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	On the Mountain, based on autobiographical elements which constitute a kind of encyclopaedic view of Bernhard's world, gives a rare insight into the birth of a remarkable literary oeuvre paralleling that of Kafka and of Beckett. Written as one sentence, it is a monologue delivered by a court reporter who encounters a variety of characters, among whom are a secondary school teacher—the only intellectual—an innkeeper and various ladies who afford him favours or bully and humiliate him. His only true attachment is to his filthy dog. On its publication soon after Bernhard's death, On the Mountain was hailed as a 'self-portrait of the artist as a young man' cast in the Schopenhauerian vein, and its high misanthropic tone and desolate humour do indeed anticipate all his subsequent work.

	Ironically, it was Bernhard's first prose work, which he completed in 1959, yet the last of his works to he published, in 1989, the year of his death.
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	On the Mountain

	





Fatherland, nonsense,

	traditions keep using the same words, expressions, slogans: family values, personal values, fellow countryman: nation state, national language, national health, national pastime, people's paradise, people's anthem, betrayal of the people, national holiday, etc.,

	regarding the teacher: when we watch a person who's being killed in some mysterious way, but whose death doesn't happen right away, but only little by little, without his knowing who his murderers are, though there's no question but what it's a violent death; when we watch a person like that, I was saying, who gradually takes on the characteristics of a corpse, though fully conscious: nothing can keep me from believing in this image, no one will ever prevent me from seeing this image; I write my article and hand it in to the editors, I go for a walk,

	for hours, up and down,

	these people, comical, fooling themselves: their grimaces, how they might escape from the prison they've been shut up in,

	there's not a shred of hope,

	the fact is that what we say, what we write down, is ten times more foolish than what we think,

	nevertheless, like the great writers, we permit ourselves to be perceived as much more foolish than we are, and commit the absurdity of saying things, writing things down, expressing an opinion, espousing a point of view, defending an idea,

	 

	on the mountain:

	pull on my wool socks,

	keep an eye on the innkeeper,

	cheap paper,

	insist on my usual room,

	contradict the teacher,

	take the Fräulein into the larch grove,

	what is to come is already on the track: making its way down the boulevard with the barrier-keeper's dog sleeping in her fouled bed,

	filling the cupboards, the trunks, the commodes, the chests,

	air is seeping into everything as funk,

	as snow, as ice, as a spring breeze, and killing them all, even the ones who've fled to the mountains,

	I see them starting to quarrel with their husbands and I see them starting to quarrel with their wives, running

	along the banks of the canal, wondering whether they ought to jump in and let themselves be cut to pieces or not,

	 

	I come home, and the landlady says I ought to move out, she can't take my dog, can't stand him, that I have to move out, within the week, that she told me to move out a week ago, but that I haven't moved out, that she wants me out of her house, personality, politics, hate: write a book that completely reflects your character, a book that completely reflects all of them,

	priority to be given to conjecture, everything has to end with the triumph of conjecture as fact,

	obey with the mass, destroy with the mass, kill off with the mass, perish with the mass,

	show the relationships between opposites, spell them out, be relentless above all,

	that she wants the dog out of here, he poisons her air, just as he poisons mine, only I require this penetrating stench, she doesn't require it, that's why she wants me to leave: anyway, the dog has always been a major problem, he fouls everything, but his horrible stench gives rise to the beginnings of great thoughts: Pushkin, Alexander, Flaubert,

	 

	I go out, up the river and back again, into Paris-Lodron Street,

	I write on a card that I won't move out,

	the teacher told me that the majority of them are so resentful because they keep feeling outsmarted, not savvy enough to keep up,

	that's true of the landlady too, I can't just kill the dog, after all, the way you knock off a person,

	I'm leaving first thing in the morning for the mountains, going higher up,

	politics, pity, embarrassment, virtue,

	no respect for parliament; you say so in public and stubbornly keep repeating it, there's bound to be some kind of charge brought against you, sentencing, subversion of state authority,

	if you say that he, the President of the Republic, suffers from satyriasis, that he came into the world an ANENCEPHALIC: the state finances thrown into disarray,

	I will occupy my usual room, no other,

	the critics drag each other down into the mud,

	for example, you can't protest that the President of the National Council is a swine,

	the court reporter enters the editor's office and greets no one,

	nothing against the great city's culture, nothing against exhibitions, everything against the minister who opened the exhibition,

	permit me to point out to you that every statement can be interpreted negatively, which the public prosecutor failed to consider, but what I suggest to you, gentlemen of the jury, note this sentence, write it down, refer to it again and again,

	think on the possibility of condemning intelligence altogether,

	he's preoccupied with a thousand things, intelligence?, that don't interest me in the least, with his divorced wife, for example,

	a few nouns, a few subordinate clauses, the woman who owns the gallery was badly dressed, made small talk with her husband, some of it in my direction, crazy bird-chatter, meaningless, but I found the encounter refreshing, she's an important person, after all, and I don't want to forget that, the pictures hanging in her gallery have given me a tremendous urge to work, although they're all by famous people, I can't get rid of the suspicion that they're nothing but sham, 

	exploit it, why not?,

	in the end, death enters deep into life: buried the earth where you wept, destroyed the city with its senseless bustle, the poor women, the bad poets, killed a lot of them as they were waking up, went to work, unmoved, a priest is crushed between two streetcars, no one troubles about him,

	thoughts pile up in my brain and resist my note-taking, what use is a thought noted in my brain?, 

	they surface, sink back under: for good: women, men, between delight and despair,

	that idea of Kant's: something about autumn colors, you feel like spitting it right out again,

	twelve o'clock: all the dreams go to pieces, the world stops, comes back together, but nobody sees that, 

	the decisive coincidences congeal with the onset of winter, two thousand undelivered winter vests totally alter the face of the earth,

	no worse rabble than writers, artists,

	all achievements glossed over, tremendous exertions dismissed with slander and silence,

	the status of the writer is even lower than that of shopkeepers, much lower than that of politicians, 

	to get to the writers: get down into the dirt,

	 

	you men don't understand anything, she says, she pushes me away, with her feet in my back, you cur, she says: warmth, breath, desire,

	 

	I'm completely spent and I go, and sure enough the next day I can't get in, she won't open the door, she simply will not let me in, leaves me standing outside the door, toward morning I go for a walk in the park, that evening I'm back at the crack of her door, she opens it wide, laughs, falls on my neck, it's just like it always was, just like the first few days,

	I write a line, how many weeks has it been that I haven't written a line?, it doesn't matter whether a person writes or not, what he writes, I'm constantly telling myself how it doesn't matter, pitiful, obscene, but this line might be extended, developed, made into a poem, into a scrap of paper, a lousy scrap of wind and rot, I rummage around in my manuscripts, in this heap, in these stacks of paper, I tear out a page here, a page there, ten pages, twenty pages, a hundred pages, and toss them into the stove,

	I'm disgusted, I don't find a thing, anything at all, not a single comma, I'll burn it all up,

	but where are the matches?, I can't set fire to it without a match, I'm lying on my heap of paper and burning, everything inside me is burning, I'm burning up on this pile of shit, on this reeking shit-heap of mediocrity,

	 

	one day you're cut off, at the very start you're cut off and can't go back, the language you learn and the whole business of walking and all the rest is for the sake of the single thought, how to get back again, 

	they fill up their bellies with beer and sausage and vomit it up again,

	stupefied by circumstance,

	I strip, tie my clothes on my head, bind up my shaved skull, and swim across to the other side; a scared fish; the water is ice-cold, a terrifying cold, the chill makes my head shake, I run, my dog is waiting for me, he's got his protector back, his lousy protector,

	I'm all for brothels, the teacher said, they're not contrary to nature, I'm against everything that's contrary to nature, for nature is what I am, what I can't stand: ethics, religion,

	 

	in the marketplace I eat some carrots and a horse-meat sausage, a slight pain in my lower left side, but I've grown used to that: in the courtyards, on the roof, in the children's sandbox, in the toilet, through the church, I duck, back again, those are the high-school girls: I crane my neck, climb up onto the base of the monument, there it is again, the feeling of being sick, deficient,

	the bobbing heads, the hundreds of varieties of heads, the heads compounded of raw stupidity,

	I hop onto the bench, vulturous looks following after me,

	human diseases, injected into cow bellies, dead calves, horse hocks, ox tails,

	my own voice out of all these rib cages,

	physically no better than an imbecile,

	it could be next week, it could be tomorrow, it could be, it could bring me up short,

	friendship with the carnival owner, I don't pry, with him today at the river, tomorrow in his caravan, day after tomorrow he'll crush me to death,

	this gives me a look at what old age is like, 

	if so, I'll kill my dog myself,

	to keep going, it's frequently enough just to be interested, never mind what in,

	I wake up miserable, I fall asleep miserable, it's always the same,

	 

	the teacher comes in, sits with me for an hour, finally he says: the innkeeper's bedclothes smell of a farm girl twice a week, but I don't want to hear any more about it, I lie down, make a note: we all live at least three different lives, a real one, an imaginary one, and one we're not even aware of,

	some days they talk about nothing but swarms of potato-bugs, other days they talk about factory workers, still other days they talk about the government, whether just fallen or newly elected: the Eiffel Tower, Holler, insect-powder, some play or other, pretty women: all you're left with, often enough, is the thought of a movie, the thought of the crime you once committed,

	behind the chestnut trees: the teacher: I don't have to speak to him, but I'm as lonely as he is, leaning on his cane, he says: as for me, I'm becoming less and less interested in the world as time goes on, people don't interest me anymore, nature doesn't interest me anymore, to a certain extent all of that never interested me, the same goes for my domestic relationships, as I said, my dealings with everybody: the world is growing increasingly ugly, but that doesn't frighten me: apathy and ugliness together make me feel that nothing makes any difference, really,

	I press the bell button firmly, the shaved skull of a monk appears, doesn't ask anything, finally, what is it you want, young man?, again silence, says, didn't you ring?, finally: these are not visiting hours, the monastery is closed, now, just when we're getting ready for vespers!,

	this smoothshaven cranium on its circle of brown felt, so once again: no reporters,

	the Capuchin bell starts to ring,

	I turn around and take off,

	oh, but I'd like to cry a thousand times, oh yes,

	 

	the teacher says he married her out of pity, she tells me she married him out of pity, the two brought children into the world that have nothing to do with either one of them,

	everything she says is hypocritical, even what he says is hypocritical, hypocrisy in women is unbearable,

	when you're not here, young man, he makes life hell for me, but of course you don't understand, how could you understand when you're only twenty!,

	friends: try never to bring them together, I avoid it from experience, under no circumstances should you bring your friends together, they'll do all they can to destroy the one that brought them together, to annihilate him,

	books that you write in order to keep going,

	time, gone, chit-chat, over, people: thoughts about home,

	better change into a different pair of trousers, 

	the Fräulein is waiting downstairs,

	 

	before they can enter the dining room, the innkeeper stops them and says that they ought to start getting ready for Tuesday, when everybody's going pheasant hunting, perhaps they'll all stay overnight in the hunting-lodge, have they both brought along the right kind of clothes, the innkeeper will of course help them out, moreover he's driving down to the station this afternoon; help them out with boots, shirts, coats, leggings, he can bring back everything they might need, no thank you, says the Fräulein, I don't have any money,

	single room with bath to let in summer house, Box A. 24356,

	the air is stifling,

	so we're going up this afternoon?, she says, she has already notified the asylum that they'll be coming, 

	they enter the dining room, everybody's sitting there and looking just as astonished as they did at first, as though they had been waiting for them to appear, oh well,

	 

	the innkeeper rolls in the big soup tureen; I'll have the usual, of course, I say, what I have every Sunday, but of course, Herr Professor!, it will be a few minutes longer, and: should it be served on a heated plate, Herr Professor?, but of course, Herr Professor!, then they all start dipping into their soup, some faster, some slower, the Fräulein didn't let him give her any soup, she doesn't deviate from her resolves, principles?, I eat mine in silence, thinking it isn't proper for a lady to run around in a dress like that,

	the walk has made me really hungry, 

	it now occurs to me that she hasn't even asked me about the scratch on my face yet, my huge scratch, 

	the air makes you hungry, the vast distances, 

	he kept waiting for her to say: by the way, you also have a scratch on your face, but no, she expressly said: now you've got two wounds, never any mention of a third, and yet I do have three wounds, what are the others thinking about my wound?, about this scar on my face?, they can't keep their eyes off this face wound of mine, again and again I catch them staring at my face wound,

	didn't I wash out either of my two wounds, asks the Fräulein, two wounds, always only two wounds, never a mention of the scar,

	O no, I say, it was agreed that I wouldn't wash out any of my wounds,

	the innkeeper brings me a ham omelet and a mountain of green salad, I start eating at once, stabbing about, cramming as much as I can into my mouth, in seven or eight bites the omelet is finished,

	it is impossible to eat an omelet like that,

	I changed a second time, a new tie,

	the innkeeper brings me a second omelet, not quite as crisp,

	comes in and sits down next to Herr and Frau Rach, immediately starts talking with those people,

	I don't understand a word, the Fräulein is noticeably silent, yes, but why?,

	I should have worked this morning: struck things out, I got everything ready, but I'd be crazy not to take a walk right away the first morning, the first morning ought to be used, and not just the first morning, the whole stay for that matter, this walk of failure,

	the Fräulein has her mouth full of vegetables, and nods, roast veal, you can see she's enjoying it,

	you still have plenty of time to work, she says, don't rush yourself, you rush something and first thing you know it's ruined,

	everything rushed, ruined,

	that was really an excellent cider in the other Gasthaus, that's how cider ought to be, shouldn't they order some cider like that here?, maybe a small pitcher of that kind of cider?,

	I can only drink a single glass,

	my morning visit with the gardener, do you know what sort of a surprise our gardener has in store for us today?, you don't know, you can't know it, for you haven't visited him yet, he tells me you haven't called on him yet today, he has a cactus,

	she's not interested in cactuses, cactuses only revolt her, remind her of naked, grossly lecherous men, of smutty satyriasis, no, no,

	this cactus, I say, this remarkable cactus,

	she's always hated cactuses, also got stuck by them, bled; cactuses, cactuses!, the word bounces back and forth a few times, she says: what's so special about this cactus?,

	what's special is its blossom, you can see this blossom today only, and then not again for another seven years, a marvelous blossom,

	I'll go there this evening, what'll I say to the gardener?, I'll go to see the blossom, she says,

	the people make a lot of noise with their cutlery, then the innkeeper pushes in a can laden with fruit, only the choicest fruit, pears, apples, apricots, peaches, plums, grapes, all mixed together, five or six bananas bracket the really immense pile of fruit,

	the people balance as much as they can on their plates, the Fräulein takes a sip of water, cactus, she suddenly says, cactus, then she helps herself to a large peach, he takes an apple, painstakingly peels it, the Fräulein bites into her large peach,

	an idyll, she says, my God, there are so many idylls, how many idylls there are!,

	he's a creature of habit, affectionate, easily hurt,

	she says: where do you eat in Vienna then?, I go to a different restaurant every day, I say, Gasthaus, most of the time I stay home and cook something myself, 

	that shows that you're a creature of habit,

	I eat with pleasure and revulsion at the same time: omelets, vegetables, fruit, beef, marmalades, you can tell that right away, I have cramps,

	she says, how do you spend your evenings then?, tell me, Professor, what do you do on those long evenings of yours in Vienna?, aren't your evenings miserable?, just as miserable as in X or Y?, you still haven't told me a thing yet, I hope you'll make up for that,

	it's the same thing day after day and not worth talking

	about, but even so, she doesn't let up: but surely you go to the theater?,

	oh yes, he goes to the theater, now and again, rarely, to plays by Shakespeare, plays by Kleist, plays by Büchner, also when they're doing a Molière, but mostly they only do ridiculous rubbish in our state theaters,

	does he go to other people's lectures besides his own?, of course, so as to keep up with what's new, but reluctantly, if only because of the way people smell, he hates crowds of people, he hates them more and more the older he gets, especially mobs of intellectuals, but still he goes,

	 

	I run into the courthouse, push past the dirty glass doors, and park myself in front of the buffet counter, wait until the fat old woman, the hostess, addresses me with Herr Doktor, it's embarrassing, but she's used to calling everybody simply Herr Doktor, everybody who shows up at her counter, I don't try to stop her, it'd be senseless, so at least I know what it's like to be addressed as Herr Doktor when I'm no Herr Doktor at all, I didn't even finish high school, nobody has any idea what I am, who I am, what goes on inside me: against these people,

	I place two one-schilling pieces on the counter, on the glass plate, I drink a glass of milk, lean against the counter, I know this counter has this smell, this person has that smell, this building has that smell, I've learned to distinguish all these smells: public prosecutor smells, court usher smells, policeman smells, defendant smells,

	ability to distinguish: first smells,

	I have a headache, always have headache, I say, it has to do with the weather, with the foehn, summer, winter, every season of the year there's foehn, it drives everybody crazy, turns the faces of the Salzburgers into evil masks,

	that comes from thinking, Herr Doktor, says the buffet hostess, your headache comes from thinking, not from the foehn,

	no, no, the old woman is now spreading butter on thick slices of black bread she has cut from a loaf with a huge knife, spreading them with butter and Liptauer, cutting the slices in two once again, and arranging them in a stack on the counter,

	 

	recess; in the jail the uniformed body of the guard, the primitive need for the primitive body, for the uniform, for the uniform belt, for the pistol, for the cap, for his smell,

	he hunches in his chair: stiff neck, sweaty feet,

	in the courtroom I have the feeling that I have to get away, I walk through the streets, my report grows shorter and shorter, a good report but a dirty business, I'm incapable of speaking to people, I'm incapable of anything, once I've written my article a wild rage forces me to roam around the city for hours,

	under all of these circumstances, I'm thinking, exploit these circumstances under such dreadful conditions, penetrate deeper and deeper into these circumstances, ruthlessly make the most of these circumstances,

	a person's good qualities melt like wax, says the teacher, those remnants of culture, everything melts away like wax, I'm so restless I'm going crazy, obscene: you ask the child by name, you ask whoever you're going to bed with, at the very least you ask him his name,

	lust only plunges you into more and more lust, to be human is to be stuck in a pot of grease,

	 

	so I ought to be hauled into court myself, brought to trial, dragged up in front of a whole tribunal, I’ll find myself the most vicious law-court there is, a law-court that will reprimand me, reprimand me until nothing is left of me, the court will pronounce a sentence appropriate to me, it will convene in secret and assign me to a sty, to the human pigsty that creatures like me belong in,

	free-lancer with the Demokratisches Volksblatt, I hoot to myself,

	that's how crazy I am, I walk to the train station, up and down the platform: the people arriving and the people leaving, all of them filled with the same disgust,

	 

	I have nothing to do with the newspaper people, I don't let them shove me around,

	I turn in my copy, take my money, the lousiest copy ever written!, I turn it in, I'm glad that I don't have a thing to do with the editors,

	you buy yourself a place, a piece of land, you walk around your piece of land, on this first walk around your new piece of land you don't take anybody along, you fence yourself off, you go your own way, enclose yourself in your own tight little circle, destroy everything, obliterate it, pretend that it never happened, if anybody comes snooping around you spit in his face,

	no communications, no discoveries: that you make in order to communicate them: then you come to the point where you have no clear sense of your boundaries: you build a high wall, build it higher and higher, keep working on your wall, sacrifice almost everything to the building of this wall, ultimately sacrifice yourself,

	the idea; the wall is now so high that you're cut off from all further contact,

	 

	I've run out of money, I'm mixing myself some powdered milk in my bowl, hidden in the bathroom, I'm stirring it around and going through my suicide thoughts as though through some exotic garden, I thicken my powdered milk, eat it by the spoonful, I stroll through the garden,

	I give my dog some of the tripe,

	I stroll through the garden without sitting down anyplace,

	tripe: in the summertime you can't stand the smell of it,

	I have strolled through the garden with its exotic plants,

	 

