don't know," I said, "what you mean by guilt. 
At least you've reached the point of no longer seeking 
it in other people. But perhaps, I don't know, you 
think it could have been avmded. Guilt is the sum 
total of one's own faults that could have been avoided, 
is that how you mean it? Anyhow, I think guilt is 
something different. Guilt is ourselves-" Stiller broke 
in: "Why did I come back? You've never seen any­
thing like it. Sheer lunacy, nothing else, utter pig­
headedness! Can't you understand? When you've 
stood half a lifetime knocking at a door, great God, 
unsuccessfully as I stood before this woman, abso­
lutely without success, great God-then see if you 
can pass on! See if you can forget a door like that, 
after wasting ten years knocking at it! Give it up and 
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move on! . . .  Where does love come into it? I 
couldn't forget her. That's all. As one can't forget a 
defeat. Why did I go back? Out of drunkenness, my 
dear chap, out of spite. You with your noble views! 
Go into a casino and just watch the way they go on 
playing when they lose, the way they keep on sitting 
there. It's just the same. Because there comes a point 
when it simply isn't· worth while giving up. Out of 
spite, out of jealousy; You can lose a woman when 
you've won her. Let someone else come along! Bur 
when you've never won her yourself, never made 
contact with her, never fulfilled her? Forget a door 
like that, let others go in, pass on! You're quite right: 
Why didn't we separate? Because I'm a coward." 

Stiller tried to laugh. "You're saying just the same in 
different words," I commented, "only I don't consider 
it cowardly."-"A sacrifice, you think? A reciprocal 
sacrifice, in which both perish!  "-"Of course, there 
are cases where people can separate," I said, "where 
they ought to separate, and if they don't it's cowardice, 
inertia. How many there are who I wish would sepa­
rate, the quicker the better; there are certainly eri­
sodes, inside or outside marriage, and when they re 
over you can finish with them. Not every couple be­
come one another's cross! But when it is like that, 
when we have made it like that, when it isn't an epi­
sode, but the central theme of our lives--" Stiller pro­
tested: "Cross ! "-"Call it what you like."-"Why 
don't you say it frankly" he asked. "You don't say 1t 
openly in your letters either."-"What? "-"What you 
mean: His will be done ! God has given and blessed 
are they who accept, and dead they who cannot hear, 
like myself, who cannot love in the name of God, the 
accursed like myself, who hate because they want to 
love by their own efforts, for God alone is the love 
and the power and the glory-that's what you mean, 
isn't it? " He didn't look at me, but sat with his head 
resting against the wooden chair-back and the same 