	I've spread out my atlas in front of me, and the evening hours slip by, the teacher sometimes talks down to me: from a great height, from such a height that you can't talk back to him anymore, one where the die is cast) from the highest spot you can get to, talks to me as though I were his spiritual dog,

	then again he assumes this ridiculous, whining tone that places him at the level of my dog, at dog level, at the lowest level of all, naturally,

	 

	do you realize what it means if we all die from electric heat?, you don't know that?, I've only heard a few talks, but I can assure you that we're all dying from the electric heat,

	I'm on my way, on my endless way, I've started out on my endless way, my endless way will convince me of its endlessness,

	I go out into nature, and I see that it doesn't help at all, I have to get back out of nature,

	on average a half a million thoughts in one hour of the afternoon,

	I focus on the distance, I always have the distance and the highest heights in view, but what is close by will destroy me, the depth will obliterate me,

	a victim of the infinite distances, a victim of what is infinitely close at hand,

	despite all the shadows, and despite all the humiliations, I put up with my father, my mother, my friends, this crazy obsession with lifetime attachments, this crazy obsession with any number of things,

	even though it's a crime to undertake anything at all, everything is a lie, every comma is a lie, all of it nothing but an appalling babble, trivial, degrading, humiliating,

	yet I cling to these few thoughts, and every letter matters, it comes down to every last letter and to recognizing the stupidity of it all,

	a storm comes and drives me into a building, from sheer dread of my wake-up call I can't fall asleep, from sheer dread of the expression fearful, which is my invention,

	 

	we pack our things and set out: we have a first-class compartment, a sleeper, we have a whole train to ourselves, we've closed the curtains so that nobody's dirt can get in, so that no thought can dirty us, the whole country can't dirty us: the filthy world can't get to us,

	 

	across ten thousand borders, through ten thousand checkpoints, no passport, no stupid phrases, no circumlocutions, alone with our destination, with our father and with our mother,

	we're not disciplined: all the names have become too remote from us, we've left them far behind,

	what?, where to?, we?, what have we made of ourselves?,

	death appears with his self-assurance,

	 

	I'll take a walk after all, but how nice it would be to take a walk with the Fräulein, the Fräulein is so distracting!,

	but if she isn't here within the hour, I'll go by myself, he tugs at his pants, straightens his tie, he gives another healthy downward tug to his pants, bends over, gazes between his legs at the castle: I can see myself,

	the Fräulein lures him toward the castle: when will she show up? when?, and what kind of a mood will she be in?,

	change of climate: escape at the start of an unsuccessful journey: a man like me, a failed scholar, a failed man,

	data with the hypersensitivity of subterranean nerves: me and my special places,

	with my too little and my too much, that don't get you anywhere,

	in between lies paradise, which is indestructible, what do all these people expect from me, now that I've decided to work, to reflect, to reflect in order to work, to work in order to reflect, what do all these people blurring in front of my eyes expect?, the world is a cosmic catafalque,

	 

	then the little fish surfaced, and behind the little fish a huge fish,

	the huge fish has huge fins, phenomenal speed, a huge tail, the little fish has little fins, a little tail, a small amount of thrust, much too slow a speed, 

	the huge fish swallows the little fish, 

	a ray of sunlight caresses the body of the huge fish, 

	everybody has his master, even I have my master, Demokratisches Volksblatt, Salzburg,

	 

	I bend down, I lob a pebble into the water, watch the circle of waves expand, vanish, new circles of waves, until the pains in my wrist spoil everything again,

	 

	he gives up, goes to the castle, perhaps the Fräulein is already there?, according to my calculations she must be back already, the baker gave her a lift and probably brought her back again,

	the innkeeper doesn't know anything, the Fräulein?, he hasn't seen her yet, no, definitely not!, who knows when she'll be back, but one can assume that she'll be back soon, at least she intended to be back soon, with a lift from the baker: she's wearing her red dress today and her red boots, she has on her red hat, the red hat with the blue band: in the meantime I'll go see the gardener,

	 

	the mailman comes, but he has nothing for me, he pretends to be deaf, he pretends to be dumb, he knows more about me than all the others, more than I do myself, the cleverness of mailmen knows no bounds, they know almost everything about the people they deliver to, but who should I get mail from?, if I don't write letters to a soul I can't expect a letter from anybody, at least you would assume that if you don't write to anybody you won't get any letters back,

	mailmen, Assistants at the Last Judgment!,

	 

	two men caught having sex and their conviction: the misdemeanor is to be charged to the less inferior of the two,

	 

	in the afternoon the ladies and gentlemen meet in the coffee-house, they seat themselves at the gossip table at Tomaselli's,

	the women have the men on a leash, and the men the women,

	thick-headed city councilmen with the mayoralty in their vest pockets: the stupid grins of the local editors, the newspaper publishers, the critics: puffed-up nullities!,

	the operetta singer and the newly-hired actor: lickspittles!,

	repellent,

	and here they have a poet and they've forgotten him, and here they have a musician and they've forgotten him, and here they have a human being and they've forgotten him,

	they've thrown out the poet and the musician and the human being,

	 

	the word involve is also one of theirs: I've become involved with her, she's become involved with him, we've become involved with them,

	 

	suddenly there's an outburst, body and blood are stripped off and left behind quick as a wink,

	 

	I've sunk into an unbearable mood, with all my abilities I've gone astray, strayed into a miserable state, into the lowest state possible,

	once again I've descended to the level of the Gasthaus,

	 

	my face: pale, stolid, ordinary: no matter what kind of mirror I look into, every mirror cuts me down: such a city becomes a torment,

	 

	in the increasing cold, even the pimps, the drunkards, the railwaymen, the market drivers, the policemen, the soldiers, all of them become unbearable too,

	 

	here it is: this terrific idea!, it's back again: this gruesome thought!,

	 

	I stick my head out into the cold, fresh air,

	 

	after making a fool of me, sending me here, there, God knows where, the diva says, in you I see the issue of all the shortcomings that reveal themselves in their incurable sickness,

	you ought to see what I see when I'm asleep, when I sleep devoid of all my desires, when with my eyes closed I gaze at my sublime world,

	into which you will never be invited, ever!,

	when with my eyes closed I gaze at my world that can't ever destroy me!,

	I don't regret for a moment my journeys into dreams, my dear boy, my pimp, my unfair husband, my servant, my betrayer, you see here the result of decisions that will still be of some consequence on the last, the very last day of the world: have you any friends?, 

	what is my little doggie up to then?, my innocent little doggie?, have you fed him?, have you given him anything to drink?, have you given him what he needs?, not left out the slightest little thing?,

	I think you hate him because he's the spitting image of you: he is in fact precisely what you keep displaying to me hour after hour: the sum of the greatest disappointments, yes, the greatest disappointments of all, my dear boy, I'm afraid I'll startle you one day with a decision that can't help but plunge you into the deepest sadness, into the deepest of all sadnesses, into a sadness from which there's no escape ever, into a sadness that will destroy us all,

	I did say: that you have a phenomenal memory, just as long as there's no need for thinking!,

	that intrigues me, for it is one of the greatest enigmas of mankind,

	you make mountains out of molehills, just like my dog, to whom I can't even explain Chartres or the Loire, I can't, I can't and I won't,

	I hope you have a splendid Sunday on one of our two national luxury steamers, where you and your ladyfriend can have a wonderful time,

	such indescribably ill-mannered masculinity!,

	my dear boy, take care of yourself, do take care of your shabby life!,

	I dream even as I'm thinking, while saying the most commonplace things I start dreaming,

	but in all the four years I've known you, I have held my tongue, I have held my tongue because I must hold my tongue, I must keep silent about all my desperation, I explained everything to your predecessors, absolutely everything, I told your predecessors that they all amount to nothing at all: I invented every one of them, I invented you too, you know!, I dismissed your predecessors without giving them any reason for their dismissal, I have the right to dismiss people of your class, to hire them and mistreat them and dismiss them, I can pick them up and I can throw them away!, 

	I dreamt that you went away and left me, left everything that has to do with me behind, that's what I dreamt,

	that you made fun of me, for you're incapable of remembering your sovereign mistress in any other way, you're a perfectly ordinary fellow,

	your manners no manners at all,

	who are you anyway?, where are you from?, what are you?, I raised you up out of the dirt, so I can throw you back into the dirt: your pants, your coats, even your socks belong to me,

	everything about you belongs to me,

	if I wish, I can demand everything back from you, you don't own a thing,

	whenever I look at you you, your suspenders stretched over your miserable shoulders, your walk, which is nothing but a mockery of the seriously ill, 

	the way you move your lips, which I find to be remarkably suggestive of the futility of all endeavor, 

	your tight pants, which remind me of lewdness, 

	the way you suck the air in through nostrils that not even a shop-girl would fall for,

	your figures of speech, all of them perfectly nonsensical,

	if only you didn't have such a self-righteous concept of servility,

	your desperate effort to cut some kind of a figure here by flailing about like a fish with foul, greedy fins, a figure!, figure!, figure!,

	your vanity, which borders on the impossible and deters you from making any decisive move, for want of a plan, because of your covenant with desolation,

	your willingness to wait on me, which provides me with neither food nor drink, this gap between us, which I endeavor to close by my kindness, my infinite, infinite, intimidating, utterly inimitable, intimidating, unbelievable kindness,

	 

	the innkeeper asks: have you also been to the underwear shop at the rear of the building?, have you?, no, why do you ask?, I?, no, he wonders why the man would assume that he's been to the underwear shop, yet he asks me whether I've been in the underwear shop, at the rear of the building, if I've bought myself something inexpensive, oh no, no: only the employees go to the underwear shop, the waiters,

	 

	I: aren't you being a little presumptuous?, there it is!, it just popped out of me, a smudge, how am Ito take that, Herr Professor?, I say, the tone you take with me, Herr Innkeeper, is altogether inappropriate,

	I reach into my coat pocket for my notebook, then my passport, you have to show your passport here at the inn, just as in a hotel, yes, it is a hotel, and an inn as well, so, here's my passport!, but your tone with me is truly inappropriate,

	you have your own room again, Herr Professor,

	but of course I have my own room again, what room would you expect me to have?, do you think I would take some other room?, that's why I come here, after all: because I always get my room, always the very same room,

	apologetic head motion: lets his head drop onto his shoulder, the young agent,

	has he seen the real-estate agent, no, he hasn't seen the real-estate agent yet, not yet today, and I've been for a walk in the park, I did see the owner beforehand, half an hour ago, but not after that, he says: Herr Hennetmüller will be coming along, I: don't you see that with all of your small talk you're simply babbling?, like all ignorant people?, your small talk has got the better of you, you with your abject uniform, with your embarrassing garrulousness, you're only a disgusting cross between an officer and a waiter, between superficial learning and utter stupidity,

	 

	so what has happened to the nice cast-iron benches?, the cast-iron benches that were all over the place last year?, in the garden, in the park, in front of the Gasthaus, behind the Gasthaus, what's happened to them?, the cost-iron benches I was so fond of?,

	what?, you don't know?, but a person in your position is supposed to know a thing like that, something as noticeable as those wonderful white cast-iron benches, the park has lost a great deal with the removal of the benches, it's become downright ugly, uncomfortable and ugly, let me tell you, and be sure to tell Herr Hennetmüller too, I'll forget, but tell Herr Hennetmüller, besides, those benches were especially comfortable, really, the sheer comfort of those benches,

	the way people are forever changing everything here,

	it's a disease, everything keeps being changed, now even the country people, especially the country people, have this unhealthy obsession with changing everything all the time,

	those benches have to be put back, no question!, if they're not put back I'm leaving, yes, that is my decision, if I'm not mistaken, I say, you've been here four or five years already, isn't that so?, I'm not mistaken am I?, for four years, you see, that's a long time, you should have gained more experience by now, especially experience with the guests who invest their good money in this Gasthaus, this enterprise, their good, hard-earned money, in this summer resort!, how old are you?, twenty-three?, twenty-four?, oh, twenty-three, a terrible age!,

	 

	clear up all these obscurities, clear up everything, strike the shortest path into clarity, never again stray from this shortcut to clarity,

	 

	he paces up and down the lobby a few times, it is cool, much too cool for this time of year, extraordinarily cool, a cold, rainy summer is what it is,

	it could be that the Fräulein slipped somewhere, fell down, and is still lying there, somewhere in the woods, that she got run over, who knows,

	my anxiety increases, increases until I can no longer bear it slow steps descending from above, yes, it's Frau Rach, the old lady with her elderly husband, both of them are wearing loden coats, both loden coats come from the same tailor, much too long, with arms that are much too long, those dark green hats,

	I sit down in an armchair and bury my head in a large newspaper,

	Herr and Frau Rach, respectable locomotion of flesh, disappear into the park, what old, ordinary people they are, after all: what room are they in, do you suppose?, they're on the second floor next to you, says the innkeeper,

	 

	the diva says: my profession forbids me from telling you how old I am, what a delicious notion: my profession!, my profession!, what a lot of confusion I create with my delicious notions, it amazes me, it amazes me more than anything I ever experienced!, tell me, tell me, tell me what's troubling you, and I'll grant you anything you wish, I'll grant you everything, everything, everything, I am here so as to grant everything to you, my manservant,

	shall I open the window?, I say, draw back the curtains?, you decide!,

	don't you dare open the window, don't you dare draw back the curtains: being completely shut off from the outside world proves to me that I'm alive, yes, that and that alone proves it to me, so leave the windows closed, leave the curtains closed, I'm afraid of the open window, I'm afraid of open curtains, I'm afraid,

	depravity?, since I was a child I've considered myself beyond forgiveness, I never took advantage of any opportunities, I've squandered all the good advice, the best advice, I've brushed off all the good ideas, my dear man!, do you too always choose a nothing for your amusement?, a cracked mirror, for example, or the long-faded portrait of one of your friends?, happiness pays off for me only when I can no longer express it, and when I return from the trip that I'm planning, yes, I'll be taking a trip, I'm going to take a trip that will prove to all the losers that they will one day have their little triumph, a very minor triumph, which is why I've only been moving between my bed and the door for days now,

	I wanted to ask you something, but that is no longer necessary, I've already arranged everything, everything will take its course, everything,

	don't torture me, I always say, don't torture me, you don't know how hideously cruel it is to be tortured by somebody who's ignorant, don't you find that I look dismal?, and yet Paris did me so much good, as did the forthright way of speaking that this little doggie has, which I bought myself in the Boulevard Haussmann, only he,

	take him downstairs whenever he wishes it, do you hear?, these creatures have a right to have you tend to them, and don't say I'll take him down, those pathetic words, don't say that, no, not that, no,

	I accomplish the most incredible things without ever entering into their inner secrets at all, that I leave to other, lesser creatures: but that doesn't mean that I don't suffer from these shocks, everything I bring about, even the most hopeless situation, only proves to me that there is something that turns the accomplishments of the human spirit back into insignificance,

	indulge yourself in the occasional misdeed, my dear man,

	indulge yourself in something, something, something, anything at all,

	I implore you, tear up something in this room, stamp on the floor, lord it over me for a fraction of a second!, ach, for once don't be so impressed by your surroundings here: this ridiculous collection of antiquated art objects, I bet my life on it that you would wake up, everything inside you would begin to burn, just as everything inside me began to burn,

	in a veritable conflagration you would suddenly pray, and would kneel down before the world,

	your mounting dissatisfaction, doesn't it at least make you rack your brains?, I ought to pay you more, since you've chosen such a thankless task, a kind of work that is beyond recompense, boring somebody who's already bored,

	three times a day you write my despair for me on my grandmother's silver, and this tone, this wonderful tone,

	your mind doesn't upset you the way my mind upsets me, throws me into utter turmoil!,

	do you really know the true joy of pleasure?, the foremost joy of all joys?, my friend?, the truest joy of all joys?, you don't know it: I marvel at you as one marvels at a stone that you rub into a white heat, but that doesn't spark back,

	this little dog of mine that I brought back from Paris is not unlike you, I wouldn't exactly say that he has the same abilities that you have, but the stations of your existence are mirrored in his,

	you have the same face as my dog,

	give me one of those pastries, do give me one of those pieces of shortbread, won't you!,

	creatures with tails are the only ones who possess the secret of fidelity!, does that make you angry?, I want you to be angry, come here and be angry, be angrier than you've ever been angry before,

	how long has it been since I saw someone choked with anger, my dear man, you're a great artist, your face goes slack at the slightest provocation, how old are you actually?, I don't think I ever asked you how old you are, but today I have to know, you look so old, and yet you don't do anything that could make you age any faster, it's been nine years now since the last time she sang,

	 

	friendships: that is the great, garbled heaven, they don't see you: people sitting next to you at the beer-table, their ability to distract you: friendships, acquaintanceships tire you, detain you, you avoid everybody: dragging them into his own miserable self-contradictions, which is what they fear: boredom, despair over their own feeble lives,

	 

	ugliness of the middle-size town: they fling dirt at you, even those close to you: you look down on your work: lift it clear of their blasphemies: back into my fame, into my nausea, into my immortality,

	 

	back in my memory, even though I know how senseless everything is: the greatest calamity affecting a person: the inscrutability of heaven,

	 

	even though I know everything, I can't keep from committing this one of my hundreds of thousands and thousands of thousands of mistakes over and over again and again and again with the same perplexity, the need to run to their graves and shiver there on their graves like a dog,

	 

	nothing but stone and paper flowers: the recognition that one is left alone in his sickness, in his mania for self-preservation,

	the dead are not to blame, nor am I: pass the waiting time, no longer have to suffer: because I'm afraid outside of the cemeteries,

	because I can't bear so much ugliness: cringing, because a sordid thought,

	depressed with a number of base thoughts, shadows of my diversion: misery, obscured by waking up, infects everything I do, I don't blame it on anybody,

	don't use any of the justifications that are now so fashionable: if you could prove to me that I've been lazy, but I've never been lazy,

	never been degenerate either, no, degenerate on the outside, but not inside, what matters is that you not be degenerate inside, that your heart and your lungs not be degenerate, that doesn't prevent you from leading a degenerate life, a completely degenerate, disheveled life, a degraded existence,

	later I rode out into the countryside, but the countryside was filthy, the people in the countryside were filthy, the fields, the roads, the houses in the countryside were filthy, suddenly I saw that the countryside had come to be filthy, or had the countryside always been filthy from the start, and I simply hadn't noticed?, even the cows were filthy and the sheep and the pigs filthier than ever,

	 

	and these filthy priests and these filthy mayors and these filthy Mary-Month sisters and Ascension-Day brothers, these filthy anthems beneath the filthy sky, the truth appears as a lie and devours them all, devours them and digests them as filth,

	 

	this diva's madness, which is what attracted me to her, to which I've grown addicted, to which I've been utterly enslaved, addicted to all her ideas about fame and immortality, enslaved by them, by her dimwittedness there in the darkness of her bedroom, she says: I judge fruits by the richness of their smell, gradually they become sweeter and I more mortal, the old bag insists that nothing makes any sense without the sweetness of fruits, without the sweetness that causes me to grow older, without the sweetness of age,

	I'm thinking about an aria and about the note I was never able to reach, I always wanted to reach it, I put everything I had into this music, but I never reached this note, because I accomplished all that without truly drawing the world's attention to myself, and you do have to draw the world's attention to yourself!, so that you can become immortal!, so that you can at least achieve something!, otherwise you don't achieve a thing, she says,