I ' M  N o T  S T I L L E R  

vague smile on his face once more. "And lost are the 
proud," he went on, "those with the murderous pride 
who seek to bring back to life what they have slain, 
those with the miserly regret, who calculate and la­
ment at a time like this when things take a different 
course or don't move at all, the deaf and the blind, 
who hope for mercy at a time like this, the small­
minded like myself, those with a childish spite against 
suffering, yes, let them get drunk, the arrogant who 
sin against hope, the stubborn, the unbelieving, the 
greedy, who want to be happy, yes let them get drunk 
and chatter, those who refuse to be broken in their 
pride, the unbelieving, those who put their earthly 
hope in Julika! But blessed are the others, blessed are 
those who can love in His name, for in God alone . . . 
Is that it? " he asked. "Is that what you've been trying 
to say all the time?"-"I'm your friend," I answered, 
"I'm trying to tell you what I think about Julika and 
you, about your loneliness with each other. That's 
all."-"Well, what do you think then?" he asked, his 
head against the wooden chair-back. "I've told you." 
Stiller seemed unable to remember. "You love her," I 
repeated. "That's what you think," he retorted. "But 
you expect from your love something like a miracle, 
my dear chap, and that is probably what you feel 
hasn't worked out."-"1 love her? "-"Yes," I asserted, 
"whether it suits you or not. You would rather have 
loved someone else. I know. And she knows too! Per­
haps Anya, or whatever her name was, your Polish 
girl in Spain, or Sibylle upstairs . . . Only it's not 
Julika's fault that she isn't the girl you might have 
made happy."-"No," he said. "Julika can't help that 
either."-"You love without being able to make the 
creature you love happy. That is your suffering. A 
real suffering-apart from all our vanity, for one 
would like to play God Almighty a bit, to take the 
world out of one's pocket, to conjure life on to the 
table, hey presto! And then, certainly, we should like 
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to be happy ourselves when we love . • .  That 
doesn't always happen! "  I said, and as he did not smile, 
I added: "That's roughly what I think, and if you ask 
me what you should do--" His thoughts were else­
where. "Since autumn! "  he said, and his lips were 
trembling. "She has known since autumn. I found out 
today from the doctor. Since autumn! And there was 
I whistling away in my underground chamber with 
no idea at all, no idea at all . . .  What I should do," 
he exclaimed, vigorously on the defensive against me. 
"I can't walk on the water! "-"Who's asking you to? "  
-"Yesterday afternoon, when I thought she was dy­
ing . . .  Rolf," he said, "I wept! And then I asked 
myself whether-if that might save her-I should be 
willing to go through it all over again with her, all 
over again. And I shook my head, I wept, for four­
teen years she's been dying day by day, sitting at the 
table with me . . .  " I felt sorry for Stiller. "You 
know she went to the nursing home alone?"  he asked. 
"Without me."-"vVhy without you? "-"Her things 
were all packed. There was another hour to wait. We 
didn't know what to talk about. Flowers don't help, I 
know. But I j ust had to get some. There was nothing 
she would have liked in Territet. So I went on to 
1\lontreux. In forty minutes I was back at the house, 
in just forty minutes-weB, she went to the nursing 
home alone." He forced himself to smile. "Perhaps 
you think nothing of it," he added, "you with your 
commonsense?"-"What do you think of it? "-"With­
out me! " he answered. "vVithout me! That gave her 
more kick than flowers, you see. To leave this house 
perhaps for the last time, alone, unescorted, oh yes, 
that lasts longer than all the flowers in the world! "  I 
didn't accept his explanation. "Rolf," he retorted, 
"that woman is spiteful. Perhaps I made her spiteful. 
One day you can't believe in love any more . . .  I 
was too late ! "  

Stiller had risen to  his feet. He looked as though he 
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would fall down any minute, I didn't know what kept 
him upright at all. "Have a white brandy," he said, 
"and then we'll go to bed." But he couldn't find the 
glasses, which I could see on a tray lower down, and 
seemed to forget what he had meant to do. He just 
stood there, the brandy bottle in his hand, lost in si­
lent thoughts. "There is no one who is more of a 
stranger to me than that woman," he said. "I don't 
want to bore you, Rolf, but I must just say this: I 
shall be grateful, I shan't wait for a miracle. I shan't 
wait for some other Julika, I shall be grateful for 
every day if she comes back to this house agam­
now, yes, now, when I can't sleep, can't stay awake 
for fear it's all too late, now-Rolf! " he said, but he 
was so weak that he had to sit down on the nearby 
window sill in order to continue; he spoke like a 
frightened child after a nightmare: "What will happen 
when she is sitting there again? She there and I here? 
Suppose everything is just the same as it was? Exactly 
the same? She there and I here-" He sat, still holding 
the brandy bottle in his hand, and looked at the room, 
at the two empty armchairs. "What then?" he asked 
himself, and a few moments later he addressed the 
same question to me: "What then, my dear chap, what 
then? Am I to dissolve in smoke, so as not to be a 
nuisance to her? Or what? Shall I fast until she gives 
a sign, and show her that one can die of hunger wait­
ing? Or what?"-"Sti!ler,'' I replied, "things won't be 
as they were before. Things won't be the same for 
you, even if Julika never changes. Yesterday afternoon 
you thought she was dying-" As soon as he realized 
what I was leading up to, he broke in. "I know what 
you mean," he said. He showed me he was feeling 
sick, to stop me from talking, so I said no more. "How 
many revelations I've already had, how many de­
cisions I have reached! "  he said. "But what will hap­
pen when she is sitting here again? I'm gradually get­
ting to know myself. I'm weak"-"Once you know 
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you're weak," I commented, '"that is already a big step 
forward. Perhaps you have only just found out. Since 
yesterday afternoon, when you thought she was dying. 
Often you hate her, you say? Because she, too, is weak 
and poor? She can't give you what you need. Quite 
true. And her love is so necessary to you. More so 
than any other. There are things which are very nec­
essary, Stiller, and yet we can't manage them. Why 
should Julika be able to manage it? Do you idolize 
her-still-or do you love her?" Stiller let me talk. 
"Yes, yes," he said, "but speaking practically, when 
she's there and I'm here, what am I to do? Quite prac­
tically?" He looked at me. "You see, Rolf, even you 
can't answer that!" he said, and it seemed to satisfy 
him. "You've gone a long way," I said, "I sometimes 
have the impression that one more step is all you 
need."-"And we'll be sitting here in the middle of a 
wedding, you mean? "-"And you will no longer ex­
pect Julika to be able to absolve you from your life or 
the other way round. You know what that means in 
practical terms."-"No."-"There'll be no change," I 
said, "you will live together, you with your work in 
the underground chamber down there, she with her 
one lung, God willing. The only difference will be 
that you won't go on tormenting yourselves day after 
day with this crazy notion that we can change people, 
90mebody else or ourselves, with this presumptuous 
despair . • • Quite practically-you will learn to 
pray for one another." Stiller had risen to his feet. 
"Yes," I concluded, "that's really all I can say to you 
on the subject." Stiller put the brandy bottle down on 
the little table, and we looked at each other; the vague 
smile he had worn before did not reappear. "One has 
to know how to pray!"  was all he said, and there fol­
lowed a lengthy silence . • • 

Later, much later, I often wondered how I ought to 
have behaved that night, unexpectedly confronted 
with a task that went beyond the powers of a friend-
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ship. When Stiller left the room to relieve himself at 
last, I stood there helpless. I felt my lack of any offi­
cial status, for whatever I might have said remained 
merely my personal opinion. At best I could do no 
more than offer friendly resistance whenever my 
friend, who was being tested, tried to evade the 
test . . •  

I poured myself out a glass of white brandy, and 
when Stiller returned about ten minutes later-unfor­
tunately not with.out bumping into a pit:ce of furni­
ture in the dark hall and causing a datter-he found 
me with the empty glass in my hand. "How do you 
feel? "  I asked. Stiller only nodded. He had emptied 
his stomach, and obviously also washed his face, 
which was green with inflamed eyes. "What's the 
right time?" he inquired afresh, sitting down on the 
clothes press and supporting himself on his outspread 
arms. "You're right,' he said, "this idiotic drinking-! " 
Stiller seemed to want to forget our unfinished con­
versation. It seemed that in order to go upstairs to bed 
all we needed was an appropriate phrase, an optimistic 
cliche-Tomorrow is another day, or something like 
that. The clock struck half past two. Of course we 
both thought of time in the nursing home. There time 
was important, not here. I involuntarily visualized the 
sick-room, the night nurse sitting by the white bed 
taking her pulse-let's hope she doesn't have to ring 
the doctor-and for the first time I felt afraid. I saw 
the telephone on the clothes press, which might ring 
at any moment, and felt that the worst was possible. 
I remembered the doctor's refusal to let Stiller pay 
Julika an evening visit. "What are you thinking 
about? " asked Stiller, and I had to say something. "All 
you have to do now is to be sensible, Stiller, not to see 
ghosts. You love her. You have begun to love her, and 
Julika isn't dead, everything is still possible • . .  " I 
felt slightly ashamed, but this was just the sort of 
hackneyed phrase that seemed to pacify Stiller. "Have 
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you got another cigarette? "  he asked to avoid going to 
bed and being alone. I was in pajamas: I had no ciga­
rettes. "I'm sure your wife won't have been able to 
sleep," remarked Stiller, "I loved your wife-1 still 
love her," he added to get everything straight, ''but 
you know that." His silences grew longer and longer. 
"Leave them," he muttered, as I pushed the empty 
bottles a little to one side, so that Stiller shouldn't fall 
over them and make a fresh clatter. "Or do you think 
I've never loved at all?" he asked uncertainly. "Never 
loved at all?" His face appeared to be visibly disinte­
grating with fatigue. "If only I weren't so damned 
wide awake! "  he expostulated and looked as though 
he were on the point of vomiting. "You must rest," I 
said. "You'll see her at nine tomorrow morning-" His 
cigarettes, the blue Gauloises, were lying on the car­
pet by the chair. "Thanks," said Stiller when I offered 
him his own packet, and put a Gauloise in his mouth; 
but he took it out again, in spite of the lighted match 
I held out to him. "I shall see her at nine tomorrow! 
• • ." Then he smoked as though the smoke were a 
food. 