	I no longer remember great moments, not even the ones I had nothing to do with,

	you, she says, should speak more softly and avoid any upset behind that useless little brain of yours,

	melancholy plagues me because I'm one of those creatures that must fulfill themselves, that have to fulfill themselves, however: too many faces presume to be able to participate, there are always too many faces, people who hire themselves out should refrain from stirring up anger in their souls, should feel ashamed at doing so, but the soul, I know, is an absurdity, the soul isn't real, the soul is a lovely, ridiculous caprice,

	the slightest thing brings my dog to the edge of the abyss, like you, the slightest thing puts him out of sorts, brings him to the edge of terror, it comforts me that I am dying, nothing else comforts me so much, after all the exertions I have the assurance that I am dying, yet the terrible thing is that I'm dying without having found the coloratura I dreamt of all my life,

	a woman whose refuge is banality,

	 

	cosmopolitan evenings: through waves of noise, through puddles of music, through his wasted gifts, through the confusion, in his work and about his work, whether he's now God-knows-what or not, and then she said: I wouldn't pay any attention to you at all, but since you are as you are, I've a mind to destroy you, smash you to pieces, you give me the shivers, I'm afraid that you might do me in: my face in the bedspread, my filthy hair, my twisted joints pointing every which way: that childish, ill-bred way of destroying people,

	 

	however I am not: God-knows-where,

	 

	I believe: I believe in something that doesn't exist: I believe in a number of invented instruments, I see no recourse for people who attempt to change even on their deathbeds, no recourse for this lowest class of people: the bleakness in afternoon rooms,

	yes, I am arrogant, I'm so arrogant that it takes everybody's breath away, their voices, but then they never did have voices anyway,

	 

	music, yes: I could have died for the sake of this coloratura, died, for the sake of this single coloratura alone I would have grown ugly, only for the sake of this single coloratura, now it's too late,

	 

	laid out, she runs through everything that could still be of use to her, then she's quickly buried, covered with a few clods of dung, her play is ended,

	 

	this schedule with its countless arrival times and departure times: abominations, with its theater centers,

	music centers, vulgarity centers, pimping centers, philosophy centers, boredom centers,

	 

	I lean back and fall asleep,

	 

	who's admired by tens of thousands, here I am: not so much cheering!, not so much fuss over me!, not so much handshaking!, not so many awards!, receptions!, awards!, awards!,

	 

	not fall off the merry-go-round, hold on, hold your breath, tighten your grip, hold on to your wits: the church tower pierces my heart, the houses spin by, the cities spin by, people spin by beneath me like the oceans,

	 

	but my backpack, my suitcase, my papers, my complicated contracts, oh, I'm smothering in my contracts, in my arrangements with heaven and with hell,

	 

	which is my scene?, which part do I sing?, when do I exit?, enter again?, step out in front of the audience?, step out in front of the world?, what a rotten coach I have, my whole life has been botched by my rotten coach,

	miserable figure in a bed of banality,

	 

	and they put on a show and have no integrity at all, have no right at all, have no right to any sort of poetry, clarity, effort, agreement, no right to any sort of disproportionately clear understanding,

	 

	my dear man, she says, you'll erase yourself if you erase anything more from the manuscript, you'll delete yourself, wipe yourself out, altogether, over the years you've quite consistently erased yourself out of your manuscript, you've erased yourself to death, simply erased yourself to death,

	 

	my fated destroyer, my beggar,

	 

	through the center door and then to the right, and subtly but visibly lift your glance toward the chandelier, at the climax of the scene all of their hearts will be broken, and you'll have them in your pocket, that's for certain,

	 

	in contrast to everything and everyone,

	 

	despair is the fame that I've always been in love with, that I've always scorned, that I've always dragged out of its hiding place,

	I can be heard behind the despair,

	 

	suddenly try to break off their conversation with me when they see that I'm not one of them,

	 

	live off what?, in the immediate future?, for the rest of my life?, off what then?, in who-knows-which strange, worthless city, in who-knows-which terrible country, on what sort of an island?, without leaving behind even a clue,

	 

	in my conversation with the editor it occurred to me that not only was I not there to her, though she pretended to be speaking with me, but that no one has ever been there to her, no one, that to her no one even exists,

	 

	I never say a word about what humiliates me, I don't let them see inside me, what makes me what I am day after day, what I don't want to be, everything that I say, it makes everything much more unpleasant still if somebody decides to pity me, since I don't feel any pity, for anything in the world,

	I treat myself badly, then again I behave in the most abject way toward myself, fawn on myself, caress myself: a man stinks of poetry, fouls the air with his poetry: thirst, hunger, not without the craving for recognition,

	 

	millions of faces, out of fear,

	 

	you look intelligent, he said, but I can't use you, you stink, even though I don't know what it is you stink of, but you stink, you're both too imposing and too derelict for me,

	don't think you have to think, that's a mistake, that's contrary to the cleverness that you flaunt,

	think: work, people, morning, congestion, fruit, squashed feet, bottlenecks in the morning, in the afternoon, in the evening, think noise levels, air currents, streets lined with poplars, tram crashes,

	masons, temporaries, confectioners, overtime instructors,

	mix up everything: ticket-takers with owners of smoked-meat factories, think of experiencing a storm at sea and being the only one to reach land,

	blood plasma, pigskin transplants onto human bodies in up-to-the-minute hospitals,

	I'm not interested in your state of mind, I can't even deal with my own state of mind, you know, facts you can get in any newspaper, don't feel self-conscious, maintain the same point of view all the time,

	you're both a cog and a speck of dust, all transitions: whistles, smells, hats, canes, umbrellas, monuments, that gradually become intelligible and comprehensible,

	down with your opinions, with your conclusions, with your traditionalism, down with all that for the nonsense it is!,

	a departure sign, a poster, a light, a darkness, everything together the stupidity of the millenia,

	". . . showed me worthy of their guts, said nothing about Fuga, Frederick II, Aragon, drank deeply from the unobserved fountain,"

	there are people who no longer exist, but who drive us crazy, they strangle us,

	 

	pneumoperitoneum, I'm unconscious, they slap me, turn me upside down and slap me: the view of the pear tree, of the stupid face of the doctor: terrible pains after I come to, these agonizing, terrible pains: diaphragm finding terrible, positive, bloody rags in the room with the balcony,

	avoided most of all by my own family, special cutlery of my own, segregated at lunch, they sterilize the silverware if there's any doubt,

	no conversation, nothing: the priest holds his handkerchief in front of his mouth; after the hemorrhage I stripped off my illness like a sweat-stained shirt,

	 

	I walk around with a truck-driver's cap on my head, race in and out of creameries and vegetable shops and movie-houses, for weeks, for months: the way you strip off a sticky, sweat-stained shirt, I stripped off my deathly illness and watched as the others were taken out and buried, the ones who hadn't stripped off their illness like a sticky, sweat-stained shirt, who had kept it on, I made uncanny progress, began to occupy myself with samples of notes, philosophical fragments,

	 

	what sort of a world view do you have, then?, I don't have a world view, if you ignore the fact that I have the world view I have to have, that everybody has,

	 

	everything people write and everything they say is full of their world view, and: world concept, world federation, world hysteria, world crisis, world bankruptcy, world pact, world health, all of that is unbearable,

	 

	they poke their flesh into somebody else's flesh, press their knees between other people's thighs, their thighs against other people's behinds, against other people's bellies, they get completely out of hand,

	they don't like it too hot and they don't like it too cold, everything has to be lukewarm, that's why their faces aren't hot or cold either, that's why they all have such lukewarm, expressionless faces, all of them have such insignificant, lukewarm, mass-produced faces,

	I don't want to come to the aid of any of these faces, lack of ideas: the boundless lack of ideas that always terrifies me so,

	 

	when this soft, expressionless mass is there like a wall: this spongy, stupid, constantly compliant mass of humanity, composed of nothing but stupidity and water and countless watery compounds: bellies,

	 

	people's bellies have always repelled me: I can't deal with people's bellies,

	 

	if that handsome fellow were a cripple he wouldn't repel me, but he isn't a cripple, he is that handsome fellow, so he repels me: he certainly doesn't attract me, just as nothing that's misshapen and crippled repels me, but this body I despise, because it is so splendidly formed: I hate his walk, and I hate his voice, his clothes,

	in quite specific circumstances: if he were a cripple, I would love,

	 

	payment due, aside from that there's not another word on the slip of paper, I pick it up, smooth it flat against the bridge railing, tear it to shreds, throw the wad of paper into the air and delight in the tiny scraps of paper floating with the current,

	Salzach, filth-ach, dead water,

	 

	I don't close my eyes the whole night, I try to fall asleep, but I can't, I lie there until morning comes, until morning jumps at me,

	 

	she's at my window, but I haven't opened it, she knocked, but I didn't open the door, she climbed up the drainpipe and cut her left knee: I watched the whole thing, standing in my nightshirt at the window: the way she landed on the asphalt with a splat: of course she didn't dare scream,

	I let her in, her legs and face are streaming with blood, I lie down beside her in my bed, I want to preserve her smell in my bed as long as I can,

	 

	women in thick coats, men: lamps, tail-lights, purses, cigarettes, scraps of newspaper: lectures, films, philosophy, religion: how am I supposed to act?, an utterly defenceless October evening, into which some huge black bird flies to die,

	 

	I'm made up of terrible people,

	 

	on my bicycle: as long as you live it is the same country that you return to, everybody has his own country, everybody has his pain: his idea of hell,

	 

	my God, I ask myself, what does it mean, then, that nobody has called out my name, surely all that means something, but then it could be that they're all too busy, right now, lust before the Gasthaus fills up completely: he always travels with this same suitcase, if they realized that: nobody's at the station, not one familiar face, no one, there's no explanation, no excuse, I have arrived and nobody was there, I sent a telegram, and nobody was there, found it worth the effort of meeting me, nobody, only the postal assistant, who's pushing a cart full of mail sacks along the platform, everything points to the fact that another train will be pulling in soon, perhaps they were confused about the time of my arrival, were mistaken about the date, perhaps they'll be coming to meet a later train, perhaps they met the earlier one,

	 

	the postal assistant, who has to take a run at it a few times before he manages to get up onto the platform,

	 

	six kilometers is a long hike, stony, uphill, overcast,

	 

	what good does it do to think about it, it only makes everything all the more unbearable,

	what is it that leads you to give a hand to a postal assistant?, a man from the post office, a slacker like that from the post office?, a civil servant like that?, a wage earner like that?, a man who bows and scrapes to the authorities like that?, what makes you do such a thing?,

	no, I don't let myself get tricked into anything,

	 

	you don't help these people, you don't help them, people as abject as they are!, what does that mean?, when they say: superhuman effort, intellectual achievement . . . pigs of the state in gray twill suits, pigs of the state with their burial benefits in their pockets!, whore around in their double beds, along the riverbanks, even behind police headquarters, whore their way through a soup of incomprehensibilities: suddenly that image, the one in which they're all suffocated,

	 

	first the finelooking people: by the thousands, tens of thousands, millions, naked, smeared with blood, with long nails, long hair, huge bellies, bloated, with welts on their backs, on their breasts: the gas has swollen their heads, stopped up their ears: a huge bulldozer is pushing the dead mass of these people into some gigantic oven: the heat is so great that it's all reduced to dust,

	 

	I race up and I race back down, I run around and get completely soaked, into the cemeteries: out of one and into the other: oh my God, why do I spend all my time in cemeteries?,

	 

	do what I will, bigger and bigger chunks keep falling on my head, bigger and bigger chunks, do what I will: but if anybody sees me, I'm suddenly invisible: nobody cares what's happening inside of me,

	 

	when I'm with her, often the thought of killing her, but she doesn't believe me, she can't see me doing it, she says, no: you don't look like a murderer!, she says, no, no, but she's lying without knowing it, she is lying, I know perfectly well that I could kill her!, I can imagine it, down to the tiniest detail,

	I always keep looking for somebody to protect me, that's all, she says,

	 

	I'll take a hot bath and fetch a book from the library, dumb, absent-minded place,

	 

	all the good qualities I have, put them on like some expensive outfit and show them off, attend all the festive occasions at once,

	ask my everyday questions that everyone can understand, place a selection of their responses in front of me, examine them, substitute questions for answers, now hand out a question as an answer, now an answer as a question, just the way you hand out money, perhaps in so doing I'll forget how I came to be so ugly: I'm ugly, my youth is gone, make up for the stupidity and the sorrow in this ugliness of mine,

	all of which enters into my ugliness,

	don't dwell on the somewhat superior sorts of people, but the mediocre sorts of people,

	with my death, which is the closing scene in my comedy,

	 

	provide proof to all of them once again of my art and my youth, my abilities, show them all one more time and seduce them into approval,

	 

	the cloud cover, this huge, carelessly printed paper rag, tears open: looking into the puddle left by the rain, into the great embrace following the storm, I embrace everything, everyone,

	 

	I take back the beer bottles, then we're down by the river, her naked legs are reflected in the water,

	 

	we with our flawed logic, our flawed calculations, our spelling mistakes!, with our slips of the tongue, slips of the mind, failed bodily functions!, time runs out and in and is silent,

	all the squares are silent,

	but this square belongs to me, this square was transferred to me a long time ago!, I'm the favored one in this city, the only favored one in the whole country, all of their names are here in my head, are kneaded together into a single lie, into a single curse: desolation, wealth, luxury, province,

	 

	my burdens are heavier than the average, they give me a terrible pain in my back, the senseless burdens that no one will ever remember: gravedigger thoughts, overseer thoughts, schoolteacher thoughts, presidential thoughts, mathematician thoughts, architect thoughts, nosy thoughts, indecent thoughts, fascination with crimes, habits that are perfectly ordinary habits: my inability to properly condemn them: nothing but biased objects around me,

	 

	I'm driving a stake into my flesh and I'm not even locked up, my whole life vulnerable: to everything, to everybody,

	 

	magazines, books, teaching pamphlets, everything's all mixed up: get ready for my greatest undertaking at last, I'm getting myself ready for myself, all of this is only preparation for myself,

	 

	I'm on top of the mountain and looking down on the rain-soaked, scurvy city,

	 

	my compatriots: opportunists, stink: fear them?, their school-teacher notions about the world• mass of insects, swarms of crows, swarms of hornets, the commotion of stinkbugs,

	 

	the much too spindly woman's legs that are clamped around you: hands, brains, handbags: the way great ideas are mistranslated into mediocrity: the comments of petty newspaper hacks on Dante and Edgar Allan Poe: damned jerk-offs!,

	and then: the wake for the mutilated former airline passengers: honorable words, honorable burials, honorable departures: net profits from major spring horse-races: racing stables, dress shirts, riding crops, lotto machines, jog trot, gallop, and trot: medals, medals, medals,

	 

	wherever you go, wherever you get to and from wherever you depart, whether you're expected or unexpected, travel alone or not alone, first-class, second-class,

	freezing and decay: everything can be extended into infinity,

	beyond the horizon, on out beyond this world, beyond all worlds, without goal or direction, without speed limits,

	only a fool could stand it in this bed,

	 

	a large piazza in Rome with tall columns: alleyways with people throwing up in them, pissing, nursing: beer, dog, sky, dirty rainwater funnel: never seen such eyes, such a mouth, never such a grammar, never such a condition,

	my cloak in the Lateran: my shoes stink, my face, my hands and feet: a flood of black birds above my head: the ship skeletons are crushing my ribs,

	 

	the innkeeper says, of course there are other guests here, many other guests, doubtless they're all lying in bed, what are they supposed to be doing in weather like this?, the Fräulein must be back already as well, perhaps she changed her mind and went down to the station on her own to buy newspapers,

	but then I would surely have seen her, she always goes the same way,

	oh no, says the innkeeper, she goes sometimes this way, sometimes that, whichever suits her at the moment!, it's also possible that she went by way of the farm road, by way of the new farmers' road!, that's it, could be, in that case I couldn't have seen her, too stupid of me not to take the new farmers' road, through the larch grove,

	through the larch grove, says the innkeeper, you don't see the larch grove if you go the other way, 

	has the Fräulein always stayed in the same room?, always the same, says the innkeeper, she wouldn't have any other room, you either,

	naturally, one doesn't deviate from one's accustomed ways: makes you feel put out, bad-tempered: that you avoid, you don't let yourself in for that,

	addiction to newspapers, incurable,

	 

	but you don't know that, no, how should you know that?, she always stays in the same apartment, says the innkeeper,

	apartment, what's that supposed to mean?, he's forever saying the apartment, my dear man, no, your aparment, no, never, not that, he's had the bathrooms installed because it's no good these days without bathrooms, not a single guest would come!, it had been in the works for a long time, almost all of the rooms have a bath, he says,

	such spoiled people, the thermal-cure specialists, the water-cure fanatics, the air-cure specialists for heaven's sake, no, no, no, it's definitely getting worse all the time,

	the innkeeper says, the improvements set me back a million!, he says: me!, an even million!, haha!,

	a million then, I don't see anything, only this million, that isn't much, I say,

	you can't imagine what's involved, says the innkeeper, workmen traipsing all over the building, shit all over the place, thirty people covered with shit constantly traipsing through the building, going into all the apartments,

	you'll catch your death, it's cold,

	no, no,

	oh yes,

	you have to keep after them, every single one of them, he says,

	he's making it up, making up all kinds of lies, making it up and telling the truth: you have to show the workmen how to do every little thing, that's how it is now, nobody knows how to do anything anymore, it's true, the workmen don't know their trade anymore, eating and drinking is all they know!,

	eighty-two bottles of beer a day!, he says, and often enough they can't even hammer in a nail!, the way everything's going, a mistake in the cement mix and everything comes crashing down, a broken level and everything ends up costing twice as much, three times as much, these people have no brains, everything's chipping, everything's falling down on my head!,

	 

	but then why didn't you have them put shingles on the addition?, that's too expensive, and that's what Doktor Vogl wanted too, I interrupt, I say: you have a new chauffeur, he drives extremely well, very fast, but extremely well, he has a scar on his neck, from the war, he also has a crippled foot, says the innkeeper,

	well, well,

	he has two children and he was in the SS, a man like that can't get any kind of job!, I felt sorry for him, I took him on, a spur of the moment decision!, he showed me no references at all, I barely know who he is,

	all these stranded characters, since the war,

	I just like the fellow,

	yes, says the innkeeper, that was risky, a risky undertaking: she's lost her way and climbed straight into the face of the cliff, with no way back,

	if I hadn't come along it would have been terrible, I followed her screams,

	she had pressed herself up against the cliff: utterly exhausted,

	he'll take another walk around the Gasthaus, he says, and he walks around the Gasthaus three or four times,

	 

	who cares what you do?, they let this pass muster but not this and this, they suppress everything, they always want to be able to say it depends, prefer ambiguity, double ambiguity, vagueness, something that leads to still further vagueness,

	a member over there, a member of such-and-such an association, this club, this society: that's what absorbs them, their interests: group interests, club interests, society interests,

	they take it all back the minute they discover you're a loner, they beat you on the head, dunk you in the water,

	they want success, but success without really trying, all of these sleazy characters that are now so successful achieved their successes without really working for them,

	 

	you take up an idea, you follow this idea, you lose it again, you take up a new idea, you lose it as well, etc., none of your ideas get executed, realized, only half-finished achievements lying all around you, 

	you grow weak, because you recognize weakness, 

	under pressure, exposed,

	I'm terrified when I cross the street, wherever I go, whichever place I enter: I'm terrified, I'm afraid of every movement,

	an aversion to your own body that's like a knife at your throat,

	I won't tolerate their saying I'm unbearable, I don't remotely know what they mean by that,

	suspect: they're all only obsessed with love, the more they know about illusion, the greater their compulsion to double the illusion, triple it, multiply it a thousand times,

	the teacher: my whole life I've endeavored to be closed off, inside, nothing will prevent me from not seeing anything around me at all from time to time, 

	with his cane raised in the direction of Salzburg: they all have me on their conscience, they and their offspring!, he stands up and takes his leave, leaves me sitting there, I go back into town,

	 

	the cold damp is getting to me: I'm lying on the floor and thinking of my misdeeds, of a phrase from some childhood prayer,

	 

	how far into the foreground?,

	in the courtyard that primitive's prick next to my Jewess's underslip: the image offends me: all day long I'm choking on this image, this image makes me retch: small flecks of blood,

	 

	people like me, I reflect on the way into town, have three suits: one for questions, one for answers, and one for holidays: not a whole suit, only a torn pair of trousers that's like torture: such a life doesn't hold much more than that,

	 

	you see a lot, you see a lot of ugliness,

	 

	after I've washed up, shoved my towel into my briefcase and gotten dressed again, making no allowance for this dryness left in the roof of my mouth, my pale, dry tongue, hard as a stone, she starts making accusations, she says I make life easy for myself, never think of what's next, have no idea about how and what tomorrow, day after tomorrow, have neither plans nor worries, her husband will kill me, she says, when he finds out about our relationship, he'll kill us both, the engineer, what a terrible situation I have put her in, yes, I, someday some ordinary person will tell on us, betray us: then it'll be bell for us, she says, and: people find out everything, they don't let up until they have all the dirt, her husband doesn't trust her: he's jealous, he'll kill us, he's a really violent person!, she sits down and I kiss her on the neck, we drink coffee, I eat two pieces of cake, she always has pieces of cake lying around, there's always the same smell of pieces of cake in her room,

	what I don't eat, she gives to her husband when he comes home, after I've left she airs out the room for hours, throws all the windows open, in the meantime goes to see her neighbor, she says: the work in the match factory is torturous,

	Wednesdays, Thursdays, Fridays I use the back entrance,

	all of life is a torture, she says that over and over,

	 

	I wake up in the bathtub: my face is white: I must have been lying in the tub a long time, on my left arm: with my head pressed up against the water tank: splotches of blood on the edge of the bathtub and on the stone floor: I rub down my body with the towel, try to get it warm, but it takes a long time for me to warm up,

	 

	we're all failures, in any case,

	 

	in the Volksgarten I run into the carnival owner: he's driving out to the country to check out a freak, intends to buy it, a rare specimen, there's been a rainstorm that morning, you can still smell it: we walk together for a ways: his head has disappeared into his big gray felt hat: he comes up to me without his shirt on, with a naked torso: his sunburned belly, that repels me: the beer bottle in his hand, that we both drink out of: his dog keeps jumping into the water the whole time, for the carnival owner keeps tossing out pieces of wood for him: his brown neck, on top of it his large, round, brown, sweaty head, his idiotic stubble of a beard, 

	he gets out cheese, bread, salt pork: the whole time I forget what a dreadful situation I find myself in,

	 

	suddenly the wall of people in front of me, also find myself groping in water, and immediately I know that the river has overflowed its banks, dead muskrats, rotten paper bags, ropes, rubber boots, firemen: the bloated belly of a cow in the river: uniform caps, metal helmets, shiny leather boots of policemen: everybody's forced back: nursing bottles,

	the water, which is a brown soup, high water,

	foehn: I'm in the Steinlechner Gasthaus and sit down next to the carnival hands,

	they've emptied a huge bucket of loathing onto my head,

	 

	men: worn-out creatures, talented homosexuals, lead roles in provincial theaters: nobody's aware of that: the twelve-year-olds on the street,

	 

	artistic endeavor: pure delusion on the fringe: many of them do write nevertheless, many compose, many paint, many are eccentric: carnival-stall stupidity,

	 

	plain and simple: you're altogether worthless: complicated: you're not a poet: should you do your best not to have such thoughts anymore, not explore them any longer?, best of all, stop thinking altogether,

	 

	that the ones that are highly honored and much published are sooner or later eaten up: our life is nothing, after all, but a constantly quivering, unsightly mass that reveals itself in fantastic colors: morning and evening, day and night,

	 

	but there's a dark spot: never mind: the twilight, the evening twilight loosens my bonds, releases my brain, unlocks the handcuffs in my mind,

	 

	this city's terrible climate is a result of its geographical location, and the low character of its inhabitants in every case a result of this climate: they're always afraid of discovering creatures more highly developed than they are,

	two, three shadows surface and choke me: father, mother, siblings: now I have nothing but deadly shadows against me, otherwise nothing at all,

	 

	the policeman at the station: if I go to the concerts I get two hundred schillings more a month: police band, nice to listen to: I should've kept up my drum lessons: more free time, the parade uniform with the silver buttons: the web belt embedded in his belly fat,

	through the double doors, down the station road into town: the clatter of typewriters coming out of the windows of the editorial department: I'm not going up yet: how nice it is not to be stuck in some editorial department: a piece of veal for me and my dog, the smell of the pissoir: semen-urine smell: the word lo-bo-to-my: I escaped lobotomy, a triumph,

	 

	my dog asks me questions, but I'm much too dull, after all, to be able to answer the questions my dog asks me, regarding suicide: it's not remotely a question of the few procedures, but because suicide is one of those crimes that are to be rejected unequivocally: to shut the door behind you that you've torn open: that's out of the question: just keep going, dying little by little, growing numb, and dying little by little,

	 

	no safe anchor, no landscape, the trees bare: the wind is blowing: new thoughts walking up-river,

	 

	always talking about the University Ball: explanations that don't lead anywhere: no matter where I go, where I don't go,

	 

	it's all gone again: where?, stop, slam it shut: continue this thought, kill off the other one, concentrate solely on this one thought, on the main thought, don't let it be yanked away: create positions for yourself, mark them off here, there, stop, but don't turn around, not now!, one piece of work always turns into a hundred times, a thousand times as much work: this tremendous piece of work no longer bears any relationship to the initial idea: naturally, you're bound to be misunderstood: you have to recognize that they won't understand this work even superficially: your flight into their non-recognition,

	 

	suddenly everything shrivels down into a single childhood memory: up to what point to be silent?, from what point on to be silent?, when to be silent?, when to not always be silent?, when to be silent?, when to suddenly interrupt, to stop being silent, when to stop taking anything at all into account?: formulas, proceedings, temptations: everything is suddenly inappropriate: truth, lie, misunderstanding, all become garbled when you utter them yourself,

	being drawn into art objects, into nature, nothing else, the desire to stand up and bang on the table,

	but one's comprehension is hopelessly inadequate: arrested more than once: even in the most well-ordered society the constant stumbling into the dirt,

	 

	she doesn't try to attract me with any sort of external wiles, no, she admits she's dumb: smarter than I, I am limited: I can't get along without her, she not without me: differences of the greatest subtlety, nevertheless: every more intelligent girl repels me, always has repelled me: I keep coming back to her: she's well liked by her co-workers in the match factory, thoroughly decent: they trust her,

	that's the sentence that pops up over and over again, out of which everything always develops: always the search for a brother Abel,

	 

	God knows, I say to the carnival owner, every job gives me endless pleasure, endless in my head: we're sitting in his caravan and getting drunk: the cupboard is being emptied: beer, schnaps, wine, beer again, schnaps again,

	nobody in this country cares about freaks anymore, he says: he's going to emigrate to the Australian slaughterhouses: the morning air lashes my naked body, I go straight from his place to the courthouse, a traffic accident in Bannoos is all I get,

	 

	already I'm a victim of my years,

	 

	the actor annoys me, sits down next to me, why?, to what end?, with what sort of justification?, everything he says is absurd, he has the dreadful habit all actors have of continually waving his hands around in front of the other person's face; the walk of a middle-size, fat, ill-mannered dog,

	 

	the teacher: against every one of us: the pressure against the surface, his superior's reprimand: I'm always observing: I'm on my guard: I lie in wait, until the first signs of filth are there, the proof, confirming my theory: everything is filth,

	I'll hold out until all that's left is filth: the dimwitted way of coming to terms with your surroundings,

	 

	my delight in looking at young men in worn leather suits makes me want to vomit, my pleasure at the sight of uniforms, men in uniform, which increases year by year: animal sympathy for human suffering, human ruin, human toil: groups: army, fire-department, constabulary, police: the tight trousers, organized columns of workers: the experience of other lies: people further along, debates, trains of thought, encounters: again and again I discover them stealing other people's experience,

	 

	but nothing impresses me more than order, integrity, all forms of order, all forms of integrity: what am I up to?, again and again the question, when?, I mix with people, painters, literati, students, doctors, am I crazy?, all that's been thought and made up turning into a porridge that my poor, sore head has to stir around in: who's going to indulge himself a second time in such an unparalleled abuse of humanity?,

	my neighbor abuses my Jewess with kicks, the mathematical wizard: she, pretty, unapproachable, self-sacrificing, he a cripple: at Eastertime they drive willy-nilly into the country, to a relative's at the edge of town, drink two glasses of wine, at Christmastime they lock their bodies in,

	her hair combed back, her high heels, his bald skull, deformed by some surgical procedure, she: tight skirts, tight white blouse, her doelike throat, her circumscribed habits, he: the habits of a person who's habitually ignored, whom nobody cares about, because he doesn't care about anything,

	 

	his forehead erupting with pus, his belly distended by the heat: the beer is taking its revenge on this man: figures from limbo at the intersection, the Lilliputian with his bamboo cane: the bitch at the green corner table with the glass of beer between her thighs, endless thousands of bow-legged insects, fat-bellied flies on the corpse of the summer town: witnesses to the century: their hydrocephalic faces swollen into drunken laughter: my clothes stink of me, my thoughts stink of me, my failures and my garrulousness stink of me, my lies make me heroic: keep thinking up new lies to use against you, against her, against everything and everybody: a new triumph for her despair, a new conquest, a new focus for her degenerate pain,

	 

	every woman cheats on her husband, and vice versa: this city is made for adultery, just as all the cities in the world are made for adultery: that is a capitalist, an adulterer, says the teacher, you see, he's dragging his adultery behind him down to the canal, and from there through the park to his home: into bed with his wife, who's seen through him, there she is: a long evening with nothing doing,

	 

	at the slightest jolt everything falls apart,

	 

	socialist functionaries making afternoon calls on socialist housewives and biting into socialist sausages, offered for sale to the socialists at the last minute, in socialist fashion, by the socialist cooperative society, and bought by socialist functionaries for socialist widows: socialist coffee, socialist newspapers, socialist ways of doing things in a socialist state, socialist kindergarten girls, socialist youth, a socialist bear and a fatted socialist goose and a socialist God in a socialist world, who's been appointed by the socialist government: all of this has been put up with, fostered, instigated, invented by socialist capitalists so as to make socialism detestable,

	 

	all alone, no family: banners,

	 

	the hateful party faces,

	even destroyed the rudiments of religion, always were only rudiments,

	O.T.: after ten minutes they force him down from the podium and into the background, they're wearing gray, high-buttoned uniforms, singing workers' songs, I hear them marching in step: this political speech was against all politics, against everybody, they saw that at once: what they have in mind is something that will suddenly engulf us all: communism, from which we will never awaken: after communism there aren't any reporters,

	 

	the plague of mediocrity that's spreading everywhere, even in the countryside: in the worn-out countryside: the countryside has abdicated, the people of the countryside have abdicated, country culture, country nature, country psychosis: never try to play your part there: I never entered the ring among the dead: I was always kicked around like a dog first thing,

	 

	turn everything around into its opposite, twist it: the whole of politics, which has its methods, has its way of getting what it wants, its way of cutting you down: too stressful: all that vigilance and anxiety: pretense of calm and serenity, of breeding and culture: the demoralized people who no longer come to their own aid,

	 

	still a possibility four years ago of entering into normal life as into an advanced class, but I let this idea wither away, never bothered with this idea anymore: today this idea smacks of arrogance,

	 

	you can let the spirit wither, after all, but not the feeling, the feeling for the spirit: dies off, leaves everything behind: the body never did give the spirit its due, never let it come into its own!,

	 

	he only got his job as instructor at the music school thanks to the music director's wife, whose acquaintance he made in Toscanini Park: he picked up her purse for her and then led her across the street, after she had fallen down: she asked him his name, his address, and finally what he did for a living: I'm a writer, he said: and told her what he was most interested in: music especially, theater, ballet: but all of those are only proclivities: that he has had a lot to do with music: but that he loves literature above all: he even told her the name of one writer he admires: Pascal!, he says: three weeks later he introduced himself to the conductor and immediately accepted the post he offered him at the music school: it only took him a few days to get used to the young people he was supposed to teach something to from the moment of his entry into the music school on: now I'm a professor, he said to himself, after the conductor said to him: now you're a professor!, his salary is comparable to that of a substitute mailman: but it makes it possible for him to do his work: it makes it possible for him to leave for the country once a year: to go up into the nearby mountains every now and then: I hate the city, but I need it: music professor!, he teaches how many movements make up a symphony, what counterpoint is, but above all what a libretto is, and what poets are, in his opinion, writers, useful, readable books: The Brothers Karamazov, he says, Anna Karenina,

	 

	my children are my wife's, not mine, says the teacher, I have the feeling that my children didn't get even the least little thing from me: of course not: when they cry father it startles me, but I don't want to hurt their feelings,

	your scenes, he says, suggest the onset of darkness: the theater we see is filled with people acting in such weird ways!,

	every day having to watch someone you love, something you love, being snuffed out, eradicated, that makes you bitter, young man: my wife, he says, lives in total oblivion, so she's capable of anything: get something down in my notebook: a sentence, two sentences, so that a whole world is pieced together out of these four sentences: a center, a point from which the universe can be developed: one center as opposed to all the other centers,

	it seems to me that my tendency to grovel only increases whenever I read a book, listen to music, look at a picture, he says, ten years would suffice, two years, one full year without reading, without listening, without looking: I would then miraculously find my proper relationship to literature and to painting and to music again: I won't see a play for months,

	 

	I'm silent the whole time I spend with the lady journalist, but it was only curiosity: there's nothing in her for me: there's nothing in me for her: my visits with her are a pure waste of time: suddenly it is eleven,

	so I walk through the city, which I don't have to think about anymore, because I know it through and through, every stone, every grimace, every garbage can, every glass of beer, every toilet: why does it all repel me?: a man walks along in the midst of a few million, and no one notices it: the world coalesces into a miniature edition with the face deleted: hands, feet, internal organs deformed: no regulated function any longer: the brain no longer the center of the infinite chaos,

	 

	up the boulevard, it's raining, you wade through the mud, through the piles of leaves, you don't know what to do with your body, with philosophy: all these people driven out here: the display windows are empty, the mannikins vomit,

	 

	here and there and there a chunk of skull: it's no longer discernable whose,

	 

	as I've told you already, says the teacher, there is nothing in the world, naturally including the purely conceptual realm, that is quite convincing, but you can't express it any better, make it more convincing: which leads to continual despair: a conversation with a dog, with a doctor, with a doorway, with the substance of your own brain: I know: that's not enough: I touch her and I shiver: I get up and leave her lying there like a piece of strange, dropsical flesh,

	I cover her up with her mantle of dust, leave her apartment: it doesn't even occur to me to leave her some sort of explanation,

	I'm out in the street and making great leaps that amuse me, that permit me to achieve for a minute the existence of some great bird-like creature, I'm half pig and half bird: all the way down the boulevard, up the whole length of the street,

	laughing,

	 

	the people in front of the window: characters with full bellies who beat time: have a proper father, a proper mother, a proper daughter and a proper income: because everything about them and inside them is so proper and will continue to be so proper ad infinitum, I find it impossible to have even the most superficial dealings with them anymore: they're just as dead to me as I am to them: in the sense that I must bridge across them in order to be able to think: nevertheless there is a great difference between the one and the other,

	suddenly I definitely find myself no longer taking notice, no longer believing, no longer existing: for my part, I act out of self-interest: so: I defend myself against everything,

	defends herself against everything, even defends herself against men, though she knows that there's nothing she likes better than men, if he marries her, she thinks, she'll feel reinvigorated, or conversely, tired: I've come down in the world, I can't buy myself anything, I don't know anything anymore: or better: I don't know what I want anymore: dirty thoughts on the curb: reduced work week, extended Sundays, forty-hour week, holiday credits,

	ultimately she's growing old, and the only thing she wants to do is grow old with him: primitive thoughts with big potential: she knows what it's like to lie in bed with him, she complicates everything, but she'll be able to hold her own: for fifteen years she's been standing in the souvenir stand at the railway station, her house: garden, dishes, bedding, furniture, these make her humdrum body more valuable: she's always offered herself for sale, but always way at the back, so nobody sees her: as a child she was taken into the woods by an older man: that left her afraid: until she was sixteen, then no longer,

	 

	I'm the ghost of her sadness: on my way home I carry the tripe for my dog in a paper bag: I can't picture either of my parents any more, I think, they've begun to dissolve, neither of their faces is all there any longer, I can't even see the part of one of their faces that is all there: now only how they walked, how they talked, but even that is no longer certain,

	 

	no money, nothing drives a man crazier: not being able to do anything about it because you have a job like you do, a boss like you do, live in a bankrupt country like you do: in the night I'm forever repeating to myself my thesis about no money, which ruins a man, destroys him,

	 

	when he arrives at the Gasthaus he can't see the Fräulein anywhere, the innkeeper is sitting in the big armchair, jumps up, says the Fräulein went up to her room, ran up, that he called something after her, but she didn't pay any attention, though she must have heard him, she heard me, he says, that I know, I'd rather wait down here in the lobby, though it's still an hour until dinner, I won't keep sitting here the whole time, but it's possible that the Fräulein will come down before then, when does she always come down for dinner?

	that depends, sometimes earlier, sometimes later, yes, yes, didn't she ask about me then?, inquire after me?,

	no, she ran right by, no request, nothing,

	did he notice anything special about her?, anything unusual?,

	no, no, nothing, really nothing,

	not even a spot of blood?,

	no, not even a spot of blood, nothing, you don't look too closely, after all, no, if something about a person is not as it should be, yes, that's true, I understand,

	now he's been in the Gasthaus so long already and still hasn't had a glimpse of the Fräulein,

	where the teacher might be?,

	the teacher isn't back from the station yet, he went to fetch his nephew, the new receptionist,

	a new receptionist?,

	yes, yes, it is not a job for the bellboy, after all, doorman and bellboy and waiter all at the same time, not even in such a small establishment, the teacher’s nephew is still a student, archeology, he says, 

	is the Fräulein not feeling well?,

	nothing wrong with her, no, nothing, she's perfectly healthy,

	yes, she's always been healthy, she always has a healthy look, pale, but healthy: everybody knows that every year we end up being the best of friends, she and I,

	 

	here and there and back again: down in the graves and up in the air, up in the graves, down in the air,

	that borders on heaven, on the picture I have of heaven, and of hell,

	my arms, my head, all that I am,

	without ever being able to enter heaven, without ever getting into hell, for there is no heaven or hell: to soar upward, to roll down, to fall in: be obliging, unyielding but obliging, show respect to your closest relatives, despise yourself, don't drink, don't whore around, don't smoke: praise your works wherever you go, whatever you see, and whatever you don't see: and all those in possession of body and mind and soul: praise them all through all eternity,

	 

	dead sun, dead angels over the dead cities,

	dead knowledge of my dead madness, but you can't spend all the time in such depression, I say, that's no good,

	suddenly: the black figures that take on pale shapes behind the tree-trunks, behind the wall, behind my eyes,

	 

	she: even though you dodge the priest, you don't have to dodge God: the trees are bare, the rain has drenched the countryside, the land is expressionless, desolate, and empty: nothing that could remind you of summer,

	 

	I wait at the garden gate: she doesn't want to, but she says: I want to: she wants to, and she says: I don't want to: he won't ask her, no, she says: I'll be on time!, he should wait for her,

	 

	I stood there a minute; several unfamiliar voices coming from the outdoor cafe, through the window, but they didn't interest me, the voices of guests, perhaps even the innkeeper's voice, Doktor Vogl's voice: the whole top floor is occupied: the pictures on the walls with their ruffs, cloaks, prayer-books: he goes to the window and closes it, tests the mattress with the flat of his hands, sits down, stands up again, listens, stands in the middle of the room, looks at the closed door: my suitcase still isn't unpacked: open it!, he takes out all the papers he had jammed into it that morning and piles them on the table: he's going to work well,