"You don't think," he asked, "that Julika is going to 
die? " At this I said something imprudent: "As long as 
your telephone doesn't ring, Stiller, there's no reason 
to fear anything of the sort." Once it was said it was 
said, and I could not take back the senseless remark 
that had given his fear a physical object to which it 
could attach itself. Stiller looked at the black tele­
phone. So I went on speaking. "You must be prepared 
for that," I said. "One day Julika, too, will die. Sooner 
or later. Like the rest of us. You must be prepared 
for that now." Stiller smoked and said nothing. I had 
no idea what he was thinking. At last he threw his 
cigarette into the fireplace, or at least close to it, 
ready to bring the conversation to a final close. I was 
freezing: the fire was going out and there was no 
more wood. "It was probably a good thing," I said, 
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descending to cliches again, "for us to have had this 
talk-" Stiller nodded without conviction and contin­
ued to sit on the clothes press, supported on his out­
spread arms; he seemed to be waiting for strength. 
"The truth is, I'm at exactly the point where I ought 
to have begun two years ago," he remarked, "not a 
step funher. Only another two years have been lost-
1 don't want to bore you, Rolf, but . . •  " He saw that 
I was shivering. "Rolf," he said, "everything would 
have been all right. Without a miracle, believe me, we 
should have got on all right, the two of us, just as we 
are-not then, but now; I mean two years ago. Now 
for the first time, here and now . • .  " Stiller didn't 
want to cry, he fought against it and stood up. "This 
morning in the nursing home," he said, "-no, that 
was yesterday-" Tears streamed all over his face, 
which was in no way that of a man in tears; he tried to 
say something. "Everything would have been all right 
-," he repeated, but got no funher. "Then it will be 
all right! " I said. "It will be all right! "  

What happened next was strange; for a time we 
both acted as though Stiller were not crying at all. He 
stood somewhere in the room, his hands in his trouser 
pockets, unable to speak. I saw his back, not his face, 
knew that Stiller was crying and because he was cry­
ing could hear nothing, and talked about his "note­
books," simply to avoid being a mute spectator. 
"-anyhow, you know the essential point," I said 
among other things, "you know that nothing is settled 
by putting a bullet in your temple, for example. How 
one learns that is something that cannot be described. 
But you know it, unimaginable as it is. Perhaps you 
have a queer idea of what it means to believe; per­
haps you think one is cenain when one believes, so to 
speak wise and saved and so on. You feel yourself to 
be anything but cenain, so you simply don't believe 
you're a believer. Isn't that so? You can't picture God, 
so you tell yourself you have never experienced Him 
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• •  !' Stiller seemed glad I was talking. "As far as I 
know your life," I said, "you have again and again 
thrown everything away because you were uncertain. 
You are not truth. You are a man and you have often 
been willing to give up an untruth, to be uncertain. 
What else does that mean, Stiller, but that you believe 
in a truth? And in a truth that we cannot change and 
cannot even kill-a truth that is life." 

The grandfather clock out in the hall began to clank 
as it always did before striking the hour; it was three 
o'clock. "I got an odd impression from your note· 
books," I went on, for the sake of something else to 
say . . "You kep

.
t try

.
ing to accept yourself . without ac­

ceptmg anytfung hke God. And now this proves an 
impossibility. He is the power which can help you re­
ally to accept yourself. You've learnt all that. And yet 
you say you can't pray; you write it too. You cling 
to your powerlessness, which you take for your per­
sonality, and yet you know your powerlessness so well 
-and all this as though out of spite because you are 
not power. Isn't that so? " Of course Stiller didn't an­
swer. "You feel it must compel you, otherwise it's not 
genuine. You don't want to kid yourself. You're an­
noyed because you have to beg for belief; then you're 
afraid G0d might simply be your own invention . . ." 

I went on talking for a long time before finally com­
ing to a stop. As I have said, I did not expect Stiller to 
listen: I only talked to avoid being a mute spectator of 
his weeping. His thoughts were elsewhere. "Her face," 
said Stiller, "that isn't her face at all, it never was-!" 
He was unable to  express himself any further. Stiller 
was now crying as I have rarely seen a man cry. And 
all the time he stood there with his hands in his 
trouser pockets. I didn't leave the room; my presence 
no longer carried any weight . . .  During those min­
utes I made a great effort to recall her face, but only 
saw it as it was last autumn, when it was no longer a 
face at all; I saw her sobbing with her mouth wide 
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open and rigid, her equally rigid fists in her lap, the 
dumb trembling of a blind body filled with the fear of 
death; but I didn't want to be reminded of that now. I 
resolved to go to the nursing home myself the follow­
ing morning, to see Frau Julika, if only for a moment. 