	 

	first thing in the morning I'll get to work, I'll start right away, he thinks, in the early fall I'll send off the manuscript: he sits down, stands up again, hangs his clothes in the armoire: warm water running: my book will come out in the winter: I'll send along an accompanying letter: make some suggestions, come up with a few good sentences, refer to this and that, not omitting the other, strike a proper tone: clear, articulate, inflexible, no digressions, courteous, point by point, brevity!, naturally I would like an appropriate royalty: my book is my revelation, I created it, I won't destroy it anymore, not now!, it leads me to a new idea, to the next one, for the sake of which the present, completed one is no longer worth anything: he reads a few lines, pages: everything is dark, silent, how good that I got away from the city of Salzburg, he thinks, people, noise, upsets, all of it left behind,

	now you can hear footsteps, and then the Fräulein is in the lobby, he follows her outside, she's been sleeping, she says, that it never happens that she closes her eyes during the day, but hardly had she lain down when she fell asleep: that's what the mountain air does to you, she starts babbling as though she were perfectly healthy, and from the sound of it she hasn't the slightest intention of ever stopping again: fatigue always drags me down, she says,

	she casts a glance to the side, whatever she sees there is precisely in accord with her expectations, her assumptions, her suggestions: a sunken, gray, intelligent face with a hawk nose: she may think of herself as an unhealthy, awkward, puzzling person: so what were you doing all the time I was asleep?, she wants to know, I occupied myself with my thoughts, 

	you have thoughts, then again you don't have any thoughts,

	I was thinking about my book, a book requires all of the thoughts you ever had,

	but that goes without saying: creating something as simple as that,

	never mind: we're going up to the asylum, aren't we!, or not?,

	yes, we're going,

	at least we agreed to go up to the asylum, she raises her arm, points off in some direction: there's where the asylum is, she says, we need to head up that way: from the top there's a wonderful view, of Schermberg, 

	they turn to the right onto the road and trudge along through the weeds as far as the stone cross,

	let's rest here, she says, please let's rest, whatever gave you the idea?, your idea, I mean?,

	I say: the idea was there, I've never had anything else but this idea: and very specific images to go with it: no sudden calling, no fate, you understand: just this idea, remarkable, says the Fräulein, remarkable, 

	the world is falling apart: nobody appreciates that in his thinking: nobody: it's falling apart, the world, 

	he turns around and says: so, now let's head up that way, otherwise we'll be climbing for an hour and still not be at the top,

	they have to work their way through a lot of brush: raspberry vines and blackberry brambles obstruct their path: he lifts everything away from her face, but does it so clumsily that she would prefer to go first: let me go in front, she says, once out in the middle of a clearing he thinks: whenever I'm fighting my way through a thicket with her I have a desire to touch her, her arm, her bare arm, a thicket can lead to something, 

	he's embarrassed now: doesn't answer,

	along the brook, the air is hot, he's gone ahead, waiting for her now: he pulls her up out of the hollow, 

	soon they're high up and looking down onto the asylum, look, she says: down there!,

	she sits down and stretches out her legs: you can hear the pounding of two men working on a roof, 

	it's pretty here, he says, and she: everything you see belongs to the asylum,

	she runs ahead, now that she's rested, as nimbly as a seventeen-year-old,

	descending is difficult for him: also he's gotten chilled: someday I'll wake up and be unable to move, be lying in bed and nobody will be able to help me, 

	the Fräulein grows smaller and smaller, she stops to sit down at the tree-trunk spring, drinks, bends over, drinks again, then runs, without paying any attention to him, into the asylum garden,

	laughter coming this way from the vegetable patch, that way: words of greeting floating upward, falling back down to earth from the trees: green, 

	he slaps at his calves with his walking-stick, 

	spurring himself forward,

	the patients are crouching, standing, leaning, lounging, lying about in the garden, they all have numbers on their backs, big white numbers you can see from afar, each number concealing the identity of the person hiding behind it,

	crawling along the ground, digging in the soil, 

	large heads, relatively small feet, sweetish smell from the direction of the fence, the smell of vegetables, the smell of the crazies,

	if I hold still they won't notice me,

	girls with long red braids,

	wolf's maw: the boy with the hump,

	they're busy pulling weeds, planting lettuces, 

	the girl has on a blue skirt, the boy a red dress, the girl slaps the boy's hands,

	they hug each other, skip around in a circle,

	 

	there, the professor!, he's here!, here he is!, she shouts, the mother superior shouts with glee, the other sisters laugh, all of them laugh, make little bows,

	he bows,

	what a wonderful surprise!, say the sisters,

	wouldn't they both like to come into the courtyard, the mother superior would be delighted to lead them through the chapel, an artist was here last year, the whole winter, lived here, restored the chapel from the ground up: our distinguished guests will be amazed!, says the mother superior,

	the Fräulein says: oh how lovely!, how enchanting!, in the entrance a girl with a pail of water comes rushing out of the darkness, both of them are startled,

	look at that: now she's laughing!, yes, she's laughing, yes, says the Fräulein, come, let's sit down on the bench,

	a masterpiece!,

	a crippled schoolboy limps across the courtyard carrying a hammer, they're all perfectly harmless, she says, they're constantly controlled by medication, 

	such calm!, such security!,

	all of them laugh at the same time,

	on top of the rise they both feel the chill, 

	my favorite cemetery, I say, she says: down there behind the Gasthaus, we can take the shortcut, 

	the appalling silence,

	the Fräulein runs through the ditch, she's taken off her shoes, I take a detour, lose her, I meet up with her again in the Gasthaus garden: I'm freezing, I say, in the middle of this scorching heat I'm freezing,

	 

	I vault over the bench,

	the Fräulein with her typical exaggeration: you're an athlete!, she says,

	 

	what a nice idea that is, I think, what a wonderful idea!, in the afternoon my fatigue rapidly gets the better of me, reaching its high point in the evening, the fatigue that comes from looking at people, from looking at commotion: people, the world, there's always commotion: the torment of commotion: once darkness falls and my fatigue lessens, the fatigue goes away: those who don't see anything don't get tired,

	 

	the vegetable man asks thirty schillings for the repair of his hunting-jacket, I say: twenty-five, I'm perfectly willing to pay twenty-five, but he won't accept that at all, immediately threatens to take me to court, to sue me: your dog made this hole, he says, be grateful that he didn't take a bite out of me!, a vegetable man is a powerful man to have against me, and in a situation like this!, so I have to pay him thirty schillings, I determine never to buy anything from him again, which is nonsense, of course, for there's nowhere else I can buy things so cheaply,

	my days are numbered, says the teacher: Perseus: who was it who chipped off his cock?, who emasculated him?, have you noticed?, Perseus in the park without a cock: his youthful brow agonizing about the world: then some afternoon somebody violated this lonely, dumb man of marble: embraced him first, then kissed him, and finally knocked off his long stone member, behind the windows: Virgil, Dante, Byron: your concepts are inadequate: what sort of monuments?, what a significant sentence this is: "the spiritus vitae is a spirit that is present in all of the body's limbs, as they are called: and in all of them it is the same single spirit, the single force, in one as in the other: and that is the highest kernel of life, from which all the limbs have their being,"

	 

	Salzburg: contemptuous of people, hostile to Protestants: unyielding black trousers outside church doors: girls in white communion dresses,

	 

	. . . attack from behind, so as to grab her hand: but she pulls it back, as though she'd been on the lookout the whole time,

	 

	you have to establish a rapport with the newspaper people, most people sleep with them: in bed all questions lose their edge: these people leaf through their fix of local glory and then wash their hands: culture editors, local editors, feature editors,

	 

	Sunday mornings: stony calm, rent by the screaming of crows, pervasive stench from the pissoirs, seeping through the sky, seeping through the poetry of the alleyways, streets, and squares,

	you go to the riverbank,

	you climb up the steps,

	for the first time in years you discover the sound of a harpsichord again from the fourth floor,

	I stand there, you know, I stop, you know, and listen to the sonata: everybody thinks I'm crazy: they simply can't believe that I'd stand still only for the sake of this sonata,

	 

	for as long as anybody can remember it's been the same: the hotheads against the cold analytical types, the cold analytical types against the hotheads,

	 

	and I've no right with my dull brain: the worthless ones, he says, are always using the phrases of the illustrious ones, have you noticed that?, the worthless ones don't have a language of their own: the afternoon is short, everything is ridiculous,

	each and every thing, no doubt about that, death alone is not ridiculous, death alone, death prohibits itself from being ridiculous: death appears,

	 

	succumb to such gossip, have to deal with such gossip, go to bed with the gossip: you will transcend such gossip, you will leave the gossip behind, the gossip will not succeed in destroying you, turning you yourself into gossip, says the teacher: you will escape such gossip: you've got to fight the gossip constantly!, you're most susceptible to gossip at your age,

	 

	an insight like this is not for everybody, not for all sorts of people: the soul I have, and the soul that I don't have: both of them do battle with me: the spirit crosses the nerves: that I deny their existence and am slowly growing old: my body forces me to believe in nothing, to deny everything: my triumphs seem ridiculous to me: all these people I've always counted on and who have always made me what I am: it is all one and the same order, every disorder is order: there are no orders,

	 

	I spoon out my porridge, at eleven o'clock I get up, get dressed, and run downstairs, upstairs, downstairs: people drag everything down into the mud, especially these people, I know because I've seen them do it,

	 

	the Fräulein says: the chauffeur,

	people who know each other well write to each other,

	 

	the drive in the car passes quickly: the tree-trunks fall away left and right,

	fine, so the Fräulein will be staying in the same room, have even more baths been installed?, five baths?, six baths?, yes, but why are you doing all this?, 

	by all means, open it all the way: the air is unbearable: ear trouble, pains in your joints, no, no, open the window all the way, by all means, a splendid car, by the way: a new model,

	though you don't notice it, the bad air is doing terrible things to your head,

	do you know Vienna, the capital?,

	you know your capital, but it has nothing to offer you except the sight of dumb, bewildered people who are only out for money, if you have money, any spot in the world is bearable,

	money, you see,

	a ridiculous nonentity,

	there are many possibilities,

	to be deeply attached to this city: the great opera divas, of course, those times are past: a politically unimportant provincial town: a museum for simpletons, an amusing place for vacationing scientists to hold conferences,

	as a progressive person?,

	no,

	now he glances into the larch grove, there, the stone cross, he sees the Gasthaus, the plane trees, the pond,

	the new chapel, the street: yes, a good driver, an excellent chauffeur,

	I love the countryside, I have always loved it,

	you have to say something, otherwise people think

	you're haughty, arrogant: or too stupid,

	an especially fine education,

	a man of my cultivation,

	gossip,

	Paris, as far as I care, London, Moscow,

	luck, that's all that matters: despite all my sorrows and

	my horrible experiences I have always had good luck: the luck of imbeciles,

	 

	now the car is crossing the little wooden bridge: the country people have always hated the city folks, you know: the farmers had their religion, the city people their nothingness, nowadays all of that has changed: both have their nothingness: the countryside doesn't have any religion anymore: we have only a world without religion: an inevitable wasteland,

	look, says the chauffeur, there's the addition,

	this addition isn't suited to the castle: you know, I say, this is precisely the altitude that isn't harmful to me,

	 

	a powerful, sun-browned neck,

	all these men have powerful, sun-browned necks like that, having a neck like that says: I'm dumb as a sheep, and strong, I love my family, my house, my yard, my shirts, my trousers, my pork roast, my mashed potatoes: a fat neck thrusting up out of the well-cut collar of a chauffeur's uniform,

	nature?, what is nature?,

	they attract me and they repel me, these powerful, sun-browned necks of uniformed, simple-minded musclemen: constabulary, police: wouldn't that have been something for you?,

	that's not for me, no,

	cedar shrubs, then silence,

	the car comes to a stop in the castle courtyard, I get out: behold, the owner immediately shakes my hand, the Fräulein is here, he says, she's not in the building just now, to be sure, she's gone for a walk, where, I don't know, but she'll be back soon: she's already expecting you, Professor,

	 

	if you don't walk a little you're stiff,

	 

	the wretched: the down-and-out: that's no fairy-tale,

	 

	I'm sitting in the courtroom and following the trial I selected, I decide to get out of the courthouse, force my way through the people, down the staircase,

	I want to take a break,

	I'm at the river,

	up on the mountain,

	back down by the river,

	I walk like that for two, three hours without having a single thought, just looking at pictures, nothing but pictures: gazing into the river: my sole amusement for weeks at a time, my only diversion, the only way of keeping myself above water,

	 

	the foehn provincials, stupidities,

	 

	at least three times a year the teacher has to undergo a complicated little bit of eye surgery: with a problem as far advanced as that and in his terrible financial situation, with such expensive specialists: by now he can only see shadows, shadows and nothing but shadows, his wife holds up her hand in front of his face, but he doesn't see a thing,

	she bores around in his brain with her drill,

	she flings a couple of insults at her children, who are running around in the meadow, orders them to come here: Sunday afternoon stroll: she boxes the children's ears, for no reason at all distributes blows instead of apples until she gets tired: you're turning out to be nothing but pigs, she says: they hear a bell-clapper strike: then the desolation spreads out above their midsummer heads,

	the teacher says: the world is tiresome, the world is tiresome when there are two of you and it's tiresome alone,

	he stretches out the word cynic so far that it finally snaps,

	God is a great cynic, he says, God is a lie,

	and to his wife: why aren't you guiding me?, I can't see anything, can't you see that I can't see anything?,

	 

	cy-ni-cism: in this town it has special ways of expressing itself, everything about these people and inside these people is cynicism: if there is a hell, which I don't believe, for afterward there's nothing, no heaven either, but if there's a hell, this is the model for it: this town is hell,

	 

	the warm days of summer and the cold days of winter, all these festivities, they only serve to disguise this hell,

	 

	mornings I spend in the coffee-house, afternoons in the courtroom, or vice versa,

	the trade-school teacher shows up, 

	the police commissioner's widow,

	the man who squires young Englishwomen around, 

	linen trousers, linen coat, straw hat, raffia bag: set in motion by some sort of chaos, all of these people are rushing into some other chaos,

	as far as the Getreidegasse,

	 

	one day you fall down and you're dead,

	 

	the motorized horde of policemen,

	automatically all the people remove their hats, even stop swearing as a matter of course: but I never take off my hat, and I don't refrain from using a single swearword,

	 

	the word president causes them to become for minutes at a time the refuse of their race, for decades, for centuries they become refuse: of their own race: the teacher leaves and the actor arrives: the actor can't stand the teacher, the teacher can't stand the actor: as long as they live, the teacher was saying, people keep looking for someone to tell them the truth, but as we know there's no such thing as truth, hence no one to tell it, not even the opposite of truth, they all transgress against God, against their concept of God, for even I have a concept of God, even though it's only a concept, says the teacher,

	 

	regarding P.: one evening the waiter said to her that he hadn't brought her into the refreshment room for nothing, naturally, without ulterior motives, gotten her the job, not for nothing!, he repeated, not for nothing, no!, oh I see, yes, so that was the first night they slept together,

	nothing wrong with that, it's perfectly immaterial who sleeps with whom, what sort of a person with which person, no, no,

	I don't like it when you reek of the refreshment room, he told her, and bought her new clothes: he barely gives her time to get undressed: he starts feeling her over with his eager fingers the way you size up a piece of livestock,

	one day she's seized with a tremendous loathing, and she determines to break off with him, even at the risk of losing her job, she says simply: I don't want to any longer!, but it doesn't do her any good, the waiter keeps after her: what about the new clothes?, the new shoes?, and the new blouse?, and the chocolates?, and the movie tickets?, her parents?,

	so she yanks the immersion heater out of the water and presses it deep into his face,

	once we've found somebody that we go to bed with, often that happens very quickly, always just when we think we'll never find anybody, but once we've found somebody, as I was saying, we act as though we owned him, as though he belonged to us, we surround him with walls, high walls, infinitely high walls, imprison him, cement up his spirit, his feelings, most of all we'd like to kill him: years later this same person doesn't mean a thing to us: we've forgotten him,

	I'll bring you a ham sandwich, said the innkeeper,

	I unpack my things and distribute them about the room,

	the innkeeper is back with the ham sandwich, I say: I did send a telegram, yet my instructions weren't carried out, but I don't wish to waste another word on this matter, you knew I was arriving, didn't you?,

	but of course, yes,

	now you're here,

	now I'm here,

	in the case of such a good guest, says the innkeeper,

	an excellent trait,

	that sort of attitude leads to the abyss,

	what nonsense,

	it's a fact: the clericals make the greatest mistakes,

	the socialists are what's ruinous,

	coalition?, the Church?, what kind of lies those are!,

	these two trials,

	the instinct of the masses,

	a swindle, one gigantic swindle,

	for the voting masses,

	an astronomical number,

	the Church: hoodwinks the mediocre, the common people, the ones without talent,

	you're right there!, and there!, and there!, the root lies much deeper: in agriculture,

	the clericals strengthen the communists, the communists the socialists, the liberals the clericals, all together they're leading us to communism, no system,

	a miserable sonofabitch, a pimp, a travesty, a catastrophe who'll have their heads, all of them, protests?, demonstrations?, placards?, banners?, immobility of the underground, that's thanks to the bargains made between W. and K. and S. and TZ., this vile A. with his vile trick, the missions, the diplomatic parties, the formalities, Europe on her funeral pyre, 

	what would you say to our drinking a glass of vermouth?,

	of course,

	down in my room,

	they raise their glasses and drink, continue: estate tax, Church tax, property tax, culture subsidy, all that stinks to high heaven,

	our country, ridiculous: a tiny smudge on the map, nothing but a tiny, musical smudge,

	 

	breakfast isn't until seven o'clock, but I can have my coffee as early as six,

	this sudden appetite, the sudden restlessness, this sudden fever in my head, in my legs, in my whole body,

	this shortness of breath in the morning, how will I pass the time?

	the path around the pond?,

	making notes?,

	visiting the gardener?,

	the thought: and N. is supposed to have been created by God?, no, not she,

	force the gardener into the shed ahead of me for my amusement: use him for my pleasure?,

	I walk into the woods, walk in and come out again: a tragedy, that's what life is, a tragedy that can't be stopped, featuring a few ridiculous characters,

	along the road a ways, no place in mind, aimless,

	what's a person supposed to do: until breakfast?, what?, how's a person supposed to occupy himself?,

	how about a walk to the stone cross, says the innkeeper,

	always this stone cross,

	walk down to the stone cross, take the shortcut through the larch grove, that way you'll be back in time for breakfast,

	oh yes, to the stone cross, of course,

	he sets out, leaving it all behind: everything is here again, keeps his arms crossed behind his back and his walking-stick dangling from his fingers,

	I'll be back in an hour, in an hour the Fräulein will be up for sure,

	in an hour they'll all be gathered around the breakfast table,

	in an hour I'll be working,

	in an hour I'll have thought through this idea, thought through it from front to back, thought through it the way you swim through something, I'll have swum through this idea the way you swim through a river, a raging river, a raging torrent, thought through it,

	yes, fall,

	winter,

	he stumbles out onto the road,

	an ice-cold wind is blowing,

	that was a terrible night,

	he should have dressed more warmly,

	but he's not about to turn back now,

	nonsense,

	if a person walks a ways, disregarding his heart and lungs: if a person walks through the wet countryside for a couple of hours and doesn't wish to end up anywhere, ever,

	immediately he begins to perspire,

	now he's hot, unbearably hot,

	a cold blast of wind out of the gorge,

	my health is so fragile that it only requires the slightest provocation and I collapse,

	it only requires a single, ridiculous provocation,

	so?, nothing but days of leave-taking, nothing but days of leave-taking around me,

	the heat and the cold will combine and simply knock me down, into my grave,

	if you don't defend yourself,

	people are more susceptible the older they get,

	if I don't finish the manuscript,

	a ridiculous incapacity in my incapacitated brain,

	ultimately it's all over,

	the year's been flung onto the dungheap,

	your whole life has been flung onto the dungheap,

	everything's been flung onto the dungheap and is beginning to stink, fouling everybody's air,

	oh yes, my wasted imagination,

	nonsense, babble,

	all these many long, difficult years,

	have deceived me, have tricked me, are making fun of me, spitting on me, the way you fling some stinking scrap onto the dungheap,

	the cataloguing of the loner's misdeeds,

	with absolute murderous intention,

	with absolute irresponsibility,

	reconstructing and subtracting and grafting and feeling no compunction, piling them up and rolling them together and turning them into some ridiculous object,

	 

	around the courthouse for the sixth or seventh time, I've put on my heavy winter coat, and am carrying a verse in my head, a line of verse, one that could be made into a poem,

	I'll pull out all my stops: I will succeed, make myself unpopular,

	a cold wind is blowing, trains draw across the bridge, the river is black, the trees are black, my brain is black, I've raised the collar of my coat, but I can still see what's in front of me perfectly well: so what?,

	my whip lashes into their faces and tears them to shreds, my air whip, my air whip made of leather, into their bloated smirks,

	enough to strike terror into heaven itself: I strike at the flesh with my crippled hand, and the flesh explodes!, once again I count the fenceposts: onetwothree-onetwothree-onetwothree, counting fenceposts like this is driving me mad, driving me crazy,

	fabric shop, bookshop, butcher shop, Gasthaus,

	I'll go inside and have a drink,

	I'm shivering like a dog,

	I sit down,

	I study the people,

	I study their bags,

	I study the tassels, the edgings, study the manure and the scum, all the repulsive details,

	the formalities under the tables and the formalities above the tables,

	my God, I sit down,

	my fat dog, my poor dog, sit!,

	my mongrel dog left all alone,

	 

	gas, light, heat, bread, milk: a great wave of price increases will sweep across the country and ruin everything, rip it apart, ruin it, destroy it, grind it to dust, a gigantic wave of price increases, a colossal wave of price increases,

	 

	here they are in their green uniform jackets, their black guard-captain's trousers, their dapper shirts with the wide collars, their dapper caps, their dapper holsters, their dapper policemen's two-fistedness: surmounted by their pimply faces in this morning hell: their jury trial-room strap belts gleaming on their bellies,

	their trousers too big, their hands too long, their heads those of imbeciles,

	 

	big men ready for sentencing: tight-fitting woolen vests, by nature opposed to the whole police rigmarole, our keepers of the civil peace who stink to the skies, their sweaty, tight-fitting stupidity, 

	necks: the smooth skin of young breeding-pigs: they all have this same cloying odor, this Tyrolean loden body stench: big washrooms: let's go!, let's go!, let's go!, until finally they're led to their morning's gorging on fatwurst,

	 

	suddenly the brewery truck stops in front: two men in blue caps start rolling down kegs that turn to thunder when they hit the floor,

	 

	when the trial is ended I write my article,

	I have my dog sitting on my feet,

	I spend the evening with the lady journalist: she's cooked us some sort of a spicy rice dish that burns my stomach and my tongue and everything I have to say: I stuff myself, she tells me to finish all of it: eat it all up!, she says,

	I eat it all up, notice how like an animal I am when I eat, gulp everything down, after all those Gasthaus meals I eat three times as much as you're supposed to on such an occasion,

	as though I were nothing but a lust for eating, and drink as though I were nothing but a lust for drinking,

	I eat three times as much, four times, ten times as much,

	I apologize, she says: but you eat perfectly normally, you eat very nicely!,

	Bach is the greatest of all, she says,

	Mozart, I say,

	Bach, Mozart, Bach, Mozart: Bach!, the Age of Bach, I say, the Age of Bach lay hold of all of them, like a sickness, the Age of Bach lay hold of all of them: Mozart's the one, Mozart, she fills my glass for the twelfth time,

	 

	this Doktor Vogl, says the innkeeper, has recently, he doesn't say: three years ago!, recently, he says, this Doktor Vogl has acquired an interest in my property; he doesn't say: everything I ever owned has belonged to this Doktor Vogl for a long time now, no, he says: I'd like it if you'd come hunting with us next week, we're doing our usual bit of pheasant hunting, you know, we only shoot a few pheasants, nothing else, no, I've never seen a pheasant before, I haven't been thinking about the pheasants this year either, no!,

	the teacher's nephew has settled in here quite nicely, don't you think?,

	yes, yes, that goes quickly, says the innkeeper,

	that means some time off for you,

	work never hurt anybody, work never did young people any harm, no, he says, on the contrary!,

	get them in harness, absolutely right, young people need to be harnessed!,

	what sort of notions these young people have!,

	yes, what sort of notions!,

	modem notions!,

	murder!, mayhem!, money!,

	yes!,

	what will we be having for lunch?,

	I haven't seen the menu yet,

	and what the new water main cost?,

	the council had it put in, but didn't increase the rates,

	no rate increase?, the council?,

	no, no rate increase,

	no rate increase for the water main,

	the new finance minister,

	the new justice minister,

	the new education minister,

	the new culture minister,

	the new agriculture minister,

	they all repel me: all civil servant mentalities have always repelled me,

	and then: what are you writing just now?,

	 

	bridge the void that has arisen between two people in conversation by destroying the one person's notions, completely destroying them, smashing them with a hammer,

	 

	I enter the vegetable shop and start thinking about the people who buy vegetables and about the people who sell vegetables: there are no families anymore, 

	only live-in arrangements,

	rail and postal workers credit unions,

	travel associations,

	limited philosophy partnerships,

	literature societies,

	smoked-meat societies,

	turnip cooperatives' societies,

	burlap bag associations,

	legal societies,

	weed-killing societies,

	societies for the praise and adoration of God: spare parts heaped on top of each other in some giant spare-part warehouse: a huge pile of shit for a world,

	 

	get through this quagmire by thinking clearly,

	 

	one man blackmailing another, the teacher said, practically all that's left are blackmailers and their victims, the entire edifice of the state consists solely of blackmailers and their victims,

	 

	I hang up my clothes on the windowframe to air out, my smell disappears, then the minute I put them on again they stink of me: I mend the trousers that I tore, I go to the shoe-repairman's, I go to the baker's, to the butcher's: how my dog struggles to keep from leaping at the cutlets,

	 

	I am garbage,

	 

	she doesn't even turn on a light when I come, she doesn't want any light anymore, she doesn't want to see anything anymore, she doesn't even turn on a light when I'm getting dressed again: my engineer is coming home tomorrow, she says,

	 

	into the woods with the teacher's children, we spread out a blanket, sit down on this blanket, and gaze into the darkness: we roll the blanket up again and drive home: my tragedy: ridiculous,

	 

	the dog keeps biting into the piece of meat hanging in the attic until I vomit: I've lost patience with him: behind my back the customs officer's pistol with the safety off, in front of me the gravel pit: I wake up: it was a bad dream: in the slaughterhouse they find that my dog eats too much,

	 

	I go home dejected, the editors don't need me today, they don't need me tomorrow either, or the day after tomorrow,

	despair like that bumping up against such philistines whenever it leaves the house, says the teacher, will inevitably lead to the abyss, down into the pit, says the schoolteacher: I no longer remember just when I met D., but you must know that I was still a very young man at the time,

	 

	that was a great mistake, that was perhaps the greatest

	mistake, the greatest mistake of all!,

	yes, such exaggeration,

	extreme irresponsibility,

	excessive demands,

	here they belong,

	not there,

	anyway, everything went wrong of course, 

	be glad you don't have kids,

	the spirit as such spreads nothing but lies, you understand of course: the spirit itself is the lie, is the beginning of all lies,

	 

	the traditional, the old-fashioned, the stagnant, the long endured: only makes sense when something is added, when something is constantly being added, otherwise it all makes no sense,

	 

	the capabilities of character: matter of approach, matter of sheer feeling, if nothing is added: education and this nonsense of historical knowledge: none of that helps at all,

	but naturally my comments are valueless,

	 

	I sit down on the curb: it's no main street, but even so!, do the people have to stare at me!, so I'm sitting down!, it's a street in which I am sitting with a lot of people around!, I make fools of all of them!,

	 

	they're wondering about my state of mind, this ridiculous person, this ridiculous courtroom-reporter fellow!, this limping animal at the intersection: the profound curse they reserve for the cultivated: Professor!: I'm the dog I'm a heavy, puffed-up crow

	there's nobody I want to see now!, half the night in the Gasthaus garden: black as pitch: a few roofs: tops of trees, iron bars: am I the underfed creature?,

	the scrap of meat?,

	the table upside-down: scraps of paper, umbrellas, left behind by some party: the tram-conductor's vest under the table,

	what if I pick up this umbrella and this vest and dance around on the table with them!, I open this umbrella, slip this vest over my head,

	I'm freezing: my feet are stiff, my poor head's a block of wood, my joints are cracking!, all in all I'm something torn out of a joke book!,

	my whole head is one beer head!, a grease head!, a pus head!, a cheese head!, a pickle head!, pickle head!, pickle head!, pickle head!,

	 

	in the courtroom until two in the afternoon: one person presenting guidelines, another who's good at conjecture, others who've hired expert opinion: the public prosecutor and the fraudulent agent of industry who's headed for the penitentiary: the two courtroom guards grab hold of him, hit him on the head, and shove him down the jailhouse steps: he's escaped from the world easy as pie,

	 

	I do my work carefully, but I couldn't care less about the newspaper,

	the huge woman behind the buffet counter is trapped in her own fat: encased in it like a country sausage: wears a moustache,

	convict suits: crying fits,

	this place is a real eyesore, the courthouse, I say, something uniquely ugly about it, the whole building's a disgrace to the city, the courthouse, the lawyers standing around can hear me, even the chief justice can hear me, since I first set foot in this building it's never had any repairs or a new coat of paint: the whole war's still present in this building, all its ugliness!, then somebody says, but the state doesn't have any money!,

	the state, I say: the state's a big piece of shit!, I know that that's brave of me, what I just said, it's a brave thing to say something like that in such surroundings, but it's also ridiculous, yes, it is much more ridiculous to have said it, to have said that in such surroundings, I finish my glass and I'm already out on the street,

	 

	the editorial people say: your dog's polluting our air!, I tell the economics editor: you're polluting my dog's air!, what do I care about these people?, what do they care about a tragedy?, what do they care about a bankrupt soul?, a man facing ruin thanks to mismanagement?,

	 

	eviction, says the high-school teacher, you know what that means?, that means I have to get out along with my children and with my wife and with all the rubbish I still possess, get out into the street: this is my undoing!, now I'm done for: read this piece of paper, this silly piece of paper!, it's an eviction notice, E-VIC-TION and NON-COM-PLI-ANCE, you know what that means?, non-compliance, there's a word that makes the blood run to your head, forcible eviction in case of noncompliance!, that means they're throwing me out: eviction, forcible eviction in case of non-compliance!, that same afternoon I hear somebody calling from the other side of the street: hallo, my young friend!, and somebody's hugging me, and the old man says: voided, he says only the one word VOIDED, the word VOIDED hops back and forth between us: the cancellation has been voided,

	 

	a black wall with rain gushing out of it: four, five people sitting in a streetcar: schoolchildren: heads like fleas: the signal chain clanking in the conductor's booth,

	 

	brutality: when they're crowding into buses: suddenly you know what people are really like: the shoving back and forth: the unyielding mass of bodies: the brutality of city-dwellers is just as repulsive as the brutality of country people: crowds of city people have different color values from those of country crowds: the colors of city-dwellers are primitive: the colors of country people: naive,

	 

	no one knows my situation: this thought keeps me above water,

	 

	my feverish, obtuse, ice-cold head, which is being plunged into the organ music of the Franciscan church: Pergolesi: Stabat mater,

	 

	my schoolmate: wife, two kids, fire-department job: as though he's achieved everything, and I haven't achieved anything at all, as though he can see by looking at me that I haven't achieved anything: and I can see by looking at him that he's achieved everything: the phrase fire-department job depresses me,

	 

	may be that even tomorrow I'll be sitting on the criminal's bench, I have all the qualifications, we all do: rightly sitting in one of our notorious workhouses: in Stein, in Suben,

	some little illegality is my undoing, some irregularity, something I wasn't aware of, some sexual offense: in this city: the most artistic monument to prostitution in the world!, I'm not a city person and I'm not a country person, I offend wherever I go,

	 

	for whom you wouldn't lift a finger,

	at night I climb down into the tombs, have conversations, my little chats, my heart-to-heart talks, I introduce my wedge of conversation into their bitterness,

	 

	summer arrives with a lot that's unbearable, I've already seen this unbearable stuff before: in the wintertime,

	I display myself, make a fool of myself, I display my ridiculous life, my low-brow amusements, my stock of Bible sayings, my country-bumpkin obtuseness,

	 

	everybody's poised above the abyss: but some people are always managing to shove the others over the edge: you can't postpone your being shoved over until you've finished living, that isn't permitted, that would be a lie, that would be impertinent, that would be idiotic,

	 

	it's the abyss that keeps us all alive, only the abyss,

	 

	around four o'clock I hear my Jewess outside my room: I get up, go out, calm her down, tell her she shouldn't worry about her husband's sneaky ways, tell her to ignore him: ignore him, I tell her, ignore his vulgar mind, his obscene body, but she doesn't understand me, she has no idea what I mean: belt him one, I tell her, so that he doesn't keep banging away at you all night,

	death penalty the problem of the death penalty back and forth: I fall asleep around six: by eight o'clock I'm already on the opposite bank, looking back at the dark rooftops,

	 

	the Fräulein's downstairs, she's been standing in front of the gate for a while, I go right up to her: were the two of us, the innkeeper and I, playing chess last night?, yes, we were playing chess, two games,

	who won?

	the innkeeper won, the innkeeper won the first game, I almost could have won the second one, 

	and then we talked until two o'clock in the morning, man talk, she says,

	by then we're already seated at the breakfast table,

	the postal superintendent hit me on the head, he hauled off and hit me on the head, if the postal superintendent had beaten me up I wouldn't have had a witness, nobody was around, the assistant naturally took the postal superintendent's side, what would you expect?, everybody who belongs to the same organization sticks together, after all, I considered writing the postal minister, but then I decided not to, yes, I decided not to do it, in this case it would have been a waste of effort and money, like throwing them out the window,

	Doktor Vogl, who's sitting at the end of the table, says: but you must write the postal minister!,

	no, no, I have experience in dealing with inferior persons!, and anyway I really don't wish to waste another word on this business: it's hard on my nerves, and nobody cares about it: who cares if somebody's been hit on the head?, who indeed?,

	the whole business is disgusting, of course,

	my head still hurts,

	meanwhile the innkeeper has brought in tea,

	also coffee, cocoa,

	my dear Professor, says the Fräulein, if you feel like it, let's leave right after breakfast, I have something I want to show you,

	fine, agreed, let's go,

	he eats a few slices of white bread that the Fräulein has spread with butter and marmalade,

	the Fräulein says: didn't you lose your handkerchief?, a handkerchief?, my handkerchief?, but where?,

	out in the lobby!, she shows him his handkerchief: surely that's the professor's handkerchief, this bloodstained handkerchief, how on earth could he have lost it,

	I lost it this morning: I wanted to go out, leave the building, and I bumped into something, I bumped into something hard in the lobby and began to bleed, my God, how clumsy of me, trying to get out, to find the wall niche, I can't show you the wound, not now, 

	I have the feeling she doesn't believe me: something exciting!, something exciting!, she suspects something exciting!,

	no, no!, no really, not now, it was a terrible night, I couldn't manage to breathe anymore,

	I hurt myself and lost this handkerchief,

	she said that first thing this morning she had found the handkerchief under the wall niche,

	the wall niche?, yes, that rusty iron hook!,

	but she doesn't believe me, not yet!, she doesn't believe me,

	in front of the gate then?,

	no, behind the gate, though of course you could also say: in front of the gate,

	in front of the gate: fallen down, landed on the floor, lay sprawled there, but she can't laugh, no, she can't laugh, normally she'd be laughing: but now she suspects something exciting!,

	 

	this accumulation of errors: symptoms of some terrible sickness that has broken out with lightning speed: their need for crones: but they already started attacking me in grammar school: my head lying in its own blood on the stone slab in the gym: the stream of childish tears that floods the house and the garden and the whole landscape: my unfortunate parents,

	 

	this horrible situation: take a trip somewhere: I squeeze my suitcase closed, unpack everything again: I'm visiting the carnival owner: apes, chimpanzee milk glistening in the sun: visiting the "woman with the one-eyed head,"

	 

	now: who wants to cry now over a joke like that?, I say to this girl, now?, over such a joke,

	I call out to the people, but the people don't hear me, the people disappear, everything's gloomy: the rustling in the trees: headaches, that promptly cause me to run out of the courthouse again: the onanism of the cultured, whenever you open the newspaper: makes you sick: the word soul: result of specific streams of air, nothing else,

	what limited people I'm forced to spend my days with, my weeks, my months and years,

	during the morning I get a real attack: out of the courthouse, out of the artificial light and onto the street: suddenly I fall down: I can't get my breath anymore: up to the editorial offices, I dictate my report, line by line behind the secretary's back while she makes noises with the tips of her shoes: long four-line, five-line, fourteen-line sentences, held together by two colons,

	 

	Sir!, says the waiter, and I reply: I am not to be addressed as Sir, not so long as you address all of these other people with Sir: he retreats to the toilet and comes out again without having washed his hands,

	 

	I too am but an ordinary consumer of everyday life, but I don't wish to be addressed as Sir by all of these people who have no idea what a Sir is,

	 

	historical concepts for their conversations: their life of quotations: that they're worth something, the facts that they think had some influence on their organs, facts that they dream about: professorial chatter about the past,

	 

	and you with your shared past, the central point from which the ruin takes its start,

	 

	spectacle wearers: why?, everybody who wears glasses is despised: whenever they give a party, they do so for a reason, before they've even decided whether to give this party or that, without any ulterior motives, without any meanspirited ulterior motives: you'd be a fool to believe it!, they're in the grip of their professions, their families, their construction costs: it's nothing but one great deformity: the bailiffs of the spirit are at work: their clamor shatters my eardrums: my intestinal walls know God, my intestinal walls alone know God, yes, my intestinal walls,

	 

	desolation, torment: the look of death,

	I'll write an article: On My Country!, On My Countrymen!, so that they can read what they're good for!, absurdities,

	so as to strangle me,

	I'll be on the lookout,

	the teacher: his abscess turns healthy chunks of flesh into putrefaction: the unbearable stench in his room: on the way home, falling autumn leaves,

	 

	my Jewess is crouched behind the syringa bushes, I have the feeling that if I talk to her she'll fall apart: even today the only thing you can compare a person like that to is a rose, yes,

	 

	once I get together two, three major articles I won't have anything to worry about anymore: I'm not afraid any longer: not afraid of what?,

	the images shift, the moon, gray, dead,

	 

	soil: eruption of limbs, the dead spirit, Institute for Soil Culture,

	 

	my discontent drives me through the streets and makes me say meaningless words to meaningless people, 

	what I discover, I discover in myself, that's the supreme commandment, but is even that correct?: clutch life to yourself these few moments a year,

	my dog creeps up to me, crawls up to my chest, but I shove him away: the deep, painful wound he gave me in the night has stopped bleeding: now he wants to lick it clean for me, no,

	because I'm so upset,

	my dog knows perfectly well that he gave me this wound: he wants to lick it clean, I won't let him,

	 

	fed up with everything: I pick them up and fling them away, pick them up again: my poor little megalomaniacal head: these thoughts in my head, these splinters of thoughts, these scissors of thoughts, these knives of thoughts, these razors of thoughts,