"Say something," begged Stiller when finally, ex­
hausted by his crying, he became aware of my pres­
ence again. "I've said all I can say to you: Julika hasn't 
died," I repeated, "and you love her." At this Stiller 
looked at me as though I had uttered a revelation. His 
legs were still unsteady, his eyes watery, but his head 
was sober, I believe. He made some complimentary 
remark about our friendship, about my kindness in 
staying up with him again almost a whole night, and 
rubbed his waxen forehead. "If you've got a head­
ache," I said, "I have some Saridone tablets upstairs." 
His thoughts were already elsewhere again. "You're 
right," he repeated several times, "I shall see her at 
nine o'clock tomorrow-" At last we stood in the 
doorway, I myself utterly exhausted, and Stiller put 
out the chandelier with its watery light. "Pray for me 
that she shall not die ! "  I heard him say, and suddenly 
we were in darkness: Stiller had forgotten to switch 
the hall light on first. "I love her-" I heard him say. 
At last Stiller found the hall switch, and we shook 
hands and said good night. Stiller went out into the 
garden. "I must have some air," he said, "I've certainly 
had too much to drink." He was very calm. 

The following morning, Easter Monday, my wife 
and I came downstairs at about nine o'clock. Our 
breakfast was standing ready on the table by the open 
window--coffee under the cozy and places laid with 
everything complete for two people. Neither salt cel­
lar nor ashtray were missing. The soft-boiled eggs, 
one of them with "3 mins." written on it to show it 
was especially lightly boiled for Sibylle, as well as the 
toast under the table napkin, were still warm: our 
friend must have heard us washing and couldn't have 



been long out of the house. My wife had heard the 
crash during the night, but knew only that we had 
stayed up late talking. Naturally we assumed Stiller 
\vas already at the nursing home. Our long conversa­
tion during the night seemed almost like a dream, 
lacking any true connection with daylight reality, as 
we sat down at the table with the sun glinting on the 
knives and spoons and the exquisite view out over the 
forget-me-not-blue Lake Geneva to the snow-covered 
Savoy Alps. On the assumption that another satisfied 
client would come out of the nursing home, we de­
cided to drive on in the course of the day via Chebres, 
Yverdon, J\.1urten or Neuenburg and spend a day's 
holiday on our own on St. Peter's Island in Lake Biel. 
The weather was absolutely glorious. A magnolia was 
already in full blossom in a neighboring garden, for­
sythia was hanging over the fences in sheafs of bril­
liant yellow, the blood-red funicular railway came 
down empty between green slopes covered in cow­
slips and went up full of trippers. It was a world 
painted in colors of positively childish brilliance, such 
as are only appropriate to an Easter day; the birds 
were twittering so loud they were really noisy, and a 
white pleasure steamer was chugging across the lake 
to Chillon Castle, somewhere in the distance a brass 
band was playing Sunday music, the State Railway 
rumbled by. 

Stiller came in while we were still comfortably 
breakfasting. Our immediate but rather anxious ques­
tion, how's it going? naturally referred to Frau Julika; 
our friend had not come from the nursing home, 
however, but from his underground chamber. Stiller 
hadn't slept a wink; he had pr'Obably spent the rest of 
the night in the garden and the early morning in his 
pottery. Of course he looked pale and exhausted. \Vhy 
he h:1dn't gone to the nursing home at nine o'clock I 
don't lmo\-v;  he w::�s still unshaven too. Was he afraid?  
\Vith apparent optimism, as though Frau Julika were 
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on the point of being discharged from the nursing 
home, he talked about something else. He hadn't even 
telephoned. He asked me to call at the nursing home 
and tell his wife he would come around eleven o'clock. 
Not one of his excuses would hold water. He had to 
shave! Then again we heard that some V.I.P. who was 
passing that way had asked to see his pottery and was 
arriving at about ten-which was true, but not an ade­
quate excuse. Perhaps Stiller felt ashamed to stand be­
side the sick-bed stinking of liquor. He kept his dis­
tance from my wife too, in a way that couldn't be 
overlooked. "I stink," he said. A real or fancied odor 
of wine was no reason for not at least ringing the 
nursing home, but Stiller didn't want to. I couldn't 
force him. 

In the end my wife and I drove to the nearby Val 
Mont Nursing Home, where my wife waited in the 
car; it was bound to be only a short visit, if a visit 
from someone not a relative was allowed at all. I felt a 
real desire at least to see Frau Julika before we drove 
on. The moment I announced myself I knew what 
had happened. I had to wait another anxious quarter of 
an hour in a sunny corridor with flower vases stand­
ing in front of the doors and silent nurses hurrying 
this way and that, before the young doctor informed 
me of her decease. At my urgent request he promised 
that Herr Stiller should not be notified over the tele­
phone. Death had supervened half an hour earlier, and 
it had obviously come as a surprise to the doctor. My 
other wish, to see Frau Stiller, was at first refused. But 
in the end my face (I was probably crying) was suffi­
cient to make the doctor change his mind-or was it 
my identity papers? Anyhow, the matron was told to 
take me to the dead woman. 

"Her hair is red, very red in fact, in keeping with 
the new fashion, not like rose-hip jam, however, but 
more like dry minium powder. Very curious. And 
with it a very fine complexion-alabaster with 



freckles. Also very curious, but beautiful. And her 
eyes? I should say they are glittering, wmehow wa­
tery, even when she is not crying, bluish-green like 
the edges of colorless window-glass. Unfortunately her 
eyebrows have been plucked to a thin line, which 
gives her face a graceful hardness, but also a slightly 
masklike appearance, as though perpetually miming 
surprise. Her nose looks very aristocratic, especially 
from the side; there is a great deal of involuntary ex­
pression in the nostrils. Her lips are rather thin for my 
taste, not without sensuality, but they must first be 
aroused. Her loose hair is gloriously silky and as light 
as gossamer. Her front teeth are splendid, not with­
out fillings, but otherwise gleaming like mother of 
pearl. I looked at her as though she were an object; as 
though she were just any unknown woman • . .  " That 
was exactly how she lay on the deathbed, and I sud­
denly had the monstrous feeling that from the very 
beginning Stiller had only seen her as a dead woman; 
for the first time, too, I felt the deep unqualified con­
sciousness of his sin, a consciousness no human word 
would obliterate. 

The only thing left was to bring the heavy tidings 
to my friend. A few words were enough; Stiller al­
ready knew. Although almost an hour had passed 
since I left the nursing home, they had not telephoned; 
but he knew the moment he saw me, and I believe 
Stiller uttered my news himself; I won't say "calmly," 
for it was the terrifying calm of someone whose mind 
is wandering. I waited a long time to drive Stiller to 
the nursing home. He went up to his room, to fetch 
his coat, so he said. We heard nothing, no footsteps, 
no sobs, only the noise of the birds outside, and after 
a time my wife was manifestly afraid our friend might 
have done something to himself. I didn't believe this 
for an instant, but as he still didn't come I went up­
stairs and knocked at his door. There was no answer, 
so I went in. Stiller was standing in the middle of the 
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room, his hands in his trouser pockets as so often. 
"I'm coming," he said. I drove him to the nursing 
home and waited outside in the car. The picture of 
the dead woman was so much stronger than anything 
I could see with open eyes-the picture of a being 
who was dead and had never been recognized by any­
one while she was alive, least of all by the one who 
had striven for her with his human love. After a quar­
ter of an hour Stiller came back and sat down beside 
me in the car. "She is beautiful," he said. I had my 
leave extended and remained in Glion for a few days, 
after my wife had left, to relieve him of all sorts of 
things that have to be done after a death. Moreover, 
I had the feeling that Stiller needed me, although there 
were no further conversations between us. The 
medical report did not interest him and there was lit­
tle else to say; the decision had been reached. The 
evening after the little funeral in an alien cemetery, 
when I had to leave him, Stiller was working in his 
underground chamber, or at least trying to. He ac­
companied me to the little iron gate with the funny 
notice-board, his thoughts elsewhere, so that I had to 
shake hands with him two or three times. We saw one 
another now and then; he made no more late-night 
telephone calls and his letters were uncommunicative. 
Stiller remained in Glion and lived alone. 
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