	 

	my Jewess must have seen what kind of state I'm in, after all, you don't just leave a person lying there in such a state, what would she be thinking of if she left me in such a state?,

	you catch your death,

	I'm now walking between the firs, I'll soon be out on the new road,

	what?,

	that's not the thinking of a Samaritan, no,

	she's making fun of me,

	she, of this ridiculous, uninspired, tedious, untalkative professor, part-time instructor at the Mozarteum,

	 

	two people are coming this way from the Gasthaus: the innkeeper, the real-estate agent, the two of them headed down to the station,

	he hides behind a tree and waits until they've gone by, hops out,

	they're not looking back, no, they're not looking back, I could have asked the two of them if they've seen the Fräulein anywhere,

	 

	the Fräulein: never mind: perhaps she went a different way, or isn't even back yet,

	she's stood him up,

	she was tired, she wanted to get back to the Gasthaus, to her room, right away, this heat!, he races head over heels to the Gasthaus and goes inside,

	he'll have a cold wash and then have them place a chaise longue out in the garden, he'll have the chaise longue placed as far away from all the people as possible,

	the chaise longue will be so far away from all of them that no one can see me: I'll nap on the chaise longue until suppertime, perhaps even past suppertime,

	 

	now I'm at the cedar bushes,

	if I drink a sip of water now it'll be my death: he restrains himself and doesn't drink,

	he strikes at the snakeweed with his stick,

	just like that, there are thousands of figures, separating and reforming: that distort our horizons: leaps, omissions: cut the world into pieces,

	loathing for objects that we take hold of and weigh and measure, for the word FACTORY, for the word VICTORY, everything you can see through, loathesome!,

	in the distance the innkeeper's car is sending up dust, here's the Fräulein!, she hooks his arm with her walking-stick, has he been talking with Doktor Vogl?, no, he still hasn't spoken a word with Doktor Vogl, what sort of a doctor is this Doktor Vogl anyway, he'd like to know,

	anyway he doesn't like talking to people who've suddenly come into money, God knows how, and equally suddenly a doctor's degree,

	money proletariat, he says,

	yes, that's obvious: a person can size up another person in a second,

	ah ha!, Doctor of Jurisprudence!, the cheapest doctorate they market: the universities spit them out at giveaway prices,

	a speculator, says the Fräulein,

	yes, a speculator, a loathsome speculator,

	 

	the English intelligentsia, nowadays everything depends on it!, she says, the generation that's been so gloriously united is starting to fall apart,

	I can say with confidence: three-fourths of mankind despise the remaining fourth of mankind: no?

	think of the landscape, of the mountains: all of that exceeds one's wildest imagination: but don't forget: a museum!, it's nothing but the anti-spirit that's taking over here,

	 

	Doktor Vogl: smooth, stupid face, short legs, ice-cold jowls,

	 

	isn't it too warm for you here?,

	the innkeeper comes and asks whether he should bring some cider,

	I'm paying,

	along the road to the stone cross: the soul, says the Fräulein, what is it?,

	what goes on inside a person without any rhyme or reason,

	 

	air is streaming in!, what air!, the air is streaming in and waking everybody up!,

	I take a few steps, then: so you study archeology?, with whom, then?, ah ha!, Professor Tu, a distinguished man, extraordinary ideas, a well-to-do wife, elegant man, much-traveled man, noble science!, yes, the innkeeper's nephew feels the same way, in the two years he's been in Vienna he's come to think of it as home: made contacts for the future: an ancient city for good-for-nothing young people,

	 

	do you also go to the National Library a lot?, 

	oh yes, he sits there every day for three or four hours, and manages to forget all the dreadful things, all the ridiculous things around him,

	the National Library itself, those were architects!, and then: I'd like to walk a little,

	the innkeeper's nephew picks up my walking-stick, which had slipped out of my hand,

	thanks,

	how many pairs of shoes to you have to shine then?, yes, how many pairs of shoes?

	maybe seventeen or eighteen pair: a job that doesn't take the least bit of skill or intelligence, but not to be put down, no, on the contrary, it gives him a sense of pleasure,

	yes: to do something with your hands first thing in the morning and not your brain!,

	down the street, along the wall of the Gasthaus to the stone cross: the time you have available is the least amount of time imaginable,

	the few years,

	the few days,

	these worthless people!, no,

	 

	on the way back: what can I still accomplish?, all the way along the village wall to the greenhouse; the gardener shows me the cactus: the miracle of blossoming, in the evening I see the gardener's nephew in his grayish green hunting uniform beneath the chandeliers in the lobby: everything rests on deception: one thing just like another: I decide to sit down in one of the two big armchairs in the lobby,

	 

	the thermometer goes down to thirty-seven, forty degrees, which fills the whole valley with wintry cold: the innkeeper is taking a hot-water bottle along, says the receptionist, even the Fräulein is taking a hot-water bottle,

	no, I'm not taking any hot-water bottle!, to have a hot-water bottle, no, of course I'm not taking any hot-water bottle, you're to wake me at six-thirty in any case, write that down, otherwise you'll forget: I wish to be awakened at six-thirty,

	how depressed I am: now I have every reason to ask the innkeeper for one more glass of vermouth,

	 

	which reminds all of us of some time or other that is past: our youth,

	a long afternoon,

	above the bridge: storm clouds: children in the boat below: loud laughter,

	 

	frozen ponds: the dog, the damp bread,

	my heart is freezing: my streets, my woods, the things I've left undone: which fling me onto my bed: my restlessness: which drives me outside and into one Gasthaus after another,

	cold and restlessness are working against me and hurting me with their blows,

	so that some morning it will collapse, kill me,

	time has passed through me and distorted my abilities: devalued this notebook: my sorrow, as though I had said something that presupposes that I know what the soul is: without this discovery something much greater: there are only three: all of them are destroying me,

	 

	the great advantage of the Gasthaus is that it's close to where all the tramlines intersect,

	will you be going swimming today?, taking a dip in the pond?,

	toward evening: afterward I'll sleep like a stone, 

	what kind of people does she have in the city?, what sort of social life does she lead,

	and he?

	my God, nothing but your average people, relatives,

	people who don't interest me at all, who are associated with the welfare office where I work, 

	the people you imagine are different from the people that really exist, she says,

	there are times when you need people,

	at the crucial moments you don't need anybody at all, when you leave, they say nasty things about you, they slander you, smear you with all manner of filth, 

	the truth is, you sacrifice time, money, and love to these people: that's the truth: people are such a burden!,

	 

	come on, stand up, let's go!, she says,

	look, a pheasant!,

	some kind of fat, greenish-black bird is hopping along the edge of the woods, we head back,

	who'll mend your trousers then?,

	he'd given them to the maid, he said,

	then who'll mend things for him back in Vienna!, put everything in order?,

	I say: the most important thing is my book, not the Demokratische Volksblatt,

	 

	that there's no turning back: at five o'clock I'm sitting at my desk: that's my sole triumph,

	I'm not a scholar!, but I am an early riser, 

	this dreadful state in motion: climaxes to divert yourself from other climaxes: mornings belong to me!,

	 

	four, five articles,

	a worthless collection of beginnings, studies: finger exercises, nothing more,

	produce a single great thought, appropriate to the time: out of all these attempts at thought that are piling up, one above the other, and are slowly but surely overwhelming their begetter, doing him in,

	 

	reading aloud bits of Shakespeare, bits of Dante, heads that don't say NO, heads that are tossed back and forth in the air,

	highways that tie all cities together: a ship is sailing out of my brain and cutting the world in two,

	 

	you're standing at your mother's grave: no answer, you're standing in the snow: no answer, 

	not one word for days: the tragedy behind the policeman's window, the tragedy behind the streetcar employee's window, the tragedy behind the waterworks machinist's window,

	wherever you go, somebody's after you, 

	take one step into the street, knocked down: 

	the sky is gray, red, black,

	a poster: looks stupid, this pregnant woman, 

	the department head, the building supervisor, the professor at the music academy, the man of consequence, the parliamentary secretary, this man of authority, 

	you're not a student any longer,

	only an underpaid part-time instructor at the Mozarteum,

	 

	then the editor-in-chief grabbed me by the sleeve, drew me aside, and offered me a job as local editor: no, 

	I've already taken leave of this town,

	no way to speak and be heard: to argue, accomplish anything, make a fool of myself,

	probably lonely into my old age, misunderstood, humiliated, bad-tempered, sickly, without any real love of life, for all of the aforementioned reasons, only false starts, never getting beyond these feeble attempts, always having to pretend enthusiasm,

	anonymity to the point of madness,

	I don't present myself as I really am: two o'clock this morning,

	society doesn't recognize that your pretensions aren't any worse than anyone else's,

	correct, amiable: neither correct nor amiable,

	actually offends against everything, not only himself: but this man who offends against himself!, no one knows the causes of ruin: mendacity, love of truth, brotherly love,

	ringing clichés at the close,

	 

	the city of Salzburg has a child's face and an old man's face,

	so you don't spit in it, you don't spit in the child's face and you don't spit in the old man's face,

	 

	senseless seasons, formalities, slanders: these infernal piles of documents against everything, 

	my dog knows I'm going to kill him, nobody else knows it: nobody's going to have my dog.
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	Afterword

	





When Thomas Bernhard died, two days after his fifty-eighth birthday in early February 1989, his circa forty-five works—poetry, novels, plays, autobiography—were already the subject of voluminous commentaries beginning to rival, in quantity and intensity, the runaway secondary literature on Franz Kafka. Recognition had come soon after the appearance of his first novel, Frost, in 1963, with prestigious awards sometimes coming in clusters, year after year, nominations for the Nobel Prize, until for the last seventeen years of his life he declined all further awards even as his output continued prolific and was increasingly translated and performed world-wide.

	He died in the midst of an uproar over his last play, named Heldenplatz (Heroes' Square) for the great open square between the Ringstrasse and the former imperial palace in Vienna where Hitler had crowed over his usurpation of Austria to the frantic huzzahs of huge crowds in 1938. The point of the play was that Austria had not changed for the better in fifty years:

	"In this ghastliest of all states," declares Professor Robert,

	"there is no choice except

	between black and red swine

	an intolerable stink is spreading

	from the Hofburg to the Ballhausplatz

	and from the Parliament

	over all of this putrid and decayed country

	(cries out)

	this little country is one big dungheap!"

	That Nazism was still pervasive in Austria had of course been established by the election of Kurt Waldheim to the accompaniment of an international scandal over his Nazi past. With Waldheim still struggling to save face, the timing of Heldenplatz was singularly if characteristically provocative. In November 1988 President Waldheim denounced the play, which had already been attacked by politicians and the press long before anyone saw it. Bernhard died of a heart attack a few months after the première, but not before he had banned all future publication, performances, even readings of his works in Austria, in his will.

	Yet the last work he had prepared for publication—and which appeared posthumously that same year—turns out to have been his earliest prose effort, never released before. It is an unexpected gift, like finding an unknown early Mozart symphony, as actually did happen a few years ago. It has been called a great prose poem (which can be got away with in Germany in American, that would be the kiss of death). It could also be seen as an early study for one of Bernhard's plays, since there is no narrative as such but a scene-setting, characters, and a dramatic conflict.

	It is all and none of these: it is sui generis.

	On the Mountain affords us a rare insight into the birth of a literary oeuvre paralleling those of Kafka and of Beckett. A comparable early work of Kafka's, "Description of a Struggle" that he wrote at nineteen and also never published in his lifetime, consists essentially of monologue in the guise of dialogue between a Loner and a Lover, a Fat Man and a Beggar, out to climb a mountain on a wintry night after leaving a party in town—a "plot" which in 1902 seems to have anticipated Samuel Beckett's Vladimir and Estragon, Pozzo and Lucky in Waiting for Godot, fifty years later. In its tentative, exploratory way, a little ragged, a little incoherent, it prefigures the mature Kafka as On the Mountain does the mature Bernhard. Both Austrians, they were both supreme diagnosticians of the terrors of our twentieth century experience, and both were regenerators of the German literary language, with incalculable effects world-wide. Kafka broke down forever the old Latin structure of the German sentence, the clauses within clauses with the verb at the end wondering what its subject was, back there (with which Mark Twain had his fun in his European travel books) and created a new sentence, sinuous as a snake chain moving on indefinitely, never needing to look back beyond the last comma. This smooth flow, with regard to which someone said what an irony it was that a man with so long a breath should have died of a throat disease, was of course available to Bernhard, but it turned out that in his own times, so much more violent, it was like a luxurious heirloom from an aristocratic forebear which had to be adapted to present-day shocks: the characteristic Bernhardian sentence is like a wild ride in a cockleshell over mountain rapids, bumping on hidden rocks, liable to overturn any minute, breathless, heart-in-mouth.

	My first encounter with this phenomenon of seeing a language shaken up till its bones rattled, and refitted with a new musical structure, came with Frost, when I read it for Knopf along with other German submissions, and reported that here was a first new original in German on a level with Thomas Mann and Franz Kafka, but that I despaired of finding a translator capable of recreating the dazzling energy of his new-minted language. When I left Knopf in 1971 I was asked to translate Das Kalkwerk (The Lime Works, 1973) and for a year I wrestled those sentences into Amerenglish, thinking that Laocoon at least had two sons helping him with those serpents . . .

	And now, here is Thomas Bernhard's first book-length prose work, passed on to us truly by special dispensation—what could have moved its author to unearth a long-buried piece of juvenilia that revealed him intimately in a way he never showed himself in his mature works?—and it is written as one sentence, sprung from the necessity of a young man in the grip of a fatal lung disease, struggling for breath against the odds, as in many ways he had had to do from birth, struggling to get it all out with his last breath.

	 

	Thomas Bernhard was born in 1931 an outcast, in exile. His unwed mother shrank from scandalizing all her relatives and neighbors in her Austrian Catholic mountain village by giving birth to him at home. She went into domestic service in Holland, where she gave birth in a convent that served "fallen women", and went back to work, leaving the newborn with a woman who

	"fostered" such infants on a trawler off Rotterdam. The baby was kept in a hammock under the ceiling whence it could be lowered for the visiting mother. She came once in three or four weeks to see her passionately unwanted child. The baby was always crying, she later said, his body covered with boils and rashes from the fumes, the stench, dirt and neglect. We have learned since about a baby's need for fondling, play, words, and about deprived babies who turn suicidal. It took a year of this before his mother finally dared to write home about her situation, and was invited to bring her son to her parents' apartment in Vienna.

	In the care of his grandparents (though his mother remained as distant as ever, working to support the family) Thomas grew into a lively, handsome, bright boy. His grandfather made a companion of him, taught him, encouraged him.

	That grandfather, Johannes Freumbichler, a writer and intellectual who had been an anarchist in Switzerland in the era of Lenin in Zurich, Trotsky and Stalin in Vienna, and Kropotkin and Marx in England, had taught the child so well that he entered school at five. He excelled there that first year with a sympathetic woman teacher, but once the authoritarian male teachers took over, the precocious, free-spirited boy began to be profoundly maladjusted, unable to learn, chronically at odds with the system. School meant canings, having his ears boxed, his knuckles rapped on the slightest provocation or on none) they literally did not like his looks. This was Austria in the wake of the first world war, a ruined former empire steeped in Catholic monarchist feudal traditions, mountain country full of inbreeding and rumored incest producing much mentally-damaged offspring (see Frost and Gargoyles, passim). This "black" (far-right) country had lost its head and limbs in the Great War, and had grown a radical post-war head in Vienna, the now disproportionately large capital of a shrunken, mostly agrarian land—known consequently as the Black Dwarf with the Big Red Head. While socialism was officially in the saddle, the schools, hospitals, social services were still solidly staffed by nuns and priests, the abolished aristocracy still set the tone, and politics among the various degrees of socialists and Catholics was usually at a deadlock. Nobody should really have been surprised at the huzzahs that greeted one of Our Boys at his homecoming, ready to conquer the world for Germany and promising to save everybody and everything by his evident magic. The loudest huzzahs could have come from many of the school teachers who, like most professionals, were barely able to survive on their meager "socialist" pay while having to keep up certain social pretenses. Chronically embittered and despairing of their own chances, they treated their charges as recruits to be kept in order, obedient, mindless, will-less. They were unable to tolerate any challenge to so frail an authority as theirs, or even the slightest suggestion of a possible challenge, such as the hopelessly alienated Thomas Bernhard presented.

	When he was three his mother had married Emil Fabjan, a friend of his uncle's (Uncle Farald, the communist and painter). Unable to find work in Austria as the Depression deepened among rumors of war and Hitler, Fabjan moved his family to Germany in 1939. From the age of eight to fourteen, Thomas' schooling was not much improved by the endless marching and singing of Nazi songs: in addition to being the chronic misfit, he was now, in Bavaria, a despised Austrian foreigner as well. To make matters worse he was living for the first time away from his grandparents, with a mother who resented his very existence and had never raised him. Now, overburdened with two further children born to her and Fabjan (the "guardian" who had never adopted Thomas) she was chronically irritated with "the big fellow" and beat him often and hard, with a whip she kept handy. Years later, a photograph showed Thomas his striking resemblance to his absconded actual father, and he realized that his mother, in her hatred of the man who had fed her promises and flatly deserted her and her child, had been constantly provoked to vent her anger upon her first-born son who was the unwitting image of the father he had never seen. In these circumstances, plagued by the skin disorders of his early infancy, rejected in school and at home, he had become a chronic bed-wetter, a condition his mother treated by shaming him publicly: he would return from school to find the yellowing bedsheet hung out the window for all the world to see. Everything conspired to make him feel worthless, fit only for destruction.

	When, after the war, the family moved back to Austria rather than become German citizens as required, they were lucky to find a tiny three-room apartment for nine people in bombed-out, overpopulated Salzburg. The smallest room was reserved for Grandfather Freumbichler and his books, where he could write, wrapped in a blanket against the ever-present cold—fuel being unobtainable and unaffordable. At fourteen, Thomas Bernhard slept on a cot in the hallway outside his grandfather's room—slept, that is, when he was able to sleep, with all the movement and noise in that cramped space, listening for the sounds which at three a.m. told him that his grandfather had begun work. At the Salzburg grammar school he now attended, his lack of sleep did nothing to improve his performance or his attitude. The reinstated Catholic teachers were as quick with the ferule or the cuffings as the Nazis had been before them. He took refuge in his music studies. At school he was allowed to use a shoe closet for his violin practice. His description of the sweaty, evil-smelling piles of boots and shoes left there by the students in winter, of that closet where he alternated between violin practice and attempts at suicide, sticks in the memory.

	It was an intolerable life, including the numerous failed attempts to put an end to it, such as the time he swallowed too many of his mother's headache pills so that he vomited them all out again (it took three days in bed to recover from that one). Finally, not yet sixteen, he turned on his heel one day, on his way to school, and marched off in the opposite direction, to the labor exchange, and got a job. He had walked away from the grammar school that meant training for a career, for rising to the top, and chosen an apprenticeship to a grocer, in a fruit-and-vegetable cellar, serving the Salzburg housing facility for the down-and-out, Salzburg's despised slum population. It meant heavy work, lifting sacks of potatoes, semolina and the like, cleaning the premises, but also dealing with streams of people, warm bodies, in need of and appreciative of his attentions. He had escaped from the hateful drilling in suspect abstractions at school to a physical and social reality of his own choice. He had found independence; he bloomed; he was happy.

	He even went back to school to take up music again, studied with a singer, whose husband, a musicologist, gave him free lessons in recognition of his poverty and his talent. His voice had changed into a strong bass-baritone. He gave performances in church, on the opera stage, singing such roles as Sarastro, Papageno, the Speaker in The Magic Flute, and others, and he was self-supporting to boot, easing the situation at home. Then, one fatal day, he overdid it: unloading a truckful of potatoes in a driving snowstorm, he caught a chill that turned into influenza which he neglected and defied by returning to work too soon, until he went to the hospital with a so-called wet pleurisy. It was the beginning of the lung disease that was to hospitalize him for several years, and to shadow, indeed determine, the rest of his life.

	He was not yet eighteen. His grandfather, incidentally, had entered the same hospital the day before, for what was said to be possible minor surgery. He was able to visit his grandson in the huge ward full of dying old men where they had put him, not expecting the boy to live, even giving him extreme unction after a few days. The beloved grandfather's visits, his optimistic talk about their future plans, probably saved Bernhard's life during this critical phase. When the grandfather died, the doctors having mistaken a blocked bladder for a tumor, the family could not bring themselves to tell Thomas, who was in any case in no condition to attend the funeral of the man who had been his only parent and teacher, indeed his mainstay in life. Johannes Freumbichler, who had once won the Austrian State Prize for Literature, was buried just outside the cemetery wall, because he had not been married in the Church.

	Thomas was kept in the death ward for months, the only young man among the dying old ones who after their deaths remained for three hours in their beds, when the bodies were removed to make room for the next one. There was no lack of candidates for the death ward in post-war Salzburg, full of refugees helping to double the former population. The hospital building, the creation of the great baroque architect Fischer von Erlach, could accommodate hundreds but was no longer big enough, so Bernhard was finally sent on to a convalescent home for consumptives where he contracted tuberculosis (discovered after he had been discharged as cured!) and had now to be sent to another sanatorium. He was mostly in and out of these hospitals from his eighteenth until his twenty-second year. His grandfather had died in 1949; his mother the next year, of cancer, at the age of forty-six. It was during her final illness that mother and son, both devastated by the death of Johannes Freumbichler whom they had worshiped, came to know each other better, and became reconciled; at his last visit he read her his poems and they wept together. His father had been killed in 1943 in northern Germany, in the course of wartime disorders.

	These family deaths, the references to compulsive visits to the cemetery, are dim echoes, in On the Mountain, of the thorough grounding in the pervasiveness, the omnipresence of death that Thomas Bernhard had received from infancy. In early childhood his grandmother's favorite walks with him had been to the cemetery that held so many kinfolk and friends, funerals and wakes, sources of endless stories and commentaries on life; the cemetery became for him a natural refuge where a child could let himself cry.

	It was his widowed grandmother who now launched him on his vocation as a writer, when, with the lung disease which had put a stop to his singing career as well as to any sustained physical work, he was drifting and living from hand to mouth on odd jobs such as nurse-companion to a crazy seventy-year-old woman who became the "diva" in On the Mountain.

	Talking one day to a certain Kaut, a friend of hers, his grandmother was wondering aloud what she was to do with the young man, without any education, any training, any skill. The friend suggested that she tell Thomas to come round to his office in the morning. Kaut happened to be editor-in-chief of the local socialist paper, Das Demokratische Volksblatt, and had incidentally written the obituary for Johannes Freumbichler.

	 

	Thomas Bernhard was hired to write items for the paper on pending court cases and whatever else he could find. Paid by the piece, he soon learned to turn in several items a day, earning a respectable living wage for the first time. Already long addicted to the daily newspaper, he learned to write terse, factual sentences, and better still, he saw his work in print every day.

	 

	These are the years, the beginning 1950's, of Bernhard's conscious discovery, indeed, of his creation of himself, as a writer. It occurs within the framework of Salzburg and its environs, a somewhat hermetic small town with certain tourist attractions, still reeling from a lost war, full of bomb craters, ruins, but most of all filled with great inner devastation, disorientation, a world of people groping for a foothold in life, with little hope, and little faith in the human contacts made in these conditions. The new-fledged court reporter of On the Mountain has been writing hundreds of poems but now begins to work on his first book as it comes to him, jotting down notes, splinters of ideas, observations, encounters, characters, feelings, out of these data making a loose net in which to catch the realities of his life. In the process he discovers the power of words, infinite combinations and permutations of words such as the German language, with its many-plied nouns, is uniquely capable of. He discovers words for their own sake. He can't stop for structured paragraphs or sentences, life is literally too short (what with his lung disease being aggravated by bunglers whom he sometimes has to instruct in the procedures, any treatment could mean the end of him). His writing has become synonymous with his breathing: it is his RESCUE ATTEMPT, trying to save his life, even if it is NONSENSE to keep struggling against the inevitable, nonsense to record the nonsense of life in the face of death. The famous opening of his famous acceptance speech of the Austrian State Prize for Literature in 1968 echoes these words he first wrote in On the Mountain more than ten years before: "There is nothing to praise, nothing to condemn, nothing to denounce, but much that is ridiculous: everything is ridiculous when one thinks of death."

	From the first, On the Mountain is a monologue running on as the mind runs on, punctuated only by commas, colons, spaces. It opens with "Fatherland, nonsense", followed by a string of words, the patriotic boilerplate favored by politicians and the press and starring the word Volk, meaning the People, the folk, the nation, a word particularly beloved by the Nazis who rang endless lascivious changes on it, which is what Bernhard slyly parodies here. After this Salzburg scene-setting, the first important character appears: a secondary school teacher, the classic middleman between the State and its young, a man who must live by his (middling) intellect which has been pressed into the mold into which he will press the minds of his charges while consciously being transformed into a dead man, since the process itself is his death as a man. Was it this all too noticeable insight into their lot that young Thomas' teachers needed to slap out of his head?

	The teacher is also the one intellectual on the scene, and some of his views may echo Bernhard's grandfather, who might have said, or inspired, something like: "We all lead three lives, an actual one, an imaginary one, and the one we are not aware of."

	The court reporter now turns from the teacher, he goes off to his work, and to walking by the hour. The people he sees at large all look like prisoners dreaming of escape from the trap of their lives, with no hope at all but of course it is his own escape, into writing, he is brooding about, and in this mood writing offers no real answer, because it clearly never captures the original illumination: what we say or write is ten times more foolish than what we think, says he. As the poet Karl Shapiro once said: "Every poem is a failure." Too much of what originally gave it life had to be left out; the language, the form itself squeeze the life out of the ideas which remain, with luck, mere ghosts of their true selves haunting the words. Yet, "like all the great writers," he will go on, climbing that purgatorial mountain because it is there, while feeling all along that it is all "nonsense."

	His thoughts now shift to the mountain inn. "Pull on wool socks . . ." for the "social scene" is bitter cold The innkeeper must be watched, he must "keep an eye on his fingers" if he wants to get what he asked for, such as the same room he has had before. The school teacher must not be allowed to have his way in every argument. The young lady—ah, there is a young lady? He's going to take the young lady for a walk in the larch grove. On the Mountain is the first and last time in Bernhard's works that a date or a dalliance is even mentioned. Such lines as "the Fräulein with all her fun!" never occur in his mature works. The relationships between men and women there are typically grim—as exemplified in The Lime Works where Konrad, after having used his crippled wife (rumored to be his half-sister) as a guinea pig in years of research for a book on the sense of hearing, long years of mutual torture—she torments him by relentlessly knitting him mittens in all the colors he detests—finally shoots her, with the rifle he had given her for her protection against burglars, in his despair over not getting the book written; he is much later found hiding in a sewer. The entire story is presented as pure hearsay, "reported" by an outsider listening to all the village gossip at the various taverns where he goes to sell life insurance. This tale of stark tragedy, told with such third-hand detachment, keeps flipping over into grotesque comedy, so that the reader surprises himself by laughing aloud at the deepest point of empathy with the suffering protagonist. Bernhard combines such poker-faced ironies with hyperbolic ecstasies of denunciation, vituperation, condemnation so keen and well-aimed as to be totally persuasive, and taken in total seriousness, until the reader reaches a point of oversaturation and bursts out laughing in spite of himself. One reads along those unindented, almost unpunctuated pages of maniacal agonizing over the marital wars conducted with mittens as weapons, simultaneously ridiculous and pitiable, never really able to dismiss either aspect. Milking everything from discomfiture to catastrophe for laughs is the oldest way of comedy in the world, but Thomas Bernhard has a unique way of making the catharsis stick in your throat. This Austrian, when he hears the word gemütlich doesn't just release the safety catch, he shoots point-blank.

	Meanwhile, back On the Mountain we have several fleeting, sidelong, inconclusive encounters with the opposite sex, little sprouts of life we now know are doomed to be snuffed. There is the Fräulein, whose skin he stares at and longs to touch, but then she is a sick woman with her pallor and her hawk's nose, and their diversion consists of a visit to the local insane asylum; there is the affair with the married woman who threatens him in bed with the wrath of her jealous husband; there is the has-been singer who bullies and wooes him by turns, never letting him forget that he is her servant, her creature. There is also the music school director's wife who gets him a part-time job as music professor, but that's another story. The cheering idea of taking the Fräulein into the woods is immediately succeeded by gloomy forebodings of bad air, bad weather, men and women quarreling and contemplating suicide by the canal.

	The reporter's one real "life-attachment" is to his dog. The dog is a dirty, smelly body detested by the housekeeper who wants him and his owner out, but it's precisely this indubitable physical reality of him that makes him indispensable; without it, there's no real life in his life, and therewith no ideas, no literature that means anything.

	The temptation to annotate every line of this early composition as if it were indeed a poem suggests that it is a special kind of prose: relieved of its function as a carrier of common information, it presents itself wholly as some such medium as poetry, music, painting, sculpture. These seemingly random notes, these disjunct, diffuse mutterings are the vehicle for a dramatic conflict between an embattled life force intent upon self-creation, self-definition, saying "All this is only a preparation for becoming me," and its equally determined opposition, threatening to make nonsense of all that. A real sickness-unto-death is made into a fulcrum for survival in an arena which is the human condition understood as a condition of immitigable deadlock. Bernhard could be said to be going in the opposite direction from that of the Old Testament's "In the beginning was the Word" and toward the New Testament's "Incarnation" of the Word. He is the man in the flesh, crucified between opposing demands of life and death, body and mind, love and hate, who finds his voice, and masters the word as a musical medium. Hence the prose with its piling on of effects, its themes and variations, its repetitiveness, its mediumistic power: its playful dialectic. This disciple of Schopenhauer did save himself, by his will and his idea, his words, so that some thirty years later, in Alte Meister (Old Masters) the art critic Reger can speak movingly of the emptiness in his life as a widower, of having to survive the loss of the one beloved person who made life worth living: the book, one of Bemhard's finest and funniest, was written as a memorial to a woman in his life, forty years older than he, who had been his Lebensmensch, his life-sustaining person, for decades.

	But at twenty, the court reporter and part-time music professor still has only his dog, his Lebenshund, and he is not going to leave him to the tender mercies of such as the housekeeper or any other. If he is to die "I'll kill him myself." Because he loves him, of course. "The dog knows that I shall kill him. Nobody else knows: Nobody shall have my dog." Period. End of sentence. A death sentence, just like real life. Is there a faint echo here of Kafka's K., in The Trial, done to death "like a dog" in the wasteland outskirts of the city? Probably not a conscious response—Bernhard never mentions Kafka, and his embattled humor is antithetical to Kafka's humorous resignation. If Kafka's man dies like a dog, Bernhard's dog is to die like a man.

	 

	On the Mountain was completed in 1959, by which time Bernhard had long since left the paper rather than join the Socialist Party whose organ it was. In 1951, just twenty, he had returned to the study of music on a scholarship in Vienna, but barely kept starvation at bay by doing odd jobs, sleeping in freight cars, yet managing to earn his degree in theater arts at the Mozarteum. In 1954 he had published his first volume of poetry.

	By 1978, when I first met him, Knopf had published his second novel, Verstoerung—meaning derangement, disorientation—under the title Gargoyles (1970) and The Lime Works (1973, his third novel) and I was done translating Korrektur—meaning revision, published as Correction in 1979—and had arranged to visit him on my way back from a translators' conference in Germany.

	Personally, he was a most amiable presence, tall, with the bearing and the ruddy complexion of an alpine mountaineer, a handsome, boyish face with a sailor's long, greenish, narrowed eyes trained on the far distance. He lived in Ohlsfeld, a village near Gmunden-on-the-Traunsee in alpine Austria, in a stately farmhouse with a huge square inner courtyard which had taken six years out of his writing life, he said, to restore singlehanded from the decayed ruin filled with mountains of refuse parked there by the neighbors who, resenting the loss of their garbage dump, had sabotaged his efforts with persistent ingenuity. Inside, he had painted the floors a black lacquer, the walls all white, had installed green-tiled stoves and wall-length bookshelves, a bare table, a few wooden chairs, a bed in the center of the upstairs bedroom that held virtually no other furniture. The tall windows let in much green-tinged light from the surrounding trees. The effect was serene, monastic, and gave the lie to the myth that Bernhard lived in a maze-like mountain cave with blackpainted walls like the minotaur, or like Konrad in The Lime Works.

	When he picked me up at the Rathauscafe, his regular hangout in Gmunden, I introduced myself as his Voice in the Wilderness, and he took me for a walk around the lake: we had from the first a great deal to talk about, such as, for example, how to translate the word Kegel in Correction. The novel was based on a Wittgenstein figure, who was building a house for his sister, in the shape of a "Kegel" or cone. But the most popular and widespread use of the word Kegel in Austria is for a ninepin or duck-pin, the shape of which, with its round head and rounded "body" is distinctly feminine; it is the shape traced in the air by men referring to women in certain jokey conversations. Was Bernhard aware of the Freudian element in his choice of a term for the house in which Roithamer was going to immure his sister? He said it had never occurred to him, and so I let stand "cone" for "Kegel". When the book appeared at least one review chided the translator for not having brought out the Freudian element in the story. However, the visit had been a great occasion, much enjoyed by both of us. Bernhard was a joy to meet and talk with. He actually came to New York in October of the following year, the month when New York usually has its best weather, as I had told him; it was the week of the Pope's 1979 visit to New York, and it rained miserably the whole time. Bernhard had brought his half-brother, Dr. Peter Fabian, and two friends, and all five of us walked the streets of Manhattan in the pouring rain all afternoon; they went to Brooklyn (and subsequently to California) without me. He was not interested in sights, museums, theaters, only the "real" life, the feel of the street life.

	For a man who had been so closely watching his health for decades, his disregard for that freaky October weather in New York was astonishing, but perhaps it was much like the mountain weather he was used to. When he heard that his first novel Frost had been accepted for publication by Suhrkamp, he told me in the course of that long afternoon in Ohlsfeld (he kept saying there was another train in an hour, hour after hour) that he trotted up his favorite lookout mountain in Salzburg and trotted around on it, laughing and crying with joy, in a pouring rain he hadn't anticipated at all. Contrary to the myth of lifelong celibacy, he had a woman friend, a painter, in Poland, where he went often. A friend of his in Austria, Stella Musulin, an English writer who had been married to a Turk, told me how in Vienna she had once run into Bernhard, beaming in great good spirits, and how she had said to him bitterly: "Here I am, writing about beautiful landscapes and nice people, feeling acutely depressed, while you have probably been writing all the worst feelings out of your system and you're obviously as happy as can be."

	 

	When On the Mountain was published in Salzburg so soon after Bernhard's death, the reviews hailed it as a "mighty prose poem," a masterly "debut and valedictory in one," an "early testament," a "self-portrait of the artist as a young man" full of Schopenhauerian pessimism, high misanthropy, bleak humor. But his nihilism was now perceived as hard-earned, authentic, valid in the context. It was as though the "negative" was about to be dropped from his informal title as "Austria's negative poet laureate." Exiled at birth, he had died exiling his country from his works, yet not without leaving it a rare, not to be expected consolation prize in the form of On the Mountain. As Gitta Honegger, who has done so much to bring Bernhard's plays to this country, aptly said: "Yet even his death seemed a deliberately staged, marvelously consistent continuation of his life."

	Reconciled in death or not, the works of Thomas Bernhard stand as vivid testimony to the post-imperial travails of Little Austria to this day. Karl Kraus, the author of The Last Days of Mankind, that huge untranslatable tragicomedy about the world that gave us World War 1 with its sequels, an earlier Austrian "negative poet laureate," said of his country that it was a laboratory test case for the world's future. Bernhard's Austria is officially social-democratic, but profoundly Catholic and national-socialist according to him. It has not abolished private property but there is so much welfare statism, so many bureaucratic safeguards in every direction that the individual must function weighed down by contractual handcuffs, leg-irons, nooses of all kinds. It is the familiar contemporary world of innumerable social contracts overseen by lawyers, bureaucrats, accountants, as vividly excoriated in Bernhard's Correction.

	On a less exalted, more populist level, Americans witnessed the effect in a television film, Network, in which a disgruntled Talking Head urged his millions of listeners to walk to their window and cry out into the streets: "I'm mad as hell, I won't stand for it anymore!" and is so amazed at the vast numbers who instantly do his bidding, so stunned by his sudden popularity just after being fired, that he dies of a heart attack on camera—a perfect Bernhard scene and ending.

	On an international level, the Soviet System had built up such a stranglehold of strict accountability on the individual that at some point survival meant breaking or circumventing one or more of the innumerable rules: survival meant turning criminal or rebel. In China, a neighbor is obliged to make sure no couple produces more than one child, or to denounce them when they do. In the United States, the latest bestseller is a book on suicide, called Final Exit. The death-consciousness, even death-worship, of the world's leading, richest country is not the work of Thomas Bernhard, but he may come to be called its prophet.

	The majority of Thomas Bernhard's characters are of the same class as the schoolteacher in On the Mountain: middleclass professionals, intellectuals, writers or artists-manqués with nowhere to go in the great limbo of a world without freedom of movement, unhampered development, with no secure foothold. Bernhard's first play, A Party for Boris, has a cast of fifteen legless cripples in wheelchairs. To be mad, crippled, suicidal, actually or metaphorically lost, is more or less normal in such a world. When compared with the intellectuals of the eighteenth century Enlightenment who gave us the French Revolution, or those of the turn of the century who gave us the Russian and subsequent totalitarian revolutions, the failure of Bernhard's intellectuals is not personal but historical. They are looking at a future that is all used up; they cannot honestly find an unanxious word to say about it. Why has the twentieth century seen such an unprecedented number of suicides among poets and artists, successful or not? Forty names come to mind offhand, from Yesenin and Mayakovsky through Hemingway, Rothko, Plath, Sexton, Celan, Crane, Van Gogh, Pavese, Mishima, Modigliani, Nijinski, Kosinski onward. Poets and artists are, above all, individuals, originals who cannot conform to social patterns and pressures without losing what matters most to and about them; they go by nature against the social grain and cannot do it for long when social concerns close in with their unforgiving obligations. Such an individual wakes up one morning to the realization that he is a "parasite" if he is a son who doesn't want to carry on his father's business, like Hart Crane or Franz Kafka, whose Gregor Samsa is faced with being "by nature" someone indisposed to shoulder familial or social obligations on the material plane. Such a person is functionally alone, in exile from home and society, with nothing to sustain him unless it is a stray companion as is the case, forty years after Gregor Samsa, with Vladimir and Estragon, in a wasteland with one barren tree, waiting for Godot, no one they know. The name Godot is made up of an English word, God, and a German word spelled backwards, Tod—death—unless you also count Dog, spelled backwards; it is pronounced as a French word. The condition of waiting to die as a dog has been internationalized, and it's all there is, in a landscape representing the freezing of time, of history, where tying a shoelace is an event, a way of creating time ex nihilo. And now, forty years after Waiting for Godot first mesmerized its audiences, we have Bernhard's gallery of cripples, madmen, failures, monomaniacs, heirs giving away their estates and committing suicide, writers with nothing to show. None of this represents the so-called Real World, of course, our world of exploding populations, societies, technologies, scientific breakthroughs, consumerism, communications and all the other signs of abounding health and hope. As Kafka said to Max Brod: "Of course there is hope, infinite hope, for God, though not for us." By "us" he may have meant the poets, artists, intellectuals, all those who are the brains and nervous systems of mankind, and then, possibly, those to and for whom they speak.

	 

	Sophie Wilkins
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